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TIMON  OF  ATHENS. 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Timvny  a  noble  Athenian. 
Lucius  y  1 
LuLtdlusy      S-  Lords. 
Semprcnius,  } 

Jpernantusy  a  Pliiloropher.  .  ' 

Aicihiades , 

Fla^jius,  Steward  to  Timcn, 
Flamhiius,  1 

Lucithis,  >  Timon's  Servant,- , 

Philo, 
Titus, 

Liiciusy  ! 
Hcrterifiusy  J 

Veriiir'ius,  one  of  Timon's  Friends. 
Cupid  2.ndi  Mafkcrs, 
Strano:ers. 


bervants. 


'hrynia,  j  jMiflreii^s  to  Alcibiades. 

I /nan  era,  ) 


PI 
Tim 


Tideves,  Senators,  Poet,  Painter,  Jeweller,  and  Mer- 
chant :  with  Servants  and  Attendants. 

.Sc^.'.f,  Athens  ;  and  the  Y'^'oods  not  fvir  from  iu 
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A  C  T    I.       S  C  E  N  E  1. 

Athens, 

A  Hall  in  Timon'' s  Houfe, 
Enter  Poet^  Painter y  Jexvellery  and  Merchant  at  feve- 
ral  doors, 

Poet.f^  OOD  day,  fir. 

Pain.  1  am  glad  you  are  well. 
Pcet.  I  have  not  feen  you  long :  How  goes  the 
world  ? 

Pain,  It  wears,  fir,  as  it  grows. 

^oet.  Ay,  that's  well  known  : 
-But  what  particular  rarity  ?  what  ftrange. 
Which  manifold  record  not  matches  ?  See, 
Magic  of  bounty  !  all  thefe  fpirits  thy  power 
Hath  conjur'd  to  attend.    I  know  the  merchant. 

Pain.  1  know  them  both  ;  the  other's  a  jeweller. 

Mer.  O,  'tis  a  worthy  lord! 

Jen.v.  Nay  that's  moft  fix'd. 

Jler,  A  mod  incomparable  man ;  breath'd,  as  ii 
were. 

To  an  untirable  and  continuate  goodnefs  : 
He  palTes. 

JeHv.  1  have  a  jewel  here. 

Mer,  O,  pray,  let's  fee't:  for  the  lord  Timon,  fir? 
Je^iv,  If  he  will  touch  the  efliraate :  But,  for  that^ — 
Poet,  When  nAje  for  recompence  ha^ve  praised  the  uih 

It  ftains  the  glory  in  that  happy  'verfc 

Which  ^ptly  jings  the  good ^ 
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Mer,  'Tis  a  good  form.  \^Lcoki/ig  cn  thejenjoeL 

yew.  And  rich  :  here  is  a  water,  look  you. 

Pahi,  You  are  rapt,  fir,  in  fome  work,  fome  dedi- 
cation 
To  the  great  lord. 

Poet.  A  thing  flipt  idly  from  me. 
Our  poefy  is  as  a  gum,  which  oozes 
From  whence  'tis  nourillied  :  The  fire  i'  the  flint  ^ 
Shews  not,  till  it  be  flruck  ;  our  gentle  flame 
Provokes  itfelf,  iind,  like  the  current,  flies 
Each  bound  it  chafes.    What  have  you  there  ? 

Pain.  A  pi6lure,  fir.    When  comes  your  book  forth  f! 

Pcet.  Upon  the  heels  of  my  prefentment,  fir. 
Let's  fee  your  piece. 

Pain,  'Tis  a  good  piece. 

Poet,  So  'tis  :  this  comes  off  well  ^nd  excellent. 

Pain.  Indifferent. 

Poet.  Admirable  :  How  this  grace 
Speaks  his  o^vn  flanding  ?  what  a  mental  power 
This  eye  flioots  forth  ?  how  big  imagination 
Moves'in  his  lip  ?  to  the  dumbnefs  of  the  geflure 
One  might  interpret. 

Pain.  It  is  a  pretty  mocking  of  the  life,  « 
Here  is  a  toach  ;  Is 't  good  ? 

Poet.  I'll  fay  of  it,^  ^ 
It  tutors  nature  :  artificial  flrife 
Lives  in  thefe  touches,  livelier  than  life. 

E7iter  certain  Senators. . 

Pain.  How  this  lord  is  followed  I 

Poet.  The  fenators  of  Athens      Happy  men  ! 

Pain.  Look,  more  !  n    j  r 

Poet.  You  fee  this  confluence,  this  great  flood  of 
vifltors 

I  have,  in  this-.rough  work,  fnap'd  out  a  man. 
Whom  this  beneath  world  doih  embrace  and  hug 
With  amplefl:  entertainment  :  My  free  drift 
Halts  not  particularly,  but  moves  itfelf 
In  a  wide  fea  of  wax  :  no  levelled  malice 
Infers  one  comma  in  the  courfe  I  hold  ; 
But  flies  an  eagle  flight,  bold,  and  forth  on. 
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Leaving  no  tra6l  behind. 

Pain,  How  {hall  I  underlland  you  ? 

Poet,  I'll  unbolt  to  you. 
You  fee,  how  all  conditions,  how  all  minds, 
(As  well  of  glib  and  flippery  creatures,  as 
Of  grave  and  auilere  quality)  tender  down 
Their  fervices  vo  lord  Timon  :  his  large  fortune. 
Upon,  his  good  and  gracious  nature  hanging, 
Subdues  and  properties  to  his  love  and  tendance 
All  forts  of  hearts  ;  yea,  from  the  glafs-fac'd  flatterer 
To  Apemantus,  that  few  things  loves  better 
Than  to  abhor  himfelf ;  even  he  drops  down 
The  knee  before  him,  and  returns  in  peace 
Moiliich  in  Timon's  nod. 

Pain,  I  faw  them  fpeak  together. 

Pcet,  Sir,  I  have  upon  a  high  and  pleafant  hill 
Feign'd  Fortune  to  be  thron'd:  The  bafe  o'  the  mount 
Is  rank'd  with  ail  deferts,  all  kind  of  natures. 
That  labour  on  the  bofom  of  this  fphere 
To  propagate  their  ftates  :  amongft  them  all, 
Whofe  eyes  are  on  this  fovereign  lady  fix'd. 
One  do  I  perfonate  of  Timon's  frame. 
Whom  Fortune  with  her  ivory  hand  wafts  to  her; 
Whofe  prefent  grace  to  prefent  Haves  and  fcrvants 
Tranflates  his  rivals. 

Pain,  *Tis  conceiv'd  to  fcope. 
This  throne,  this  Fortune,  and  this  hill,  metliinks,  • 
With  one  man  beckon'd  from  the  reft  below. 
Bowing  his  head  againft  the  fteepy  mount 
To  climb  his  happinefs,  would  be  well  exprcfs'd 
In  our  condition. 

Poet.  Nay,  fir,  but  hear  me  on : 
All  thofe  which  were  his  fellows  but  of  late, 
(Some  better  than  his  value)  on  the  moment 
Follow  his  ftrides,  his  lobbies  fill  with  tendance^ 
Rain  facriiicial  M^hifp'rings  in  his  ear. 
Make  facred  even  his  Itirrup,  and  through  him- 
Drink  the  free  air. 

Pain.  Ay,  marry,  what  of  thefe  ? 

Poet,  When  Fortune,  in  her  fhiftand  change  of  mood  ^ 
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Spurns  down  her  late  belov'd,  all  his  dependants, 
WnichLabour'd  afcer  him  to  the  mountain's  top. 
Even  on  their  knees  and  hands,  let  him  Hip  down. 
Not  one  accompanying  his  declining  foot. 

Pain,  'discommon: 
A  thoufand  moral  paintings  I  can  fricw. 
That  fnall  demonilrate  thefe  quick  b'ows  of  fortune 
More  pregnantly  than  words.    Yet  you  do  well. 
To  fhew  lord  Timon,  that  mean  eyes  have  feen 
The  foot  above  the  head. 

'Ir  limpets  found.     Enter  Ti7nony  addrejjing  himfelf  cour- 
teovjly  to  e-z'ery  fuitor. 
Tim,  Imprifon'd  is  he,  fay  ;  ou  ?      \To  €l  Mejfenger* 
Mef  Ay  my  good  lord  :  five  talents  is  his  debt; 
His  means  moft  iliort,  his  creditors  moil  ilrait  : 
Your  honourable  letter  he  defires 
To  thofe  have  fhut  him  up ;  which  failing  hmi> 
Periods  his  comfort. 

Tim,  Noble  Ventidius  !  Well; 
I  am  not  of  that  feather,  to  ihake  oir 
My  friend  when  he  muft  need  me.    I  do  know^him 
A  gentleman,  that  well  deferves  a  help. 
Which  he  fhall  have  :  I'll  pay  the  debt,  and  free  him. 
Msf,  Your  lordfhip  ever  binds  him. 
Tim,  Commend  me  to  him  :  I  will  fend  his  ranfom. 
And,  being  enfranchis'd,  bid  him  come  to  me  : — 
'Tis  not  enough  to  help  the  feeble  up. 
But  to  fupport  him  after. — Fare  you  well. 

Mef,  All  happinefs  to  your  honour  I  \Exit. 

Enter  an  eld  Athenian, 
Old  Ath,  Lord  Timon,  hear  me  fpeak. 
Tim,  Freely,  good  father. 
Old  Ath.  Thou  hall  a  fervant  nam'd  Lucilius. 
Tim,  I  have  fo  :  What  of  him  ? 
Old  Ath,  Moft  noble  Timon,  call  the  man  before 
thee. 

Tim,  Attends  he  here,  or  no?— Lucilius  ! 

Enter  Lucilius, 
Liic,  Here,  at  your  lordfhip's  fervice. 
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Old  Ath,  This  fello^v  here^  lord  Timon,  this  thy 
creature. 

By  night  frequents  my  houfe.    I  am  a  man 
That  from  my  firfl  have  been  inclined  to  thrift ; 
And  my  eflate  deferves  an  heir  more  rais'd 
Than  one  which  holds  a  trencher. 
Well;  what  further  ? 
Old  Ath,  One  only  daughter  have  T,  no  kin  elfe. 
On  whom  I  may  confer  what  1  have  got  : 
The  maid  is  fair,  o'  the  youngeil:  for  a  bride. 
And  I  have  bred  her     my  dearefl  coft. 
In  qualities  of  the  bell.    This  man  of  thine 
Attem.pts  her  love  ;  I  pr'ythee,  noble  lord. 
Join  with  me  to  forbid  him  her  refort ; 
Myfelf  have  fpoke  in  vain. 
2\m,  The  man  is  honell. 
Old  Ath.  Therefore  he  will  be,  Timon  : 
His  honefty  rewards  him  in  itfelf. 
It  mufl  not  bear  my  daughter. 
Tim.  Does  fhe  love  him? 
Old  Ath,  She  is  young  and  apt : 
Oar  own  precedent  paffions  do  inftrud  us 
What  levity  is  in  youth. 

Tim,  [2h  LuciL]  Love  you  the  maid? 
Luc,  Ay,  my  good  lord,  and  ilie  accepts  of  it. 
Old  Ath,  If  in  her  marriage  my  confent  be  miflin] 
I  call  the  gods  to  witnefs,  I  will  choofe 
Mine  heir  from  forth  the  beggars  of  the  world. 
And  difpolTefs  her  all. 

Tim.  How  fiiall  fhe  be  endow 'd 
If  file  be  mated  with  an  equal  hufband? 

Old  Ath,  Three  talents,  on  the  prefent ;  in  future  a 
Tim,  This  gentleman  of  mine  hath  fervid  me  long 
To  build  his  fortune,  I  wiN  ftrain  a  little. 
For  'tis  a  bond  in  men.    Give  him  thy  daughter  : 
What  you  bellow,  in  him  I'll  counterpoife. 
And  make' him  v/eigh  with  her. 

Old  Ath.  Moil  noble  Lord, 
Pawn  me  to  this  your  honour,  fhe  is  his. 

Jim,  My  hand  to  thee;  mine  honour  on  mypromi 
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Luc.  Kumbly  I  thxank  your  lordfhip  :  Never  may 
That  Rate  or  fortune  fall  into  my  keeping, 
Which  is  not  ow'd  to  you  ! 

[Exe.  Ludl.  aridOhi  Ath. 
Poet,  Vouchfafe  my  labour,  and  long  live  your  lord- 
Hiip! 

Tim.  I  tnank  you;  you  fhall  hear  from  me  anon: 
Go  not  away. — What  have  you  there,  my  friend  ? 

Pain.  A  piece  of  painting;  Which  I  do  befeeck 
Your  lordfhip  to  accept. 

21m.  Painting  is  welcome. 
The  painting  is  almofl:  the  natural  man; 
For  unce  dillionour  tralTicks  with  man's  nature. 
He  is  but  outfide :  Thefe  pencil'd  f  gurcs  are 
Even  fuch  as  tliey  give  out.    I  like  your  work; 
And  you ihall  find,  1  like  it:  wait  attendance 
'Till  you  hear  further  from  me. 

Pain.  The  gods  prcferve  you  ! 

71m.  Well  fare}  ou,  gentleman:  Give  me  your  hand  j 
We  m.uH:  needs  dine  together. — Sir,  your  jewel 
Hath  fuiFer'd  under  pi-aife. 

Jei.v.  What,  my  lord?  difpraife? 

Ti?n.  A  mere  fatiety  of  commendations. 
If  I  fhould  pay  you  for 't,  as  'tis  extoU'd, 
Ic  would  uncle w  m.c  quite. 

Jezv.  My  lord,  'tis  rated 
As  thofe,  which  fell,  would  give :  But  you  well  know. 
Things  of  like  value,  differing  in  the  owners. 
Are  prized  by  their  mafters :  believe  it,  dear  lord. 
You  mend  the  jewel  by  the  wearing  it. 

Tim.  WellmockM. 

Mer.  No,  my  good  lord;  he  fpeaks  the  common 
tongue. 

Which  ail  men  fpeak  with  liim. 

7m.  Look,  who  comes  here.  Will  you  be  chid? 

Enter  Ape?nantus. 
Je^iv.  We  will  bear  with  your  lordiliip. 
Mer.  He'll  fpare  none. 

Tira.  Good  morrow  to  thee,  gentle  Apemantus! 
,    Apem,  'Till  I  be  gentle,  fcay  for  thy  good  morrow  ; 
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When  thou  art  Timon's  dog,  and  thefe  knaves  honefl. 
Tim.  Why  doft  thou  call  them  knaves  ?  Thou  know'f!: 

them  not. 
Apem,  Are  they  not  Athenians? 
7}m,  Yes. 

j^pem.  Then  I  repent  not. 

Jeuo,  You  know  me,  Apeniantus. 

.^pem.  Thou  knov^  'ft,  I  do ;  1  call'd  thee  by  thy  name, 

Tim,  Thou  art  proud,  z^pemantus. 

Jpem,  Of  nothing  fo  much,  as  that  I  am  not  lil  c 

Timon. 
Tim,  Whither  art  going  ? 

Apem,  To  knock  out  an  honeH:  Athenian's  brain?, 
Tim,  That's  a  deed  thou'lt  die  for. 
Apem,  Right,  if  doing  nothing  be  death  by  the  law. 
Tim,  How  lik'ft  thou  this  pidlure,  Apemanius  ? 
Jlpem,  The  beft  for  the  innocence. 
Tim,  Wrought  he  not  well,  that  painted  it  ? 
Apem,  He  wrought  better  that  made  the  painter ; 
and  yet  he's  but  a  filthy  piece  of  work. 
Poet,  You  are  a  dog. 

Apem,  Thy  mother's  of  my  generation ;  What's  flie, 
if  I  be  a  dog  ? 

Tim,  Wilt  thou  dine  with  me,  Apemantus? 

Apem,  No  ;  1  eat  not  lords. 

T^im,  An  thou  fhould'ii:,  thou'dft  anger  ladies. 

^/^;^.0,they  eat  lords;  fo  they  come  by  great  bellies. 

7im,  That's  a  lafcivious  apprehenfion. 

Apem,  So  thou  apprehend'!!  it :  Take  it  for  thylabour, 

Tim,  How  doft  thou  like  this  jev/el,  Apemantus? 

Apem,  Not  fo  well  as  plain-dealing,  which  will  not 
coft  a  man  a  doit. 

Ti?n,  What  doft  thou  think  'tis  worth  ? 

Apem,  Not  worth  my  thinking. — How  now,  poet? 

Poet,  How  now,  philofopher  ? 

Apem,  Thouliefr. 

Poet,  Art  not  one  ^' 

Apern,  Yes. 

Poet.  Then  I  lie  not. 

Apem,  Art  not  a  poet? 

Vol.  Vli,  B 
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Poet.  Yes. 

Apem,  Then  thoii  lieft  :  look  in  thy  laft  work,  where 
tiiou  haft  feign'd  him  av>'oi  thy  fellow. 

Poet,  That's  not  feign'd,  he  is  fo. 

Apem.  Yes,  he  is  vv  orthy  of  thee,  and  to  pay  thee 
for  thy  labour  :  He,  that  loves  to  be  fiatter'd,  is  worthy 
o'  the  batterer.    Heavens,  that  1  were  a  lord  ! 

Tim,  What  would'il:  do  then,  Apemantus? 

Afem,  Even  as  Apemantus  does  now,  hate  a  lord 
■with  my  heart. 

Tim.  What,  thyfelfi 

Apem,  Ay. 

2im,  Wherefore? 

Apem,  That  1  had  no  angry  wit  to  be  a  lord.  

Art  thou  not  a  merchant? 
Mer,  Ay,  Apemantus. 

Apem,  Traffic  confound  thee,  if  the  gods  will  not  ! 

Mer.  If  traj^c  do  it,  the  gods  do  it. 

Apem.  Traihc's  tliy  god,  and  thy  god  confound  thee  ! 
Tru7npets  found.     Enter  a  Mejfenger, 

Tim,  What  trumpet's  that? 

Mcf,  'Tis  Alcibiades,  and  fome  twenty  horfe. 
All  of  companionfhip. 

Tzm,  Pray,  entertain  them ;  give  them  guide  to  us. 
You  m.ufi:  needs  dine  with  me  : — Go  not  you  hence, 
^Till  1  have  tbank'd  you ;  and,  when  dinner's  done. 
Shew  me  .this  piece. — I  am  joyful  of  your  fights.— 

Entjer  Alcibiades,  njjith  the  reji, 
Moft    elcome.,  fir  ! 

Apem,  So,  fo  ;  there: —  - 

Aches  contrail  and  ftarve  your  fupple  joints  ! — 
That  there  Diould  be  nrial'l  love  'mongft  thefe  fweet 
knaves, 

Ajid  all  this  courtefy !  The  ftrain  of  man's  bred  out 
Into  baboon  and  monkey. 

Ale,  Sir,  you  have  fav'd  my  longing,  and  I  feed 
Mofr  hungrily  on  your  fight. 

Tim,  Right  welcome,  fir  : 
Ere  w  e  depart,  vt^e'U  Ihare  a  bounteous  time 

different  pleafures.    Pray  you,  let  us  in. 

'  [Exeunt  all  but  Jpemanius. 
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Enter  t^jjo  Lords, 
1  Lord,  What  time  a  day  is't,  Apemantus  ? 
Apem,  Time  to  be  honeft. 

1  Lord,  That  time  ferves  ililL 

Apem,  The  moft  accurfed  thou,  that  ftill  omit'fl  \U 

2  Lord,  Thou  art  going  to  lord  Timon's  feaft  ? 
Jpem,  Ay ;  to  fee  meat  fill  knaves,  and  wine  heat  fools. 
2  Lord,  Fare  thee  well,  fare  thee  well. 

Apem,  Thou  art  a  fool,  to  bid  me  farewell  twice, 
2  Lord,  Why,  Apemantus  ? 

Aptra.  Should'il:  have  kept  one  to  thyfelf,  for  I  mean 
to  give  thee  none. 

1  Lord,  Hang  thyfelf. 

Apem,  No,  1  will  do  nothing  at  thy  bidding:  make 
thy  requefts  to  thy  friend. 

2  Lord,  Away,  unpeaceable  dog,  or  I'll  fpurn  thee 
hence. 

Apem,  I  will  fly,  like  a  dog,  the  heels  of  the  afs. 
1  Lord,  He's  oppofite  to  humanity.     Come,  fhall 
we  in. 

And  talle  lord  Timon's  bounty  ?  he  out-goes 
The  very  hearc  of  kindnefs. 

zLord,  He  pours  it  out;  Plutus,  the  god  of  goId> 
Is  but  his  fleward  :  no  meed,  but  he  repays 
Sevenfold  above  itfelf ;  no  gift  to  him. 
But  breeds  the  giver  a  return  exceeding 
All  ufe  of  quittance. 

I  Lord,  The  noblell  mind  he  carries. 
That  ever  governed  m.an. 

\   2  Lord,  Long  may  he  live  in  fortunes !  Shall  we  in  f 
I  Lord,  I'll  keep  you  company.  [Exeu/it, 

SCENE  II. 

Another  Apartment  in  Timon'' s  Houfe, 
Hautboys  playing  loud  ?nufec,  A  great  banquet  fer^'' d  in  ; 
and  then  enter  Timon ^  Alcihiades,  Lucius,  Luczdlus^ 
Sempronius,  and  other  Athenian  Senators,  ^jith  Ven- 
tidius.  Then  comes,  dropping  after  all,  Ape?nantus 
difco?itentedly,  like  himfelf, 

Ven.  Mollhonour'd  Timon,  it  hath  pleas'd  the  gods 
to  remember 
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My  father's  age,  and  call  him  to  long  peace. 

He  is  gone  happy,  and  has  left  me  rich  : 

Then,  as  in  grateful  virme  I  am  bound 

To  vour  free  heart,  1  do  return  thofe  talents. 

Doubled,  with  thanks,  and  fervice,  from  vvhofe  help 

1  deriv'd  liberty. 

T'im,  O,  by  no  means, 
Honeil  Ventidias :  you  miHake  my  love  ; 
I  gave  it  freely  over  ;  and  there's  none 
Can  truly  fay,  he  gives,  if  he  receives : 
If  our  betters  play  at  that  game,  we  muft  not  dare 
To  imitate  them  :  Faults  that  are  rich,  are  fair. 

P'en,  A  noble  fpirit. 

[T^<ry  all  Jland  ceremontcujly  looking  on  Timon. 

Tim.  Nay,  my  lords,  ceremony 
Was  but  devis'd  at  firft 

To  fet  a  glofs  on  faint  deeds,  hollow  welcomes. 
Recanting  goodnefs,  ferry  ere  'tis  fnewn ; 
But  where  there  is  true  friendOiip,  there  needs  none. 
Pray,  fit;  more  welGome  are  ye  to  my  fortunes. 
Than  they  to  me.  {^They Jit. 

I  Lord,  My  lord,  we  always  have  confeft  it. 

Apem.  Ho,  ho, confefl:  it?  hang'd  it,  have  you  not? 

7'im,  O,  Apemantus  !--you  are  welcome. 

Apem.  No  ;  you  fliall  not  make  me  welcome  : 
I  come  to  have  thee  thruft  me  out  of  doors. 

Tim.  Fye  thou  art  a  churl ;  you  have  got  a  humour 
there 

Does  not  become  a  man,  'tis  much  to  blame :  

They  fay  my  lords,  ir  a  furor  bre^vis  efi. 
But  yonder  man  is  ever  angry. — 
Go,  let  him  have  a  table  by  himfelf ; 
For  he  dees  neither  affefl  company. 
Nor  is  he  fit  for  it,  indeed. 

Apej?7>  Let  me  flay  at  thine  own  peril,  Timon ; 
I  come  to  obferve ;  I  give  thee  warning  on't. 

Tim,  I  take  no  heed  of  thee  ;  thou  art  an  Athenian, 
Therefore  welcome  ;  I  myfelf  would  have  no  power: 
I  pr'ythee,  let  my  meat  make  thee  filent. 

Jpem.  1  fcorn  thy  meat;  'twould  choak  me,  fori 
lliodd 
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Ne'er  flatter  thee. — O  you  gods  !  what  a  number 
Of  men  tiX  Timon,  and  he  fees  them  not ! 
It  gtiC^^es  me^  to  fee  ib  many  dip  their  meat 
In  (jne  man's  blood  :  and  all  the  madnefs  is. 
He  cheers  them  np  too. 

1  wonder,  men  dare  trafi  themfelves  with  men : 
Methinks,  they  fnould  invite  them  without  knives ; 
Good  for  their  meat,  and  fafer  for  their  lives. 
There's  much  example  for't ;  the  fellow,  that 
Sits  next  him  now,  parts  bread  with  him,  pledges 
The  breath  of  him  in  a  divided  draught. 
Is  the  readiell  man  to  kill  him  :  it  has  been  prov'd. 
If  I  were  a  huge  man,  I  ihould  fear  to  drink  at  meals ; 
Left  they  Ihouid  fpy  my  wind-pipe's  dangerous  notes  : 
Great  men  fhould  drink  withharnefs  on  their  throats, 
Tim,  My  lord,  in  heart;  and  let  the  health  go  round* 
2  Lord.  Let  it  flow  this  way,  my  good  lord. 
A  pern.  Flow  this  way  ! 
A  brave  fellow  !  he  keeps  his  tides  well.  Timon, 
Thofe  iiealths  will  make  thee,  and  thy  fl;ate,  look  ilL 
Here's  that,  which  is  too  weak  to  be  a  (inner, 
Honell  water,  which  ne'er  left  man  i'  the  mire : 
I'his,  and  my  food,  are  equals :  there's  no  odds« 
Feafls  ar£  too  proud  to  give  thanks  to  the  gods* 

Apemantvs's  Grace. 

Immortal  gods  f  1  crwve  no  pelf  I 
I  pray  for  no  man  hut  myfelf: 
Grant  I  may  ne'uer  proue  Jo  Jond, 
2o  truji  man  on  his  oath,  or  bond i 
Or  a  harlot ,  for  her  nvecping  ; 
Or  a  dogy  that  ferns  afleeping  / 
Or  a  keeper  ujith      freedom  j 
Or  my  friends,  if  I  jhoidd  need  ^rm^ 
A  men ,    S  o  fall  to't  : 
Rich  men  Jin,  and  I  eat  root, 

[Eats  and drbiksl 
Much  good  dich  thy  good  hearty  Apemantus^ 
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Tim.  Captain  Alcibiades,  your  heart's  in  the  field 
no  7. 

Ale,  My  lieart  is  ever  at  your  fervice,  my  lord. 

Tim,  Yea  had  rather  be  at  a  breakfall  of  enemies^ 
than  a  dinner  of  friends. 

Ale,  So  they  were  bleeding  new,  my  lord  there's 
no  meat  like  'em,  y  1  could  vvidi  my  beil:  friend  at  fuch 
a  ieaiL 

Apem.  Would  all  thofe  flatterers  were  thine  enemiies 
then  ;  that  thou  might 'il  kill  'em  ;  and  bid  me  to  'em. 

1  Lord,  Might  we  but  have  that  happinefs,  my  lord, 
that  you  would  once  ufe  our  hearts,  whereby  we  might 
exprefs  fome  part  of  our  zeals,  iljould  think  our- 
felvv-s  for  everperfed. 

Tim,  O,  no  doubt,  my  good  frieads,  but  the  gods 
themfelves  have  provided  that  1  fliould  have  mjach 
Jhielp  from  you :  How  had  you  been  my  friends  elfe  ? 
Avhy  have  you  that  charitable  title  from  thcufands 
did  not  you  chiefiv  belong  to  my  heart?  I  have  told 
ijfiore  of  you  to  myfelf,  than  you  can  with  modefty 
fpeak  in  your  behalf;  and  thus  far  I  confirm  you.  O, 
you  gods,  think  I,  what  need  ^N  e  have  any  friends,  if 
we  iliould  n^ver  have  need  of  them?  they  were  the 
moil  needlefs  creatures  living,  Ihould  we  ne'er  have, 
life  for  them :  and  would  moll  refemble  fweet  inftru- 
ments  hung  up  in  cafes,  that  keep  their  founds  to  them- 
felves. Why,  l.have  often  wi(h'd  myfelf  poorer, 
that  I  might  come  nearer  to  you.  We  are  born  to  do 
benefits  :  and  what  better  or  properer  can  we  call  our 
own,  than  the  riches  of  our  friends?  O,  what  a  pre- 
cious comfort  'tis,  to  have  fo  many,  like  brothers, 
commanding  one  another's  fortunes  !  O  joy,  e'en  made 
away  ere  it  can  be  born  !  Mine  eyes  cannot  hold  water, 
inethinlc^:  t  )  forget  their  faults,  I  drink  to  you. 

A  fern,  I'hou  ^^  eep'll  to  make  them  drink,  Tinion. 

2  Lord,  Joy  had  the  like  conception  in  our  eyes, 
.And  at  that  inilant,  like  a  babe  fprung  up. 

,  Apem,  Ho,  hoi  1  laugh  to  think  that  babe  abaftard. 

3  Lord.  I  promife  you,  my  lord;  you  naov'd  me  much, 
Apem,  Much! 
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Sound  Tucket. 
Tm»  What  means  tiiat  trump  ? — How  now  ? 

Enter  a  Ser^vant, 
Ser^,  Pleafe  you,  my  lord^  there  are  certain  ladies 
moil  defirous  of  admittance. 

Ladies  ?  what  are  their  wills  ? 
Serij,  There  comes  with  them  a  fore-runner,  my 
lord,  which  bears  that  office,  to  fignify  their  pleafures. 
Tim,  I  pray;,  let  tliem  be  admitted. 

Enter  Cupid, 

Cup,  Hail  to  thee,  worthy  Timon ; — and  to  all. 
That  of  his  bounties  tafte  ! — The  five  befl  fenfes 
Acknowledge  thee  their  patron  *,  and  come  freely 
To  gratulate  thy  plenteous  bofom  : 
The  ear,  talle,  touch,  fmell,  pleas'd  from  thy  Cable  rife; 
They  only  now  come  but  to  feali  thine  eyes. 

Tim,  They  are  welcome  all;  let  'em  have  kind 
admittance : 

MafiC,  make  their  welcome.  \_Exit  Cupid. 

I  Lord,  You  feemy  lord,  how  ample  you  are  beiov'd, 

Mujic,  Re-enter  Cupid,  nx^ith  a  rnafque  of  Ladies  as  Ama- 
%ons,  'vjith  lutes  in  their  hands  ^  dancing  and  playing, 
Apem .  Heyday !  m  h  a  t  a  fweep  of  vanity  comes  this  a\  ay ! 

They  dance  !  they  are  mad  ^^  omen. 

Like  madnefs  is  the  glory  of  this  life. 

As  this  pomp  fhews  to  a  little  oil,  and  root. 

We  make  ourfelves  fools,  to  difport  ourfelves ; 

And  fpend  our  flatteries,  to  drink  thofe  men. 

Upon  whofc  age  v.  e  void  it  up  again. 

With  poifonous  fpite,  ai'd  envy.  Who  lives,  that's  not 

Depraved,  or  depraves  ?  who  dies,  that  bears 

Not  one  fpurn  to  the  graves  of  their  friends'  gift? 

1  ihould  fear,  thofe  that  dance  before  me  no\v , 

Would  one  day  ilampupon  me  :  1 1  has  been  done ; 

Men  fhut  their  doors  againil  a  fetting  fun. 

H^e  Lords  rife  from  table  y  n.vith  fnuch  adoring  of  Timon  ; 
and  to  Jhe-vj  their  lonjes,  each  ftngles  out  an  Ama%ony 
and  all  dancQ,  men  ^ith  ^jjomen  y  a  lofty  firain  or 
i%vo  to  the  hautboys y  and  ceafe, 

Tim,  You  have  done  our  pleafures  much  grace  fair 
ladies. 
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Set  a  fair  fafhion  on  our  entertainment. 
Which  was  not  half  fo  beautiful  and  kind  ; 
You  have  added  v.  orth  unto 't,  and  lively  luflrc. 
And  entertain'd  me  with  mine  own  device; 
I  am  to  thank  you  for  it. 

I  La^/y.  My  lord,  you  take  us  even  at  the  beft. 

Jpem,  'Faith,  for  the  worft  is  filthy  ;  and  would  not 
hold 

Taking,  I  doubt  me. 

Tim.  Ladies,  there  is  an  idle  banquet  attends  you. 
Pleafe  you  to  difpofe  yourfelves. 

^//  La^,  Moll  thankfully,  my  lord.  [Exeufif, 

Tim.  Flavins, — 

F/a^.  My  lord. 

Tim.  The  little  caf!cet  bring  me  hither. 

FIai\  Yes,  my  lord.  More  jewels  yet! 

There  is  no  croHing  him  in  his  humour;  [^^/i^fe. 
Fife  1  fhould  tell  him,— Well,— i'  faith,  I  Ihould, 
When  all's  fpent,  he'd  be  crofs'd  then,  an  he  could. 
' Tis  pity,  bounty  had  not  eyes  behind  ; 
That  man  might  ne'er  be  wretched  for  his  mind. 

f  Exify  and  returns  %vith  the  cajktt. 

1  Lord.  Where  be  our  men  ? 
Eer-j-.  Kere,  my  lord,  in  readinefs. 

2  herd.  Our  horfes. 

Tirn.  O  my  friends,  I  have  one  word 
To  fay  to  you : — Look  you,  my  good  lord,  I  mull 
Intreat  you,  honour  me  fo  much,  as  to 
Advance  this  jewel ;  accept,  and  wear  it,  kind  my  lord. 

1  Lord.  1  am  fo  far  already  in  your  gifts^  

AIL  So  are  we  all. 

Enter  a  Ser^vant. 

Ser.  My  lord,  there,  are  certain  nobles  of  the  fenate 
Newly  alighted,  and  come  to  vifit  you. 

Ti  n.  They  are  fairly  welcome* 

FJa'v.  I  befeech  your  honour, 
VouCiifafe  me  a  word  ;  it  doth  concern  you  near. 

Tim.  Near?  why  then  another  time  I'll  hear  thee: 
I  pr'ythee,  let  us  be  provided 
'To  fnew  them  entei  tainment. 
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Fla'v,  \Apde,]  I  fcarce  know  hovv^ 
Enter  another  Ser'vant, 

2  Ser^.  May  it  pleafe  your  honour,  lord  Lucius, 
Out  of  his  free  love,  hath  prefented  to  you 

Four  milk-white  horfes,  trapt  in  filver. 

Tim.  I  ihall  accept  them  fairly:  let  the  prefents 
Be  worthily  entertain'd. — How  now  ?  what  news  ? 
Enter  a  third  Servant, 

^  Serzf,  Pleafeyou,  my  lord,  that  honourable  gen- 
tleman, lord  Lucullus,  entreats  your  company  to-mor- 
r©w  to  hunt  with  him  ;  and  has  fent  your  honour  two 
brace  of  greyhounds. 

Tim,  I'll  hunt  with  him^  ;  and  let  them  be  receiv'd. 
Not  without  fair  reward. 

Fla^j,  [/^/de.]  What  will  this  come  to  ? 
He  comands  us  to  provide,  and  give  great  gifts. 
And  all  out  of  an  empty  colFcr. — 
Nor  will  he  know  his  purfe  ;  or  yield  me  this, 
'1^0  Ihew  him  what  a  begfjar  his  heart  is. 
Being  of  no  power  to  make  his  wilhes  good : 
His  promifes  fly  fo  beyond  his  ftate. 
That  what  he  fpeaks  is. all  in  debt,  he  owes 
For  every  v/ord  ;  he  is  fo  kind,  that  he  now 
Pays  interefl:  for't ;  his  lands  put  to  their  books. 
Well,  'would  I  were  gently  put  out  of  office. 
Before  I  were  forc'd  out ! 
Happier  is  he  that  has  no  friend  to  feed. 
Than  fuch  that  do  even  enemies  exceed. 
I  Meed  inwardly  for  my  lord.  [Exit. 

'Tim,  You  do  yourfelves  muck  wrong,  you  bate  too 
much 

Ofyour  own  merits : — Here,  my  1  ord;  a  trifle  of  our  love. 

z  Lord,  With  more  than  common  thanks  I  will  re- 
ceive it. 

3  Lord,  Oy  he  is  the  very  foul  of  bounty! 

Tim.  And  now  I  remember,  my  lord,  you  gave 
Good  words  the  other  day  of  a  bay  courfer 
1  rode  on:  it  is  yours,  becaufe  you  lik'd  it. 

2  Lord.  O,  I  befeech  you,  pardon  m^e,  my  lord. 
In  that. 
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Tim,  You  may  take  my  word,  my  lord ;  I  know 
no  man 

Can  juflly  praife,  but  what  he  does  afpefl : 
1  weigh  my  friend's  afFediDn  with  mine  own ; 
I  tell  you  true.    I'll  call  on  you. 

All  Lords.  O,  none  fo  welcome. 

7^im.  I  take  all  and  your  feveral  viiltations 
So  kind  to  heart,  'tis  not  enough  to  give  ; 
Methinks,  I  could  deal  kingdoms  to  my  friends. 
And  ne'er  be  weary. — Alcibiades, 
Thou  art  a  foldier,  therefore  feldom  rich. 
It  comes  in  charity  to  thee :  for  all  thy  living 
Is  'mongil  the  dead  ;  and  all  the  lands  thou  hail 
Lie  in  a  pitch'd  field. 

Ale,  In  defiled  land,  my  lord. 

1  Loril.  We  are  fo  virtuoully  bound,  

7'lm.  And  fo  am  I  to  you. 

2  Lord,  So  infmite  endcar'd, — 

7'lm,  All  to  you.- — Lights  1  more  lights. 

I  Lord.  The  bell:  of  happinefs. 
Honour,  and  fortunes,  keep  with  you,  lord  Timonl — 

Tm,  Ready  for  his  fiiends. 

\^Exeunt  Alciaiadesy  Lords,  iffc* 

Apem,  What  a  coil's  here  ! 
Serving  of  becks,  and  jutting  out  of  bums! 
I  doubt,  whether  their  legs  be  worth  the  iums 
That  are  given  for  e'm.    FriendHups  full  of  dregs : 
Methinks,  falfe  hearts  lliould  never  have  found  legs. 
Thus  honeil  fools  lay  out  their  wealth  on  court'fies. 
'  Dm.  Now,  Apemantus,  if  thou  v»'ert  not  fuUen, 
I  would  be  good  to  thee. 

Apem.  No,  ril  nothing  :  for. 
If  I  fhould  be  brib'd  too,  there  would  be  none  left 
I'o  rail  upon  thee  ;  and  then  thou  would'ft  fin  thefaflcr. 
Thou  giv'll  fo  long,  Timon,  I  fear  me,  thou 
Wilt  give  away  thyfelf  in  paper  fhortly  : 
What  need  thefe  feails,  pomps,  and  vain-glories  ? 

Tim.  Nay, 
If  you  begin  to  rail  once  on  fociety, 
I  am  fvvorn,  not  to  give  regard  to  you. 
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Farewell ;  and  come  with  better  muiic.  \^Exit, 
Apem.  So  ;■ — 

Thou  wilt  not  hear  me  now^, — thou  fhalt  not  then, 
rii  lock 

Thy  heavens  fi-om  thee.    O,  that  meii's  ears  fnouldbe 

To  counfel  deaf,  but  not  to  flattery!  \^Exit, 


A  C  T    IL       S  C  E  N  E  I. 

A  public  place  in  the  City, 
Enter  a  Senator, 

"dcii,     A  ND  late,  five  thoufcind  to  Varro ;  and  to 

Jl~\  Ifidore, 
He  owes  nine  thoufand; — bcfides  my  forrr.er  f;.m. 
Which  makes  it  five-and-twenty. — Stiil  in  molion 
Of  raging  w^aile?  It  cannot  hold  ;  it  will  not. 
If  I  want  gold,  (leal  but  a  beggar's  dog. 
And  give  it  Timon,  why,  tiie  dog  coins  gold: 
If  I  vvould  fell  my  horfe,  and  buy  Lvv^^nty  nif  re 
Better  than  he,  w  hy  give  my  horle  to  Fiaion, 
Aik  nothing,  give  it  him,  it  foals  me  ilraight. 
And  able  horfes  :  No  porter  at  his  gate  ; 
But  rather  one  that  fmiles,  and  ilill  invites 
All  that  pafs  by.    It  canrtot  hold ;  no  re?.fon 
vCan  found  his  (late  in  fafety. — Caphis,  ho  ! 
Caphis,  I  fay  ! 

Enter  Caphis. 
Caph.  Here,  fir  ;  What  is  your  pleafure  ? 
Sen,  Get  on  your  cloak,  and  haile  you  to  lord 
Timon  ; 

Importune  him  for  my  monies  ;  be  not  ceas'd 

With  flight  denial  ;  nor  then  fllenc'd,  when — 

Co?nmend  mc  to  your  mafier, — and  the  cap 

Plays  in  the  right  hand,  thus  :— but  tell  liim,  firrah. 

My  ufes  cry  to  me,  I  mufl  ferve  m.y  turn 

Out  cf  mine  o",vn  ;  his  days  and  times  arc  pail. 
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And  my  reliance  on  his  fraded  dates 
Hasfmit  my  credit:  Hove,  and  honour  him  ; 
But  muft  not  break  my  back,  to  heal  his  finger; 
Immediate  are  my  needs  ;  and  my  relief 
Mull  not  be  tofs'd  and  turn'd  to  me  in  words. 
But  £nd  fupply  immediate.    Get  you  gone  : 
Put  on  a  moil  importunate  afpecl, 
A  vifage  of  demand  :  for,  I  do  fear. 
Whan  every  feather  flicks  in  his  o^vn  wing, 
Lo  d  Timon  will  be  left  a  naked  gull. 
Which  flaflies  now  a  phcenix.    Get  you  gone. 
Caph,  I  go,  fir. 

Sen,  1  go,  fir? — take  the  bonds  along  with  you. 
And  have  the  dates  incompt. 
Caph.  I  will,  fir. 

Sen,  Go.  \^Exeunf, 

SCENE  II. 

Timon'' s  Hall, 
Enter  FlaviuSy  ixuth  fnany  hills  in  his  hand, 

Tla'v,  No  care,  no  flop  !  fb  fenlelefs  of  expence. 
That  he  will  neither  know  how  to  maintain  it. 
Nor  ceafe  his  flow  of  riot ;  Takes  no  account 
How  things  go  from  him  ;  nor  refumes  no  care 
Of  what  is  to  continue  :  Never  mind 
Was  to  be  fo  unwife,  to  be  fo  kind. 
What  fnaii  be  done  ?  He  will  not  hear,  'till  feel : 
I  mufl  be  round  with  him,  nov/  he  comes  from  hunting. 
Enter  Caphisy  ujith  the  Ser^vants  of  IJidore  and  Varro, 
Fye,  fye,  fye,  fye  ! 

^ Caph.  Good  even,  Varro:  What, 
You  come  for  money  ? 

Var,  Is't  not  your  bunnefs  too? 

Caph,  It  is ; — And  your's  too,  Ifidore  ? 

Ifid,  It  is  fo. 

Caph.  'Would  we  were  all  difchar'd  ! 
Var.  I  fear  it. 

Caph,  Here  comes  the  lord. 

Enter  Iwion,  Alcihiades,  IfSc, 
Tim,  So  foon  as  dinner's  done,  we'll  forth  again, 
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My  Alcibiades. — With  me  ?  What  is  your  will  ? 

\They  prefent  their  bills, 
Cahp,  My  lord,  here  is  a  note  of  certain  dues. 
Z/OT.  Dues  ?  Whence  are  you  ? 
Caph,  Of  Athens  here,  my  lord. 
Tim,  Go  to  my  fleward. 

Caph,  Pleafe  it  your  lordfhip,  he  hath  put  me  ofF 
To  the  fucceffionof  new  days  this  month  : 
My  mafter  is  awak'd  by  great  occafion. 
To  call  upon  his  own  ;  and  humbly  prays  you. 
That  with  your  other  noble  parts  you'll  fuit. 
In  giving  him  his  right. 

7'im.  Mine  honeft  friend, 
Ipr'ythee  but  repair  to  me  next  morning. 

Cap'h,  Nay,-  good  my  lord, — 

Tim,  Contain  thyfelf,  good  friend. 

l^ar.  One  V arro's  fervant,  my  good  lord,— 

Ifid.  From  Ifidore  ; 
He  humbly  prays  your  fpeedy  payment,- — 

Caph,  If  you  did  know,  m.y  lord,  my  mailer's  wants,— 

Var,  'Tv/as  due  on  forfeiture,  my  lord,  fix  weeks, 
And  pafl. — 

Ifid.  Your  fleward  puts  me  clF,  my  lord  ;  and  I 
Amfent  exprefsly  to  your  lordfhip. 

Tim.  Give  me  breath  : — 
I  do  befeech  you,  good  my  lords,  keep  on  ; 

\Exeunt  Alcibiades,  l£.c, 
I'll  wait  upon  you  inllantly. — -Come  hither,  pray  you. 

\  To  Fla^ius, 

How  goes  the  world,  that  I  am  thus  encounter'd 
V/ith  clamorous  demands  of  broken  bonds. 
And  the  detention  of  long-fmce-due  debts, 
A  gainfl  m.y  honour  ? 

Fla^j,  Pieafe  you,  gentlemen. 
The  time  is  unagreeable  to  this  bulinefs : 
Your  importunacy  ceafe,  'till  after  dinner  ; 
That  I  may  make  his  lordfhip  underiland 
Wherefore  you  are  not  paid. 

Tim,  Do  fo,  my  fj  iends :  See  them  well  entertained, 

\Exlt  Timtnii 
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Fla^-v,  Pray  draw  near.  [Exit  Fla^vius, 

Enter  Apeinantus,  and  a  Fool. 
Caph.  Stay,  ftay,  here  comes  the  fool  with  Ape- 
mantus  ; 
Let's  have  fome  fportwith  'em. 
Var.  Hang  him,  he'll  abufe  us. 
Jfid,  A  plague  upon  him,  dog  1 
Var,  How  doft,  fool  ? 
J^pem.  Doft  dialogue  ^vith  thy  lhadow  ? 
1/ ar,  I  fpeak  not  to  thee. 
Apcm.  No,  'tis  to  thyfelf. — Com.e  away. 

[7o  the  FcsL 

Ifid,  \To  Far.]  There's  the  fool  hangs  on  your  back 
already. 

Apem.  No,  thou  fland'il  fingle,  thou  art  not  on 
him  yet. 

Cap/p,  Where's  the  fool  now  ? 

Apem,  He  laft  afk'd  the  queftion.    Poor  rogues^  and 
ufurers'  men  !  bawds  between  gold  and  want ! 
AiL  What  are  we,  Apemantus  ? 
Jpem,  Afles. 
A/I.  Why? 

Apem,  That  you  afk  me,  v.  hat  you  are,  and  do  not 
I'now  yourfelves. — Speak  to  'em,  fool. 

Fed,  How  do  you,  gentlemen  ? 

All,  Gramercies,  good  fool :  How  does  your  miif- 
trefs  ? 

Fool,  She's  e'en  fetting  on  water  to  fcald  fuch 
chickens  as  you  are.  'Would,  we  could  fee  you  at 
Corinth. 

A  pern.  Good  !  gramercy. 

Enter  Page, 

Foci.  Look  yeu;  here  comes  my  mailer's  page. 
Page,  [7'o  the  Fcol.]  Why,   how  now,  captain? 
•what  do  you  in  this  wife  company  ? — How  doft  thou, 

Apemantus  ? 

Ape;?i,  'Would  I  had  a  rod  in  my  mouth  that  I  might 
-anfwer  thee  g.rof  tabiy. 

Page.  Fr.'^^thee,  Apem.antus,  read  me  the  fupcr- 
fcription  ofihefe  letters ;  I  know  not  v.hich  is  hich. 
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A  pern.  Can' ft  not  read  r 
Page.  No, 

Apem.  There  Vvill  little  learning  die  then,  that  day 
thou  art  hang'ci.  This  is  to  lord  Timon;  this  to  Al- 
cibiades.  Go;  thoa  v/afc  born  a  baitard,  and  thou'lt 
die  a  bawd. 

Page.  Thou  wail  whelpM  a  dog  ;  and  thou  ilialt  fa- 
mid"],  a  dog's  death.    Anfwer  nor,  I  am  gone. 

[Exit. 

Apem,  Even  To,  thou  out-run'ft  grace. 
Fool,  I  will  go  with  you  to  lord  Timon's. 

Fool.  Will  you  leave  nie  there  ? 

Apetn,  If  Tirnon  flay  at  home. — You  three  f:rve 
three  ufurers  ? 

All.  Ay  ;  'would  they  ferv'd  us ! 

Apem.  So  would  1,- — as  good  a  trick  as  ever  hangman 
ferv'd  thief. 

Fool.  Are  you  three  ufurers'  men  ? 

All  Ay,  fool. 

FocjL  I  think,  no  ufu.rer  but  has  a  fool  to  his  fervanc: 
My  mlftrefs  is  one,  and  I  am  her  fool.  When  men 
come  to  borrov/  of  your  maflers,  they  approach  ladly, 
and  go  away  merry  ;  but  they  enter  my  mailer's  houfe 
merrily,  and  go  av/ay  fidly  :    The  reafon  of  this  ? 

Var.  I  could  render  one. 

Apem.  Do  it  then,  that  we  may  account  thee  a  whore- 
mafler,  and  a  knave;  which  notwithftanding,  thoa 
fiialt  be  no  lefs  elleemed. 

Var.  What  is  a  whore-mailer,  fool 

¥(jol.  A  fool  in  good  clothes,  and  fometld ng  like 
thee.  'Tis  a  fpirit:  fometime,  it  appears  like  a  lord; 
fometime,  like  a  lawyer ;  fometime,  like  a  philofo- 
pher,  with  two  ilones  more  than's  artificial  one  :  He 
is  very  often  like  a  knight;  and,  generally,  in  all 
fiiapes,  that  man  goes  up  and  down  in,  from  fourfcore 
to  thirteen,  this  fpirit  walks  in. 

Var.  Thou  are  not  altogether  a  fool. 

Fool.  Nor  thou  altogether  a  wife  man ;  as  much 
foolery  as  I  have,  fo  much  wit  thou  lack' ft. 

Apem.  That  anfwer  might  have  become  Apemantu.*^. 

JiL  Afide,  afide  ;  here  comes  lord  Timoa. 
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Re-enter  Timony  and  Fla'vius, 

Apem.  Come  with  me,  fool,  come. 

Fool,  I  do  not  ahvays  follow  lover,  elder  brother, 
and  ^veman;  fometirne,  the  philofopher. 

Fla^.  Pray  you,  walk  near;  I'll  fpeak  withycuanon, 
\^Exeiint  Apemantus  and  FqoL 

Tun,  Youmakememarvel :  Wherefore,  ere  this  time. 
Had  you  not  fully  laid  my  flate  before  me ; 
That  I  might  fo  have  rated  my  expence. 
As  I  had  leave  of  means  ? 

Fla^u.  You  V70uld  not  hear  me. 
At  many  leifures  I  propos'd. 

Ti'/n.  Go  to: 
Perchance,  fome  fnigle  vantages  you  took 
When  rny  indifpofition  put  you  back ; 
And  that  unaptnefs  made  your  niiniHer,  ^ 
Thus  to  excufe  yourfelf. 

Fla-j.  O  my  good  lord ! 
At  many  times  1  brought  in  my  accounts^ 
i.aid  them  before  you ;  you  would  throw  them  oiF> 
ilnd  fay,  you  found  them  in  mine  honefly. 
When,  for  fome  trifling  prefent,  you  have  bid  ms 
Return  fo  much,  I  have  Ihook  my  head,  and  wept; 
Yea,  'gaiaft  the  autliority  of  manners,  prayM  you 
To  hold  your  hand  m.ore  clofc :  1  did  endure 
Not  feldom,  nor  no  flight  checks ;  when  1  have 
Prompted  you,  in  the  ebb  of  your  eilate. 
And  your  great  flow  of  debts.  My  dear-lov'd  lord. 
Though  you  hear  now,  yet  now's  too  late  a  time; 
The  greatelt  of  your  having  lacks  a  half 
To  pay  your  prefent  debts. 
7hn,  Let  ail  my  land  be  fold. 

Flaz',  'Tis  all  engag'd,  fome  forfeited  and  gone  5 
And  what  remains  will  iiardly  flop  the  mouth 
Of  prefent  dues :  the  future  comes  apace  : 
What  fliail  defend  the  interim?  and  at  length 
Hov/  goes  our  reckoning  ? 

7/^.  To  Laced':^mon  did  my  land  extend. 

Fla'u.  O  my  good  lord,  the  world  is  but  a  >vor4 
Were  it  all  yours,  to  give  it  in  a  breath. 
How  quickly  were  it  go:ie  / 
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Tim.  You  tell  me  true. 

Fla^j,  If  you  mfpedl  my  hufbandry,  or  falfhooct. 
Call  me  before  the  exa£left  auditors. 
And  fet  me  on  the  proof.    So  the  gods  blefs  me.. 
When  all  our  offices  have  been  opprefl 
V/ith  riotous  feeders;  when  our  vaults  have  wepc 
With  drunken  fpilth  of  vv^ine;  when  every  room  . 
Hath  blaz'd  with  lights,  and  bray'd  v/ith  minflrelfy ; 
I  have  retir'd  me  to  a  wafleful  cock. 
And  fet  mine  eyes  at  fiovv. 

Tim.  Pry'thee,  no  more. 

Fla^.  Heavens,  have  I  faid,  the  bounty  of  this  lord  ! 
How  many  prodigal  bits  have  flaves,  and  peafants. 
This  night  unglutted  !    V*^ho  is  not  Timon's  ? 
What  heart,  head,  fword,  force,  means,  but  is  lord 
Timon's? 

Great  Timon's,  noble,  worthy,  royal  Timon's  ? 
Ah!  when  the  means  are  gone,  that  buy  this  praife. 
The  breath  is  gone  whereof  this  praife  is  made: 
Fail  won,  rail-iofl ;  one  cloud  of  winter  fnowers, 
Thefe  flies  are  couch'd. 

Tim,  Come,  fermon  me  no  farther: 
No  villainous  bounty  yet  hath  pail  my  heart ; 
Unwifelv,  not  ignobly  have  1  given. 
Why  doft  thou  weep?  Can'il  thou  the  confcience  lack, , 
To  think  I  fhall  lack  friends  ?    Secure  thy  heart ; 
If  I  would  broach  the  veiTels  of  my  love. 
And  try  the  argument  of  hearts  by  borrowing. 
Men,  and  men's  fortunes,  could  1  frankly  ufe^ 
As  I  can  bid  thee  fpeak. 

Fla'v,  Affuranc^  blefs  your  thoughts  ! 
Tim ,  And , in  fom e  for t, thefe  wants  o f  m ine  ar e  c r cw n'd 
That  I  account  them  bleffings  ;  for  by  thefe 
Shall  I  try  friends :  You  Qiall  perceive,  how  you 
MiHake  my  fortunes ;  I  am  wealthy  in  my  friends. 
Within  there, — Flaminius  !  Servilius  1 

Enter  Flaminius,  Ser'viliusy  and  other  Ser'vants* 

Ser^v,  My  lord,  my  lord, — 

Tim,  1  will  difpatch  you  feveraily;—-You^  to  lard 
Lucius  J — — 
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To  lord  Luculius  you  ;  I  hunted  with  his 
Honour  to-day, — You,  to  Sempronius, — 
Commend  me  to  their  loves  ;  and,  I  am  proud,  fay. 
That  my  occafions  have  found  time  to  ufe  them 
Toward  a  fupply  of  money  :  lei:  the  requeft 
Be  fifty  talents. 

Flam,  As  you  have  faid,  my  lord. 

Fla-v,  Lord  Lucius,  and  Luculius  ?  hum  ! — 

Tim,  Go  you,  hr,  to  the  fenators,        [7(9  Fla^ius^ 
(Of  whom,  even  to  the  ftate's  beft  health,  I  have 
Delerv'd  tliis  hearing)  bid  'em  fend  o'  the  inftant 
A  thoufand  talents  to  me. 

Fia^.  I  have  been  bold, 
(For  that  1  knev^  it  the  mod  general  v.  ay) 
I'o  them  to  ufe  your  fignet,  and  your  name. 
But  they  do  fnake  their  heads,  and  1  am  here 
No  richer  in  return. 

Tim.  Is't  true  ?  can't  be  ? 

Ma^v.  They  anfvver^  in  a  joint  and  comporate  voice. 
That  now  they  are  at  fall,  want  treafure,  cannot 
Do  what  they  would ;  are  forry — you  are  honourable, — 
But  yet  they  could  have  wifli'd — they  know  not — 
Something  hath  been  amifs — a  noble  nature 
May  catch  a  wrench— would  all  were  well — 'tis  pity — 
iind  fo,  intending  other  ferious  matters. 
After  dillaftcful  looks,  and  thefe  hard  fratlions. 
With  certain  half-caps,  and  cold-moving  nods,. 
They  froze  me  into  filence. 

Tim.  You  gods  rev/ard  them!  — 
I  pr'ythee,  man,  look  cheerly  :  Thefe  old  fellows 
Have  their  ingratitude  in  them  hereditary  : 
Their  blood  is  cak'd,  'tis  cold,  it  feldom  flows  ; 
^Tis  lack  of  kindly  warmth,  they  are  not  kind  j 
And  nature,  as  it  gro\V*!rtigain  tQ\^  ard  earth. 

Is  fafiiion'd  for  the  journey,  dull,  and  heavy.  

Go  to  Ventidius, — Pr'y  thee,  be  not  fad. 
Thou  art  true,  and  honeft ;  ingenuouHy  I  fpeak^ 
No  blame  belongs  to  thee  : — Ventidius  lately 
Bury'd  his  father;  by  whcfe  death,  he's  ftepp'd 
Into  a  great  eftate  :  when  he  was  poor^ 
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Imprifoo'd,  and  in  fcarcity  of  friends, 
I  clear'd  him  with  five  talents :  Greet  him  from  me  ; 
Bid  him  fuppofe,  Ibme  good  neccffity 
Touches  his  friend,  which  craves  to  be  remember'd 
With  thofe  five  talents : — that  had,  give  it  thefe  fel-- 
lows 

To  whom  'tis  inilant  due.    Ne'er  fpeak,  or  think. 
That  Timon's  fortunes  'mong  his  friends  can  fmk. 
Flau»  I  would,  I  could  not  tliink  it ;  That  thought 
is  bounty's  foe  ; 
Being  free  itfeif,  it  thinks  all  others  fc.  [^Exemit. 


—  ■■iiiinHffiMag^SSBt8^g»°aw**'>—  ■  ■ 

ACT    III.       SCENE.  I. 

LuculliiS^s  Hcitfe  in  Athens, 

Flaminius  ^ixaithig.    Enter  a  Ser-vant  to  him, 

Ser^,  T  H  A  VE  told  my  lord  of  you,  he  is  coming 
X  down  to  you. 

Flam,  I  thank  you,  fir. 

Enter  Lucullus, 
Ser'v,  Here's  my  lord. 

LucuL  \^AJide.'\  One  of  lord  Timon's  men?  a  gift,- 
1  warrant.  Why,  this  hits  right  ;  I  dreamt  of  a  hlver 
bafon  and  ewer  to-night.  Flaminius,  honeft  Flami-- 
nius ;  you  are  very  refpedively  welcome,  fir.- — 
Fill  me  fome  wine. — And  how  does  that  honourable^, 
complete,  free-hearted  gentleman  of  Athens,  thy  very 
bountiful  good  lord  and  mailer  ? 

Flam,  His  health  is  well,  lir. 

Lucul,  I  am  right  glad  that  his  health  is  ^vell,  fir. 
And  what  haft  thou  there  under  thy  cloak,  pretty 
Flaminius  ? 

Flam,  'Faith,  nothing  but  an  empty  box,  fir  ? 
which,  in  m.y  lord's  beaaif,  I  come  to  entreat  your 
honour  to  fupply  ;  who,  having  great  and  inilant 
occafion  to  ufe  fifty  talents,  hath  fent  to  your  lord- 
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fliip  to  farnifti  hira ;  nothing  doubting  your  prefent 
affiilance  therein. 

LucuL  La,  la,  la,  la, — nothing  doubting,  fays  he? 
alas,  good  lord  !  a  noble  gentleman  'tis,  if  he  would 
not  keep  To  good  a  houfe.  Many  a  time  and  often 
I  ha*  din'd  with  him,  and  told  him  on't ;  and  come 
again  to  fupper  to  him,  of  purpof^  to  have  him  fpend 
lefs  :  and  yet  he  would  embrace  no  counfel,  take  no 
warning  by  my  coming  Every  man  has  his  fault> 
and  honelly  is  his  ;  1  ha'  told  him  on't,  but  1  could 
never  get  him  from 't. 

Re-enter  Servant y  <vjith  ^ivine, 

Ser'v,  Pleafe  your  lordlhip,  here  is  the  wine. 

Lzicul.  Flaminius,  I  have  noted  thee  always  wife. 
Here's  to  thee. 

Flam,  Yourlordfhip  fpeaks  your  pleafure. 

LucuL  I  have  obferv'd  t'.ee  alwijys  for  a  towardly 

prompt  fpirit, — give  thee  thy  due,  and  one  that 

knows  V.  hat  beloiigs  to  reaf  in  ;  and  canft  ufe  the  time 
well,  if  the  time  ufe  thee  well :  good  parts  in  thee. — 
Get  you  gone  firrah.  [To  the  Ser^uant.  <zvho  goes  out.'] 
— Draw  nearer,  honeft  Flamimus.  Thy  lord's  a  boun- 
tiful gentleman  :  but  thou  art  wife  ;  and  thou  know'll 
"well  enough,  although  thou  com'fl  to  me,  that  this 
is  no  time  to  lend  Fnoney  ;  efpecially  upon  barefriend- 
iliip,  without  fecurity.  Here's  three  folidares  for 
thee;  good  boy,  wink  at  me,  and  fay,  thou  faw'fl 
me  not.    Fare  thee  well. 

Flam,  Is't  polTible,  the  v;orld  Ihould  fo  much  diiFer; 
And  we  alive,  that  liv'd  ?  Fly,  damned  bafenefs. 
To  him  that  worlhips  thee.  [Thro^-wing  the  money  awoay, 

LucuL  Ha !  Now  I  fee,  thou  art  a  fooi  and  iit  for 
thy  mailer.  \_Kxit  Lucullus. 

Fla?n.  May  thefe  add '  o  the  number  that  may  fcald  thee! 
Let  molten  coin  be  thy  damnation. 
Thou  difeafe  of  a  friend,  and  not  himfelf ! 
Has  friendlhip  fuch  a  faint  and  milky  heart. 
It  turns  in  lefs  than  two  nights  ?  O  you  gods, 
1  feel  my  mafter's  paffion  !  This  flave. 
Unto  his  honour,  has  my  lord's  meat  in  him : 
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Why  fhould  it  thrive,  and  turn  to  nutriment. 

When  he  is  turn'd  to  poifon  ? 

O,  may  difeafes  only  work  upon  't ! 

And,  when  he's  fick:  to  death,  let  not  chat  part  of  nature 

Which  my  lord  paid  for,  be  of  any  power 

To  expell  ficknefo,  but  prolong  his  hour  !  \^Exit. 

S    C    E    N    E  II. 

A  public  Streets 
Enter  Lucius,  ^jith  three  Strangers* 
Luc.  Who,  the  lord  Tinion  ?  he  is  my  very  good 
friend,  and  an  honourable  gentleman. 

1  Stran,  We  know  him  for  no  lefs,  though  we  are 
but  urangers  to  him.  But  I  can  tell  you  one  thing, 
my  lord,  and  which  1  hear  from  common  rumours,  now 
lord  Timon's  happy  hours  are  done  and  pall,  and  his 
eftate  Ihrinks  from  him. 

Luc.  Fye,  no,  do  not  believe  it ;  he  cannot  want  for 
money. 

2  Sir  an.  But  believe  you  this,  my  lord,  that,  not 
long  ago,  one  of  his  men  was  with  the  lord  Lucullus, 
to  borrow  fo  many  talents ;  nay,  urg'd  extremely  for' t, 
and  fliew'd  what  necefHty  belonged  to  't,  and  yet  was 
deny'd. 

Luc.  How  ? 

2  Stran,  I  tell  you,  deny'd,  my  lord. 

Luc,  What  a  irrange  cafe  was  that  ?  now,  before 
the  gods,  I  amafnani'don't.  Deny'd  that  honourable 
man  ?  there  was  very  little  honour  fhov/'d  in  't.  For 
my  own  part,  I  muil  needs  confefs,  I  have  receiv'd 
fot;ne  fmall  kindneffes  from  hirn,  as  money,  plate,  jew- 
els, and  fuch  like  triHes,  nothing  comparing  to  his; 
yet,  had  he  miitook  him.,  and  fent  to  me,  I  fliould 
ne'er  have  deny'd  his  occafion  fo  many  talents. 
Enter  Ser^oilius, 

Ser.  See,  by  good  hap,  yonder's  my  lord ;  I  have 

fweat  to  fee  his  honour. — My  honour'd  iord,^-^  — 

[^To  Lucius^ 

Luc,  Servilius  1  you  are  kindly  met,  fir.  Fare  thee 
well  I— Commend  me  to  thy  honourable  virtuous  lord. 
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my  very  exquiRte  friend. 

Serv.  May  it  pleafe  your  honour,  my  lord  hath  fent — 

Luc.  Ha !  what  hath  he  fent  ?  I  am  fo  muchendear'd 
to  that  lord ;  he's  ever  fending ;  How  iliali  1  thank 
him,  think'ft  thou  ?  And  what  has  he  fent  now  ?' 

Ser=v.  He  has  only  fent  his  prefent  occafion  now,  my 
lord ;  requeiling  your  lordfnip  to  fupply  his  inllant 
ufe  with  fo  many  talents. 

Luc,  I  know,  his  lordfhip  is  hut  merry  with  me  ; 
He  cannot  want  Rfty-five  hundred  talents. 

Ser^.  But  in  the  mean  time  he  wants  Icfs,  my  lord. 
If  his  occafion  were  not  virtuous, 
I  flioukl  not  urge  it  half  fo  faithfully. 

Luc,  Doft  thou  fpeak  fericufly,  Servilius  ? 

Seyu.  Upon  my  foul,  'tis  true,  fir. 

Luc.  What  a  wicked  beail  was  I,  to  disfurnilli  my- 
felf  againfl  fuch  a  good  time,  when  I  might  have  iliewn 
myfelf  honourable  ?  hov/  unluckily  it  happened,  that 
I  fhould  purchafc  the  day  before  for  a  little  part,  and 
undo  a  great  deal  of  honour? — Servilius,  now  before 
the  gods,  1  am  not  able  to  do  ^t ;  the  more  beafl:,  I  fay: 
— I  v/as  fending  to  ufe  lord  Timon  myfelf,  thefe  gen- 
tlemen can  v^itnefs,  bat  I  would  not,  for  the  wealth 
of  Athens,  I  had  done  it  now.  Comm.end  me  bounti- 
fully to  his  good  lordihip  ;  and,  I  hope,  his  honour 
will  conceive  the  fairell:  of  me,  becaufe  1  have  no  pow- 
er to  be  kind  : — And  tell  him  this  from  me,  I  count  it 
one  of  my  greateil  affli-itions,  fay,  that  1  cannot  plea- 
{ure  fuch  an  honourable  gentleman.  Good  Servilius, 
will  you  befriend  me  fo  far,  as  t )  ufe  my  own  w^ords 
to  him } 

Ser^,  Yes,  fir,  I  ihall. 

Luc,  ril  look  you  out  a  good  turn,  Servilius.  

[Exit  Ser'vilius, 
True,  as  you  faid,  Timon  is  (hrunk,  indeed; 
And  he,  that's  once  deny'd,  will  hardly  fpeed.  \_Exit, 

1  Stran.  Do  you  obferve  this",  ^  Hollilius  ? 

2  Stra?z.  Ay,  too  v/ell. 

I  Stran.  Why,  this  is  the'^nl-Orld's  fport ; 
/\nd  jiilt  of  the  fame  piece  is  feVery  flatterer's  fouL 


Aa  111. 


riMON   OF  ATHENS, 


35 


Who  can  call  him  his  friend. 

That  dips  in  the  fame  diih  ?  for,  in  my  knowings 

Timon  has  been  this  lord's  father. 

And  kept  his  credit  v  ith  his  parfe  ! 

Supported  his  eUate ;  nay,  Timon's  money 

Has  paid  his  men  their  wages :  He  ne'er  drinks 

But  Timon's  filver  treads  upon  his  lip  ; 

And  yet,  (O,  fee  the  monftroufnefs  of  man. 

When  he  looks  out  in  an  ungrateful  (hape  ! ) 

He  does  deny  him,  inrefpeS  of  his. 

What  charitable  men  afford  to  beggars. 

3  Sir  an.  Religion  groans  at  it. 

I  Stran,  For  mine  own  part, 
I  never  tailed  Timon  in  my  life. 
Nor  came  any  of  his  bounties  over  me. 
To  m.ark  me  for  his  friend ;  yet,  I  proteft. 
For  his  right  noble  mind,  iiluflrioias  virtue. 
And  honourable  carriage. 
Had  his  necelTity  made  ufe  of  me, 
I  would  have  put  my  wealth  into  donation. 
And  the  beil  half  fliould  have  return'd  to  him. 
So  much  I  love  his  heart :  Eut,  1  perceive. 
Men  mufi:  learn  now  wdth  pity  to  ciifpenfe ; 
For  policy  fits  above  confcience.  \_Exeunt^ 

SCENE  nr. 

SemprGnius"* s  Houfe, 
Enter  Scmfronius,  nxith  a  Sernjant  cf  Timon* s. 
Sem.  Muft  he  needs  trouble  me  in't?  Hum  !  'Bove 
all  others  ? 

He  might  have  try'd  lord  Lucius,  or  Lucullus; 
And  now  Ventidius  is  wealthy  too, 
V/hom  he  redeem' d  from  prifon  :  All  thefe 
Owe  their  eilates  unto  him. 

Serv,  My  lord. 
They  have  all  been  toiich'd,  and  found  b:,fe  met:  I;  for 
They  have  all  deny'd  him  ! 

Semp.  How  !  have  they  deny'd  him  ? 
Has  Ventidius  and  Lucullus  deny'd  him? 
And  does  he  fend  to  me  ?  Three  ?  hum  !   _ 


36 


TIMON   OF  ATHENS. 


Aa  II L 


It  Ihev/s  but  little  love  ©r  judgment  in  him. 

Muft  I  be  his  lall  refuge?  His  friends,  like  phyiicians. 

Thrive,  give  him  over ;  Muft  I  take  the  cure  upon  me  ? 

He  has  much  difgrac'd  me  in't ;  I  am  angry  at  him. 

That  might  have  known  my  place:  1  fee  no  fenfe  for't. 

But  his  occafions  might  have  woo'd  me  firir ; 

For,  in  my  confcience,  1    as  the  firft  man 

That  e'er  received  gift  from  him  : 

And  does  he  think  fo  backwardly  of  me  now. 

That  rii  requite  at  lafl  ?  No  : 

So  it  may  prove  an  argument  of  laughter 

To  the  reft,  and  I  'mongft  lords  be  thought  a  fool. 

I  had  rather  than  the  worth  of  thrice  the  fum. 

He  had  fent  to  me  firft,  but  for  my  mind's  fake  ; 

I  had  fuch  a  courage  to  do  him  good.  But  nov/  return. 

And  with  their  faint  reply  this  anfwer  join ; 

Who  bates  mine  honour,  fhallnot  knowmy  coin.  \^Ex2f. 

Sernj,  Excellent!  Your  iordfldp's  a  goodly  villain. 
The  devil  knew  not  what  he  did,  when  he  made  man 
politic  ;  he  crofs'd  himfeif  by't :   and  i  cannot  think, 
but,  in  the  end,   the  villainies  of  man  will  fet  him 
clear.     How  fairly  this  lord  fbrives  to  appear  foul  I 
takes  virtuous  copies  to  be  wicked;  like  thofe,  that, 
under  hot  ardent  zeal,  would  fet  %vhoIc  realms  on  nre. 
Of  fuch  a  nature  is  his  politic  love. 
This  was  my  lord's  bell  hope  ;  now  all  are  fied. 
Save  only  the  gods :  Now  kis  friends  are  dead. 
Doors  that  were  ne'er  acquainted  with  their  wards 
Many  a  bounteous  year,  muft  be  employed 
Now  to  guard  fure  their  mafter. 
And  this  is  all  a  liberal  courfe  allows ; 
Who  cannot  keep  his  w^ealth,  muft  keep  his  houfe. 

SCENE  IV. 

Tbnoii'^ 5  HrIL 

Enter  Varroy  Titus j  Hortenfius,  Lucius^  and  other  Ser- 
i>a7its  ofTiiJion'  5  Creaitorsy  ^jho  ait  for  his  coming  out. 

Fm\  Well  met ;  good  morrow,  Titus^andHortenfiUS. 
Tit,  The  like  to  }'0u,  kind  Varro, 
I  {or,  Lucius? 
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What,  do  we  meet  together  ? 

Liic,  Ay,  and,  1  think. 
One  bufinefs  does  command  us  ail  ;  for  mine 
Is  money. 

Tit,  So  is  theirs,  and  ours,  ~- 
Enter  Philotus, 

Luc\  And  fir  Philotus  too  1 

Phi,  Good  day  at  once. 

Luc,  Welcome,  good  brother.  What  d^  you  think 
the  hour  ? 

Phi,  Labouring  for  nine. 
Luc,  So  much? 

Phi,  Is  not  my  lord  feen  yet  ? 
Liic,  Not  yet. 

Phi,  I  \\^onder  on't ;  he  was  v,^ont  to  Ihine  at  feven. 

Luc,  Ay,  but  the  days  are  waxed  fhorter  with  him  : 
You  muft  confider,  that  a  prodigal's  courle 
Is  like  the  fun's  \  but  not,  like  his,  recoverable. 
I  fear, 

'Tis  deep'il:  winter  in  lord  Tim.on's  purfe  ; 
That  is,  one  may  reach  deep  enough,  and  yet 
Find  little. 

Phi,  I  am  of  your  fear  for  that. 

Tit,  ril  fhevv'  you  how  to  obfervea  firange  event. 
Your  lord  fends  now  for  money. 

Hor,  Moft  true,  he  does. 

Tit.  And  he  wears  jeAv els  row  of  Timon's  gift. 
For  which  I  wait  for  money. 

rior.  It  is  againft  my  heart. 

Luc,  Mark,  how  ftiange  it  iliows, 
Timon  in  this  fhould  pay  more  than  he  owes  : 
And  e'en  as  if  your  lord  fhould  wear  rich  jewels. 
And  fend  for  money  for  'em. 

lior,  I  am  weary  of  this  cliarge,  the  gods  can  wit- 
nefs  : 

I  know,  my  lord  hath  fpent  of  Timon's  wealth. 
And  now  ingratitude  makes  it  worfe  than  Health. 

Var.  Yes,  mine's  three  thoufand  crowns  :  V/hat's 
your's? 

Luc,  Five  thoufand  mine. 
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Far,  'Tis  mucii  deep :  and  it  fhould  feem  by  the  fusrj. 
Your  maRer's  confidcncs  was  above  mine  ; 
ILlk,  furely,  his  had  equall'd. 

Enter  Flaminius, 

Tit,  One  of  lord  Timon's  men. 

Luc,  Flaminius !  fir,  a  word  :  Pray,  is  my  lord 
Ready  to  come  forth  ? 

Fhj.n,  No,  indeed,  he  is  not. 

Tit.  V7e  attend  his  lordlhip;  pray,  iignify  fo  much. 

Flam,  I  need  not  tell  him  that ;  he  knows  you  are 
too  diligent.  [Exit  Flaminius, 

JCntcr  Flauius  in  a  cloaky  mufied. 

Luc,  Ha  !  is  not  that  his  Reward  muMed  fo  ? 
lie  goes  av^^ayiiia  cloud  :  call  him,  call  him. 

Tit.  Do  you  hear,  fir  ? 

Var,  By  your  leave,  fir,  

Fla^-j,  What  do  you  afk  of  me,  my  friend? 

Tit,  V7e  wait  for  certain  money  here,  fir. 

Fla^\  Ay,  if  money  were  as  certain  as  your  waiting, 
'Twere  fure  enough. 

Why  then  preferred  you  not  your  fumsand  bills, 
When  your  faife  mailejs  est  of  m.y  lord's  meat  ? 
Then  they  would  fmile  and  fawn  upon  his  debts. 
And  take  down  the  intereft  in  their  gluttonous  maws  ; 
You  do  yourfclves  but  wrong,  to  iiir  me  np  ; 
Let  me  pafs  quietly  : 

r.elieve 't,  my  lord  and  I  have  m.ade  an  end  ; 
1  have  no  more  to  reckon,  he  to  fpend. 

Luc,  Ay,  but  this  anfvver  will  not  ferve. 

Fla^j,  if  'twill  not  ferve,  'tis  not  fo  bafe  as  you  : 
For  you  ferve  knaves.  \^Exit, 

Var,  How  !  what  does  his  cafhier'd  worfliip  mutter  ! 

Tit,  No  matter  what ;  he's  poor. 
And  that's  revenge  enough.    Who  can  fpeak  broader 
Than  he  that  has  no  houfe  to  put  his  head  in? 
Such  may  rail 'gainfl  great  buildings. 

Enter  Ser-uilius, 

Tit.  O,  here's  Servilius  ;  now  we  fiiall  know 
Some  anfv.  er. 

Scr-v.  If  1  might  befeech  you.  gentlemen, 
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To  repair  ibme  other  hour,  I  fhould 

Derive  much  from  it  :  for,  take  it  on  rny  fcul. 

My  lord  leaws  wond'roufiy  todifcontent  : 

Ilis  comfortable  temper  has  forfooic  hirn  ; 

He  is  much  oat  of  health,  and  keeps  Ins  chamber. 

Luc,  Many  do  keep  their  chambers,  are  not  fick  ; 
And,  if  he  be  fo  far  beyond  his  health, 
Methinks,  he  fliould  the  fooner  pay  his  debts. 
And  make  a  clear  way  to  the  gods. 

Ser^.  Good  gods  1 

Tit,  We  cannot  take  this  for  anfwer,  fir. 
Flam,  [Wit/jin,]   Serviiius,   help  !— -my  lord  !  my 
lord  ! 

Enter  Tifnon,  in  a  rage, 

Tim,  What,are  my  doors  opposed  againflmy  paiTage  ? 
Have  I  been  ever  free,  and  mull  my  houfe 
Be  my  retentive  enemy,  my  jail  ? 
The  place,  which  I  have  feailed,  does  it  no"^'. 
Like  ail  mankind,  fhew  me  an  iron  heart  ? 

Luc,  Put  in  now,  Titus. 

Tit,  My  lord,  here  is  my  bill. 

Z«r.  Here's  mine. 

Var,  And  mine,  my  lord. 

Caph,  ./-\nd  ours,  my  lord. 

Phi,  All  our  bills. 

Tim,  Knock  me  down  with  'em,  cleave  to  the  girdle. 
Ltic.  Alas,  my  lord,— 
Tim.  Cut  my  heart  in  fums. 
Tit,  Mine,  fifty  talents. 
Tim,  Tell  oat  my  blood. 
Luc,  Five  thoufand  crowns,  my  lord. 
Tim,  Five  tnoufand  drops  pass  that.--- 
What  yours  ?---and  yours  ? 

1  P'ar.  My  lord,— 

2  Var,  My  lord. 

'Tim.  Tear  me,  take  me,  and  the  gods  fall  upon  you ! 

[  Exit, 

Hor,  'Faith,  I  perceive,  our  m afters  may  throw 
their  caps  at  their  money  ;  thefe  debts  may  be  well 
called  defperate  ones,  for  a  madam  ov^^es  'em. 

\  Exeunt* 
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Re-enter  Timon,  and  Flavins. 
Tim,  They  have  e'en  put  my  breath  from  me,  the 
jlaves  : 

Creditors  !  devils. 

Flan:.  My  dear  lord.-— 

Tim.  What  if  it  fhould  be  fo  ? 

Fla^o,  My  lord,—- - 

Tim,  I'll  have  it  fo      My  fie  ward  ! 

Flau.  Here, my  lord. 

Tim,  So  fitly  ?  Go,  bid  all  my  friends  again, 
Lucius,  Luciillus,  and  Sempronius,  all  ; 
I'll  once  more  feafi  the  rafcals. 

Fla^o.  O  my  lord. 
You  only  fpeak  from  your  diftracled  foul ; 
There  is  not  fo  much  left,  to  furnifli  out 
A  moderate  table. 

Tim.  Be  it  not  in  thy  care  :  go, 
I  charge  thee,  invite  them  all:  let  in  the  tide 
Of  knaves  once  more  ;  my  cook  and  I'll  provide. 

[  Exeunt. 

SCENE  V. 

The  Senate-houfe* 
Senators,  and  Alcihiades. 

1  Sen,  My  1(  rd,  you  have  my  voice  to't;  the  fault's 

bloody  ; 
'Tis  neceffary,  he  fhould  die  : 
Nothing  emboldens  fm  fo  much  as  mercy. 

2  Sen,  Moll  true;  the  law  fnoald  bruife  'em. 

u4lc.  Honour,  health,  and  compaiTion  to  the  fenate  ! 
I  Sen,  Now,  captain  ? 

Ale.  I  am  an  humble  fuitor  to  your  virtues  ; 
For  pity  is  the  virtue  of  the  law. 
And  none  but  tyrants  ufe  it  cruelly. 
It  pleafes  time  and  fortune,  to  lie  heavy 
Upon  a  friend  of  mine,  who,  in  hot  blood. 
Hath  ftept  into  the  lav/,  which  is  pall  depth 
To  thofe  that,  Vv  ithout  heed,  do  plunge  into  it. 
He  is  a  man,  fetting  his  fate  afide^ 
Of  comely  virtues : 
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Nor  did  he  foil  the  fad  with  cowardice  ; 

(An  honour  in  him,  which  buys  oat  his  fault)  % 

But  v/ith  a  noble  fury,  and  fair  fpirit. 

Seeing  his  reputation  touched  to  death. 

He  did  oppofe  his  foe  : 

And  with  fuch  fober  and  unnoted  paffion 

He  did  behave  his  anger  ere  'twas  fpent, 

A.3  if  he  had  but  proved  an  argument. 

I  Sen,  You  undergo  too  flridl  a  paradox. 
Striving  to  make  an  ugly  deed  look  fair : 
Your  words  have  took  fuch  pains,  as  if  they  laboar'd 
To  bring  man-flaughter  into  form,  and  fet  quarrelling 
Upon  the  head  of  valcur  ;  v/hich,  indeed. 
Is  valour  mifDcgo':,  and  c  iine  into  the  Vv^orld 
When  fe^ts  and  factions  were  newly  born  ; 
He's  truly  valiant,  that  can  Tvifely  fuiFer 
The  worft  that  man  can  breathe  ;  and  make  his  wrongs 
His  outfides ;  to  wear  thera  like  his  raiment,  carelefi)' ; 
And  ne'er  prefer  his  injuries  to  his  heart. 
To  bring  it  into  danger. 
If  wrongs  be  evils,  and  enforce  us  kill. 
What  folly  'tis  to  hazard  life  for  ill. 
Jlc,  My  lord,— 

1  Se;i.  You  cannot  make  grofs  fins  look  cleav; 
To  revenge  is  no  valour,  but  to  bear. 

Ale.  My  lords,  then,  under  favour,  pardon  me. 
If  1  fpeak  like  a  captain. — 
Why  do  fond  men  expoie  themrdves  to  battle,. 
And  not  endure  all  threats  ?  lleep  upon  it. 
And  let  the  foes  quietly  cat  their  throats. 
Without  repugn  incy?  if  there  be 
Such  Valour  m  tae  bearing,  what  make  we 
Abroad     sv  iV  then,  wo  iien  are  more  valiant, 
Thcii  llay  at  h  me,  if  bearing  carry  it ; 
Tlr^  ,;{s.  m  ire  captain  than  the  li:.n ;  and  the  fellow^ 
Lo  ; J   1        :  irons,  wiler  than  rri  - judge. 
If  wiidom  be  in  fuiFering.    O  my  lords, 
A^  you  are  great,  be  pitifullv  good  : 
WiiO  cannot  condemn  ra-hncfc  iii  cold  blood  ? 
To  kill;  1  graat,  is  fm's  extreinelt  gull  ; 
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But,  in  defence,  by  mercy,  'dsmclljuil^ 
To  be  in  anger,  is  impiety  ; 
But  who  is  man,  that  is  not  angry  ? 
Weigh  but  the  crime  with  thi^., 

2  Sen,  You  breathe  in  vain. 

Ale,  In  v^in  ?  his  fervice  done 
At  Laced crmcn,  and  Byzantium, 
Weie  a  fulficient  briber  for  his  life. 

1  Sen.  What's  that  ? 

AU\  Why,  I  fay,  mv  lords,  he  has  done  fair  fervice 
And  flain  in  fight  many  of  your  enemies  : 
How  full  of  valour  did  he  bear  iiimle]f 
In  the  lad  conflict,  and  made  plenteous  wounds  ? 

2  Sen,  He  has  made  too  much  plenty  with  'em  ;  he 
Is  a  fworn  rioter  :  he  has  a  Hn 

That  often  drowns  him,  and  takes  his  valour  prifoncr : 
If  there  were  no  foes^  that  were  enough 
To  overcome  him  :  in  tliat  beaiily  fury 
He  has  been  known  to  commit  outrages. 
And  cheriih  factions  :  '1  is  inferr'd  to  us. 
His  days  are  foul,  and  his  drink  dangerous. 
I  Sen.  He  dies. 

Ale,  Hard  fate  !  he  might  have  died  in  v/ar. 
My  lords,  if  not  for  any  parts  in  him,  » 
(Though  his  right  arm  might  purchafe  his  own  time^ 
And  be  in  debt  to  none)  yet,  more  to  move  you. 
Take  my  deferts  to  his,  and  join  'em  both  : 
And  for  I  know,  your  reverend  ages  love 
oecui  ity,  I'll  pawn  my  vidlories,  all 
IViy  honours  to  you^  upon  his  good  returns, 
if  by  this  crime  he  owes  the  law  his  life. 
Why,  let  the  war  receive 't  in  valiant  gore  ; 
Kor  law  is  flridt,  and  war  is  nothing  more. 

I  Sen,  We  are  for  law.,  he  dies  ;  urge  it  no  morCj 
On  height  of  our  difpleafure  :  Friend,  or  brother. 
He  forfeits  his  own  blood,  that  fpills  another. 

Ale,  Muil  it  be  fo  }  it  mult  not  be.    My  Icrds^ 
I  do  IJi^fcech  you,  know  me. 

z  *Sf^X  How  ? 

jilc.t  6ali  rae  to  your  remembrances; 
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3  Sen,  What  ? 

Ale,  I  cannot  think,  but  your  age  has  forgot  me, 
Itcouid  noteife  be,  I  fhould  prove  fobafe, 
To  fue,  and  be  deny'd  fuchconimon  grace  : 
My  wounds  ake  at  you. 

1  Sen.  Do  you  dare  our  anger  ? 
'Tis  in  few  words,  but  fpacious  in  eiTedl 
We  banilh  thee  for  ever. 

Ale,  Banifh  me  ? 
Banifh  your  dotage  ;  baniQi  ufury. 
That  makes  the  fenate  ugij. 

I  Sen,  If,  after  two  days'  fhine,   Athens  contain 
thee. 

Attend  our  v.  eightier  judgment. 
And  not  to  fwell  our  fpirit. 

He  fhall  be  executed  prefently.  \^Exeu;it  Senate, 

Ale,  Now  the  gods  keep  you  old  enough;  thatyoa 
may  live 

Only  in  bone,  that  none  may  look  on  you  ! 
1  am  worfe  than  mad  :  I  have  kept  back  their  foes. 
While  they  have  told  their  money,  and  let  out 
Their  coin  upon  large  intereil  :  1  myfeif. 
Rich  only  in  large  hurts. — Ail  thofe,  for  this? 
Is  this  the  baifam,  that  the  ufuring  fenate 
Pours  into  captains'  Vv  ounds  ?  Ha  1  baniQmient  ? 
It  comes  not  ill ;  I  hate  not  to  be  baniih'd  : 
It  is  a  caufe  worthy  my  fpleen  and  fury, 
'1  hat  I  may  flrike  at  Athens.    I'll  cheer  up 
My  difcontented  troops,  and  lay  for  hearts. 
'Tis  honour,  with  moii:  lands  to  be  at  odds  ; 
Soldiers  as  little  ihould  brook  wrongs,  as  gods, 

SCENE  VI. 
Timon' s  Houfe, 
Enter  di'vers  Senators,  at  fever  al  doors, 

1  Sen,  The  good  time  of  day  to  you,  fir. 

2  Sen,  I  alio  wiih  it  to  you.    I  think,  this  honour- 
able lord  did  but  try  us  this  other  day. 

I  Sen,  Upon  that  vvere  my  thoughts  tiring,  v/heii 
we  encounter'd  :  I  hope,  it  is  not  fo  low  with  hi 
he  made  it  fecm  i^i  thg  trial  of  his  feveral  friends. 
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2  Sen,  It  fhould  not  be,  by  the  perfuafion  of  his 
new  feafting. 

1  Sen.  1  Ihould  think  To  :  Ke  hath  fent  me  an  ear- 
neft  inviting,  which  many  my  near  occafions  did  urge 
me  to  put  off;  but  he  hath  conjur'd  me  beyond  their, 
and  I  mufl  needs  appear. 

2  Sen,  In  like  manner  ^vas  I  in  debt  to  my  impor- 
tunate bufmefs,  but  he  vvould  not  hear  my  excufe.  I 
am  forry,  -when  he  fent  to  borrow  of  me,  that  my 
proviiion  was  out. 

1  Sen.  I  am  fick  of  that  grief  too,  as  I  underitand 
how  ail  things  go. 

2  Sen,  Every  man  here's  fo.  V/hat  would  he  have 
borrow 'd  of  you  ? 

1  Sen.  A  thoufand  pieces. 

2  Sen,  A  thoufand  pieces ! 
I  Sen,  What  of  you  ? 

3  6"^//.  He  fent  to  mc,  fir,— Here  he  conies. 

Enter  'lirnon,   and  Attendants. 
Tim,  With  all  my  neart,  gentlemen  both 
And  how  fare  you  ? 

1  Sen.  Ever  at  the  bell,  hearing  well  of  your  lordiiiip. 

2  Sen.  I'he  fwaliovv  follows  not  fummer  more  \\  il- 
lingly,  thanv,  e  your  lordfhip. 

Tim,  [J/i'de.]  Nor  more  willingly  leaves  winter; 
fuch  fummer-birds  are  men.-— Gentlemen,  our  dinner 
will  not  rccompence  this  long  ftay  :  feall  your  ears 
Avith  the  niufic  awhile ;  if  they  will  fare  fo  harllily  as 
on  the  trumpet's  found  :  we  iliall  to 't  prcfently. 

I  Sen.  1  hope,  it  remains  not  unkiadly  with  your 
lor  ■  iirp,  that!  returned  you  an  empty  meiienger. 

1  im.  O,  fir,  let  it  not  trouble  you. 

2  Sen.  My  noble  lord,— 

Jim.  Ar,  ii.y  good  friend  !  v.  hat  clieer? 

\The  banquet  Lr ought  in, 

2  Sen.  My  moft  honourable  lord,  1  am  e'en  fick  of 
fhcime,  that,  when  your  icr ifhip  this  other  day  fent  to 
me,  i  was  fo  unfortunate  a  beggar. 

Xm.   i'hink  not  on't,  fir. 

2  Sen.  if  you  had  feat  but  two  hours  before, — 
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Tim^  Let  it  not  cumber  your  better  remembrance, 
— — Come,  bring  in  all  together. 

2  Sen,  All  cover'd  difnes  1 

I  Sen.  Royal  cheer,  I  warrant  you. 

3  Sen.  Doubt  not  that,  if  money,  and  thefeafoncan 
yield  it. 

I  Sen.  Hov7  do  you  ?  What^s  the  news  ? 
3  Sen.  Alcibides  is  banilh'd  :  Hear  you  of  it  } 
Both.  Alcibiades  baniili'd ! 
3  Sen.  'Tis  fo,  be  fure  of  it. 

1  Sen.  How  ?  how  ? 

2  Sen.  I  pray  you,  upon  what  ? 

Tim^  My  worthy  friends,  will  you  draw  near? 

3  Sen.  I'll  tell  you  more  anon.  Here's  a  noble 
feafl  forward. 

2  Sen.  This  is  the  old  man  ftill. 

3  Sen.  Will 't  hold?  will  'thold? 

2  Sen.  Tt  does :  but  time  will — and  fo — — 

3  Sen.  I  do  conceive. 

Ti?n.  Each  man  to  his  flool,  with  that  fpur  as  he 
would  t->  the  lip  of  his  miftrefs:  your  diet  lhail  be  in 
all  places  alike.  Make  not  a  city  feaft  of  it,  to  let 
the  meat  cool  ere  we  can  agree  upon  the  firft  place  : 
Sit,  fit.    The  gods  require  our  thanks. 

Tou  great  benefactors,  fprinkle  our  fociety  iKith  thank- 
fuhiefs.  For  your  o^n  gifts  ^  make  ycurfel^es  praised: 
but  refr've  fill  to  giue,  lef  your  deities  be  defpis"*  d.  Lend 
to  each  man  enough,  that  one  need  net  lend  to  another: 
for  3  <vjere  your  godheads  to  borrcnv  of  men,  men  nxwuld for- 
fake  the  gods.  Make  the  meat  be  helo^-ved,  more  than  the 
man  that  giues  it.  Let  no  affembly  of  twenty  be  ^-without 
a  fcore  of  villains  :  If  there  fit  t^uoelnje  'women  at  the 
table,  let  a  dozen  cf  them  be  as  they  are. — 2^he  reft  of 
your  fees,  0  Gods, — the  fenators  of  Athens^,  together  <with 
the  ccmfnon  lag  of  people^ — njjhat  is  amifs  in  them, you 
gods,  make  fuitable  for  deftrudion.  For  thefe  my  prefeni 
friends, — as  they  are  to  me  nothing,  fo  in  nothing  blefs 
them,  and  to  nothing  are  they  ivelcome. 
Uncover  dogs,  and  lap. 

[  2'he  diJJ?es  unco^jercd  arefidlof^mrm  ^^vater^ 
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Some /peak.  What  does  his  lordihip  mean? 
Some  other.  I  know  not. 
Tim.  May  you  a  better  feafl  never  behold. 
You  knot  of  mouth  fi-iends  1  .  fmoke  and  lukewarm 
water 

Is  your  perfedion.    This  is  Timon's  laft  ; 
"Who  fluck  and  fpangled  you  with  flatteries, 
Walhes  it  ofF,  and  fprinkles  in  your  faces 

[  Throujing  noaier  in  their  faces. 
Your  reeking  villainy.    Liveloath'd,  and  long, 
Moil:  fmiling,  fmooth,  detefced  parafites, 
Courteous  deftroyers,  affable  wolves,  meek  bears. 
You  fools  of  fortune,  trencher-friends,  time's  flies. 
Cap  and  knee  flaves,  vapours,  and  minute-jacks  1 
Of  man,  and  beafr,  the  infinite  malady 
Cruit  you  quite  o'er! — What,  dofl  thou  go? 
Soft,  take  thy  phyfic  iiril,— thou  too,— and  thou  : 

[  Throuos  the  dijhes  at  the?n. 
Stay,  I  will  lend  thee  money,  borrow  none. — 
What,  ail  in  motion  ?  Henceforth  be  no  feaft. 
Whereat  a  villain's  not  a  welcome  gueft. 
Burn  houfe  :  fmk  Athens ;  henceforth  hated  be 
OfTimon,  man,  and  all  humanity  ! 

Re-enter  the  Senators. 

1  Sen.  How  now,  my  lords  ? 

2  Sen.  Know  you  the  quality  of  lord  Timon's  fury  ? 

3  Sen.  Pifh  1  iid  you  ieemy  cap  ? 

4  Sen.  I  have  loft  my  gov/n. 

1  Sen,  He's  but  a  mad  lord,  and  nought  but  hu- 
mour fways  him.  He  gave  me  a  jewel  the  other  day, 
and  now  he  has  beat  it  out  of  my  hat  : — Did  you  ie& 
my  jewel? 

2  Sen.  Did  you  fee  rny  cap  ? 

3  Sen.  Here  'tis. 

:\.Sen.  Here  lies  my  gown. 

1  Sen.  Let's  make  no  Hay. 

2  Sen.  Lord  Timon's  mad. 

3  Sen.  I  feel  '-t  upon  my  bones. 

4^Sen.  One  day  he  gives  us  diamonds,  nextday  ftones. 

[Emeunt, 
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A  C  T    IV.       SCENE  I. 

Without  the  IV alls  of  Athens, 
'  Enter  Ti?non, 

LE  T  me  look  back  upon  thee,  O  thou  wall. 
That  girdleft  in  thofe  wolves !  Dive  in  the  earth 
And  fence  not  Athens!  Matrons,  turn  incontinent; 
Obedience  fail  in  children  !  flaves,  and  fools. 
Flack  the  grave  v/rinkled  fenate  from  the  bench. 
And  minifler  in  their  lleads  I  to  general  filths 
Convert  o'  the  inflant,  green  virginity  i 
Do't  in  your  parents'  eyes!  bankrupts,  hold  fail: 
Rather  than  render  back,  out  with  your  knives. 
And  cut  your  truflers'  throats !  bound  fervants,  Heal  ^ 
Large  handed  robbers  your  grave  mafters  are. 
And  pill  by  law  !  maid,  to  thy  mafter's  bed  ; 
Thy  miftrefs  is  o*  the  brothel !  fon  of  uxteen, 
Pluck  the  lin'd  crutch  from  thy  old  limping  fire. 
With  it  beat  out  his  brains  !  piety,  and  fear. 
Religion  to  the  gods,  peace,  julHce,  truth 
Bomeilic  awe,  night-reil,  and  neighbourhood, 
Inftrudion,  manners,  myllcries,  and  trades. 
Degrees,  obfervanccs,  cuftoms,  and  lavv  s 
Decline  to  your  confounding  contraries,  ^ 
And  yet  confufion  live  !  Plagues,  incident  to  mcnj, 
Your  potent  and  infedious  fevers  heap 
On  Athens,  ripe  for  Hroke  I  thou  cold  fciatica. 
Cripple  our  fenati^s,  that  their  limbs  may  halt 
As  lamely  as  their  manners  !  lull  and  liberty 
Creep  in  the  minds  and  marrows  of  our  youth  ; 
That'gainft  the  flream  of  virtue  they  may  fin  ye. 
And  drown  themfelves  in  riot  !  itches,  blains. 
Sow  all  the  Athenian  bofoms  ;  and  tiieircrop 
Be  gencnil  leprofy  !  breath  infed  breath  ; 
That  their  fociety,  as  their  friendfnip,  may 
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Be  merely  poifon  !  Nothing  I'll  bear  from  thee. 
But  nakednefs,  thou  deteflabie  town  ! 
Take  thou  that  to®,  with  multiplying  banns ! 
Timon  will  to  the  woods ;  where  he  lhall  find 
The  unkindeft  beafi:  more  kinder  than  mankind. 
The  gods  confound  (hear  me,  ye  good  gods  all) 
The  Athenians  both  within  and  out  that  w^all ! 
And  grant,  as  Timon  grows,  his  hate  may  grow 
To  the  w  hole  race  of  mankind,  high,  and  low  ! 
Amen.  S^Exit, 
SCENE  II. 

Y'iinon'' s  Hotife, 
Enter  Flauius^  uoith  t^jo  or  three  Servants* 

I  Ser'v.  Hear  you,  mailer  ile ward,  where  is  our  mailer? 
Are  we  undone?  caftoff?  nothing  remaining  ? 

Fla^v,  Alack,  my  fellows,  whatlliould  I  fay  to  you? 
Let  me  be  recorded  by  the  righteous  gods, 
I  am  as  poor  as  you. 

1  Ser'v,  Such  a  houfe  broke  ! 

So  noble  a  mafter  fallen  !  All  gone !  and  not 
One  friend,  to  ta'-e  his  fortune  by  the  arm. 
And  go  along  with  him  ! 

2  ^ernj.  As  we  do  turn  our  backs 

from  our  companion,  thrown  into  his  grave  ; 
So  his  familiars  fi  cm  his  buried  fortunes 
Slink  all  away  ;  leave  their  falfe  vovv  s  with  him. 
Like  empty  purfes  pick'd  :  and  his  poor  felf, 
A  dedicated  beggar  to  the  air. 
With  his  difeafe  of  all-fhunn'd  poverty. 
Walks,  like  contempt,  alone.— More  of  our  fellows. 
Enter  other  Ser^varits, 
Flav.  All  broken  implements  of  a  ruin'd  houfe. 

3  Ser^i\  Yet  do  our  nearts  wear  Timon's  livery. 
That  fee  I  by  our  faces ;  wc  are  fellows  Hill, 
Serving  alike  in  forrow  :  Leak'd  is  our  bark  ; 
And  v^•e,  poor  mates,  ftand  on  the  dying  deck, 
Heaii'ig  the  farges  threat:  we  mull  all  part 

Into  t-:is  fea  of  air. 

Fk^u,  Good  fellows  all. 
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The  latell  of  my  vrealth  I'll  fnare  amongft  you. 

Wherever  ^^'e  fiiall  meet,  for  Timon's  fake. 

Let's  yet  be  fellows;  let's  fhake  cur  heads,  and  fay. 

As  'twere  a  knell  unto  our  mafier's  fortunes, 

*  We  have  feen  better  days.'    Let  each  take  feme ; 

[Giving  them  monev. 
Nay,  put  out  all  your  hands.  Not  one  word  more  : 
Thus  part  we  rich  in  forrow,  parting  poor. 

[Exeunt  Servants. 
O,  the  ^erce  wretchednefs  that  glory  brings  us ! 
Who  would  not  wifh  to  be  from  wealth  exempt/ 
Since  riches  point  to  mifery  and  contempt  ? 
Who'd  be  fo  mock'd  with  glory  ?  or  to  live 
But  in  a  dream  of  friendship? 
To  have  his  pomp,  and  all  what  ftate  compounds. 
But  only  painted,  like  his  varnilh'd  friends  ? 
Poor  honeft  lord,  brought  low  by  his  ov;n  heart; 
Undone  by  goodnefs !  Strange,  unufual  blood. 
When  man's  worll  fm  is,  he  does  too  much  o-ood ! 
Who  then  dares  to  be  half  fo  kind  again  ?  ° 
For  bounty,  that  makes  gods,  does  llill  mar  men. 
My  de^rell  lord,— bleil,  to  be  moil  accurs'd. 
Rich,  only  to  be  wretched      thy  great  fortunes 
Are  made  thy  chief  amidions.    Alas,  kind  lord  ! 
He's  flung  in  rage  from  this  ungrateful  feat 
Of  monftrous  friends  :  nor  has  he  with  him  to 
Supply  his  life,  or  that  which  can  command  it. 
I'll  follow,  and  enquire  him  out : 
i'll  ever  ferve  his  mind  with  my  bell  will ; 
WhiW  I  have  gold,  I'll  be  his  fteward  ftill.  [Exit. 

SCENE  IIL 

The  Woods  , 
Enter  Timon. 

Titn,  Oblefled  breeding  fun,  draw  from  the  earth- 
Rotten  humidity  ;  below  thy  filler's  orb 
Infed  the  air  !  Twinn'd  brothers  of  one  womb, 
Whofe  procreation,  refidence,  and  birth, 
Ccarce  is  devidant,— touch  them  "with  feveral  fortunes : 
-  ..e  greater  fcorns  the  leffer  :  Not  nature. 

Vol.  VIL  E 
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To  v/hom  all  fores  lay  fiege,  can  bear  great  fortune. 

But  by  contempt  of  nature. 

Raife  me  this  beggar,  and  denude  that  lord  ; 

The  fenator  lhall  bear  contempt  hereditary. 

The  beggar  native  honour. 

It  is  the  paftor  lards  the  brother's  iides. 

The  want  thatmakeshimleave.  Who  dares,  vvhodarcs. 

In  purity  of  manhood  Hand  upright. 

And  fa}',  ^  This  man's  a  flatterer?'  if  one  be^ 

So  are  they  all ;  for  every  grize  of  fortune 

Is  fmooth'd  by  that  below :  the  learned  pate 

Ducks  to  the  golden  fool :  All  is  oblique  ; 

There's  nothing  level  in  cur  curfed  natures. 

But  direft  villainy.    Therefore,  be  abhorr'd 

i\ll  fealls,  focieties,  and  throngs  of  men  ! 

His  femblable,  yea,  himfelf,  Timon  difdains : 

Deftrudlion  fang  mankind  ! — Earth,  yield  me  roots ! 

\^Dlgging  the  earth. 
Who  feeks  for  better  of  thee,  fauce  his  palate 

With  thy  moft  operant  poifon  !  What  is  here  ? 

Gold?  yellow,  glittering,  precious  gold  ?  No,  gods, 
I  am  no  idle  votariil :  Roots,  you  clear  heavens  ! 
Thus  much  of  this,  will  make  black,  white ;  foul,  fair: 
Wrong,  right;  bafe,  noble;  old,  young;  co^vard,  valiant. 
Ha,  you  gods  I  why  this  ?  Wh^t  this,  you  gods  ?  Why 
this. 

Will  lug  your  priefls  and  fervants  from  your  ildes: 
Pluck  ftout  men's  pillows  from  below  their  heads ; 
This  yello^v  flave 

Will  knit  and  break  religions  ;  blefs  the  accurs'd  ; 
Make  the  hoar  leprofy  ador'd  ;  place  thieves. 
And  give  them  title,  knee,  and  approbation ; 
With  fenators  on  the  bench ;  this  is  it, 
That  makes  the  wappen'd  Avidow  wed  again  ; 
She,  whom  the  fpital-houfe  and  ulcerous  fores 
Would  cail:  the  gorge  at,  this  embalms  and  fpiceo 
To  the  April  day  again.    Come,  damned  earth. 
Thou  common  whore  of  mankind,  that  put' ft  odds 
Among  the  rout  of  nations,  I  will  make  thee 
Do  thy  right  nature — {_March  afar  oj:] — Ha  !  a  drum  ^ 
— Thou'rt  quick. 
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But  yet  I'll  bury  thee  :  Thou'lt  go,  ftrong  thief, 
W*hen  gouty  keepers  of  thee  conilant  ftand  ? — 
Nay,  ftay  thou  out  for  earnell.        {Keeping  fome  gold. 
Enter  Alcihiades  njoith  drum  and  fife  ^  i?i  warlike  manner  ^ 
and  Phrynia  and  Tymandra . 

Ale,  What  art  thou  there  ?  fpeak. 

Tim.  A  beail^asthouart.  The  canker  gnaw  thy  heart, 
For  fnewing  me  again  the  eyes  of  man  ! 

Ale,  What  is  thy  name?  Is  man  fo  hateful  to  thee. 
That  art  thyfelf  a  man  ? 

Tim,  I  am  wifanthropos,  and  hate  mankind. 
For  thy  part,  I  do  wifn  thou  wert  a  dog. 
That  I  might  love  thee  fomething. 

Ale,  I  know  thee  well  ; 
Bat  in  thy  fortunes  am  unlearn'd  and  flrange. 

Ti'm,  I  kno  w  thee  too  ;  and  more  than  that  I  know 
thee, 

I  not  defire  to  know.    Follow  thy  drum: 
With  man's  blood  paint  the  ground,  gules,  gules : 
Religioijs  canons,  civil  laws  are  cruel ; 
Tiien  v/hat  fliould  war  be  ?  This  fell  whore  of  thine 
Hath  in  her  more  deflrudion  than  thy  fword. 
For  all  her  cherubin  look. 
Phry,  Thy  lips  rot  oiF! 

Tim,  I  will  not  kifs  thee ;  then  the  rot  returns 
To  thine  own  lip  again.  ^ 

Ale,  How  came  the  noble  Timon  to  this  change  ? 

Tli}i,  As  the  moon  docs,  by  wanting  light  to  give  ; 
Jnit  then  renew  I  could  not,  like  the  moon ; 
There  \vere  no  funs  to  borrov/  of. 

Ale.  Noble  Timon, 
What  friend fhip  may  I  do  thee  ? 

Tim,  None,  but  to 
Maintain  my  opinion. 

Ale,  What  is  it,  Timon? 

Tim  Promife  me  friendfhip,  but  perform  none  :  if 
Thou  wilt  not  promife,  the  gods  plague  thee,  for 
Thou  art  a  man!  if  thou  doll  perform,  confound  thee;, 
For  thou  art  a  man  ! 

Ale,  I  have  he^rd  in  fome  fort  of  thy  miferies^^ 
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7'im.  Thou  faw'il  them,  whea  I  had  profperity. 
Ale,  I  fee  them  now;  then  was  a  blefTed  time/ 
2  V;^.  As  thine  is  now,  held  M  ith  a  brace  of  harlots. 
Tyman,  Is  this  the  Athenian  minion,  M'honi  the  world 
Voic'd  fo  regardfally  ? 
Tifn,  Art  thou  Tymandra  ? 
Tyman,  Yes. 

Tim,  Be  a  whore  (till !  they  love  thee  not,  that  ufe  thee ; 
Give  them  difeafes,  leaving  with  thee  their  lull. 
Make  ufe  of  thy  fr.lt  hours  :  feafon  t'le  flaves 
For  tubs,  and  baths  ;  bring  down  rofe  cheeked  youfli 
To  the  tub-fafl,  and  the  diet. 

Tyman,  Hang  thee,  monfler  ! 

Ale,  Pardon  him  fweet  Tymandra;  for  his  wits 
Are  drown 'd  and  icfl  in  his  calamities — 
I  ijave  but  littl'3  fycld  of  late,  brave  Tinion, 
Tiie  want  whereof  doth  daily  make  revolt 
ii-i  my  penurious  band  :  I  have  heard,  and  griev'd, 
Kow  curfed  Athens,  mindlefs  of  th  /  worth. 
Forgetting  thy  great  deeds,  when  neighbour  ftates, 
i>  Jt  for  thy  fwcrd  and  fortune,  trod  upon  them, — 

Tim,  I  pr'ythee,  beat  thy  drum,  and  get  thee  gone. 

Ale,  I  am  thy  friend,  and  pity  thee,  dear  Timon, 

Trm,  How  doll  thou  pity  him,  whom  thou  doH:  trouble: 
I  had  rather  be  alone. 

Ale,  Why,  fare  thee  well ; 
Here  is  fome  gold  for  thee. 

Tim,  Keep  it,  I  cannot  eat  it. 

Ale,  When  I  have  laid  proud  Athens  on  a  heap^ — 
Tim,  Warr'ft  thou  'gainfl  Athens  ? 
Ale,  Ay,  Timon,  and  have  caufe. 
7im,  The  gods  confound  them  all  in  thy  conquelt : 
and 

Thee  after,  when  thou  hall:  conquer' d  1 
Ale,  Why  me,  Timon  ? 

Tim.  That,  by  killing  of  villains,  thou  waft  born 
To  conquer  my  country. 

Put  up  thy  gold  r  Go  on, — h  ere's  gold.- -go  on  ; 

Be  as  a  planetary  plague,  v;hen  Jove 

Will  o'er  fome  high-vic'd  city  hang  his  pcifon 
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In  the  fick  air  :  Let  not  thy  pA^ord  fkip  one : 

Pity  not  honour'd  age  for  his  white  beard. 

He  is  an  ufurer :  Strike  me  the  counterfeit  matron. 

It  is  her  habit  only  that  is  honeft, 

Herfelf's  a  bawd  :  Let  not  the  virgin's  cheek 

Make  foft  thy  trenchant  fword ;  for  thofe  milkpaps. 

That  through  the  window-bars  bore  at  men's  eyes. 

Are  net  within  the  leaf  of  pity  writ. 

Set  them  down  horrible  traitors  :  Spare  not  the  babe, 

Whofe  dimpled  fmiles  from  fools  exhauft  their  mercy ; 

Think  it  a  baftard,  whom  the  oracle 

Hath  doubtfully  pronounc'd  thy  throat  fhall  cut. 

And  mince  it  fans  remorfe  :  Swear  againfl  objeds  ; 

Put  armour  on  thine  ears,  and  on  thine  eyes ; 

Whofe  proof,  nor  yells  of  mothers,  maids,  nor  babe5;, 

Nor  fight  of  priells  in  holy  veftments  bleeding-, 

Shall  pierce  a  jot.    There's  gold  to  pay  thy  foldiers : 

Make  large  confufion  ;  and,  thy  fury  fpent. 

Confounded  be  thyfelf!  Speak  not,  begone. 

Jlc.  Haft  thou  gold  yet?  I'll  take  the  gold  thou 
giv'H  me. 
Not  all  thy  counfel. 

Tim,  Doft  thou,  or  doft  thou  not,  heaven's  curfe 
upon  thee  I 

Ehr,  and  Tym,.  Give  us  fome  gold,  good  Timon !  ' 
Haft  thou  more  ? 

Tim,  Enough  to  make  a  whore  forfwear  her  trade,  , 
And  to  make  whores,  a  bawd.    Holdup,  you  flu  ts. 
Your  aprons  mountant :  You  are  not  oathable,— 
Although,  I  know,  you'll  fw car,  terribly  fwear, 
Ato  ftrongfhudders,  and  to  heavenly  agues;, 

The  immortal  gods  that  hear  you,  fpare  your  oaths^  , 

ril  truft  to  your  conditions  :  Be  whores  ftill ; 
And  he  whofe  pious  breath  feeks  to  convert  you. 
Be  ftrong  in  whore,  allure  him,  burn  him  up  ; 
Let  your  clofe  fire  predominate  his  fmoke. 
And  be  no  turn-coats :  Yet  may  your  pains,  fix  months,  , 
Be  quite  contrary  :  And  thatch  your  poor-thin  roofs 
With  burdens  of  the  dead  : — fome  that  were  hang'd>. 
Nomatter     wear  them,  betray  with  them ;  whore  ftilif . 
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Paint  'till  a  horfe  may  mire  upon  your  face, 
A  pox  of  wrinkles  ! 

Phr.  and  Tim,  Well,  more  gold  ; — What  then? 
Believe't,  fliat  we'll  do  any  thing  for  gold. 

Tiin.  Confumptions  fow 
In  hollow  bones  of  man  ;  ftrike  their  fharp  lliins 
And  mar  men's  fpurring.    Crack  the  lawyer's  voice. 
That  he  may  never  more  falfe  title  plead. 
Nor  found  his  quillits  fnrilly  :  hoar  the  flamen. 
That  fcolds  againll  the  quality  ofrieih. 
And  not  believes  himfelf ;  down  with  the  nofe, 
Down  with  it  flat;  take  the  bridge  quite  away 
Of  him,  that  his  particular  to  forefec 
Smells  from  the  general  weal :  make  curl'd-pate  ruf 
fians  bald ; 

And  let  the  unfcarr'd  braggarts  of  the  war 

Derive  fome  pain  from  you  :  Plague  all ; 

That  your  aftivity  may  defeat  and  quell 

The  fource  of  all  ere£lion. — There's  more  gold  : — 

Do  you  damn  others,  and  let  this  damn  you. 

And  ditches  grave  you  all  ! 

Fhr,  and  Tym.  More  counfel,  with  more  money, 
bounteous  Tim^on. 

Ti?n,  More  whore,  more  mifchief  firft;  I  have  given 
you  earneft. 

Ale.  Strike  up  the  drum  towards  Athens.  Fare- 
"well,  Timon  ; 
If  I  thrive  v/ell,  I'll  vifit  thee  again. 

Tim,  If  I  hope  well,  I'll  never  fee  thee  more. 
Ale,  I  never  did  thee  harm. 
Tim,  Yes,  thou  fpok'ft  well  of  me. 
Ale,  Call'ft  thou  that  harm  ? 
Tim,  Men  daily  find  it. 
Get  thee  away,  and  take  thy  beagles  with  thee. 
Ale,  We  but  oiFend  him. — Strike. 

S^Drum  beats.  Exeunt  Alcihiades. 
Phrynia,  and  Tymandra. 
Tim,  \Ptgging,'\  That  nature,  being  fick  of  man's 
unkindnefs. 

Should  yet  be  hungry  [——Common  mother,  thou 
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Whofe  womb  unmeafurable,  and  infinite  breall^ 
Teems,  and  feeds  all ;  whofe  felf-fame  mettle. 
Whereof  thy  proud  child,  arrogant  man,  is  pufr^ 
Engenders  the  black  toad,  and  adder  blue. 
The  gilded  newt,  and  eyelefs  venom'd  worm. 
With  all  the  abhorred  births  belov/  crifp  heaven. 
Whereon  Hyperions  quickening  fire  doth  ihine ; 
Yield  him,  who  all  thy  human  Tons  doth  hate. 
From  forth  thy  plenteous  bofom,  one  poor  root  1 
Enfear  thy  fertile  and  conceptions  womb. 
Let  it  no  more  bring  cut  in  grateful  m.an  ! 
Go  great  with  tygers,  dragons,  wolves,  and  bears ; 
Teem  with  new  monfcers^  whom  thy  upward  face 
Hath  to  the  marbled  manuon  all  above 
Never  prefented  ! — O,  a  root, — Dear  thanks ! 
Dry  up  thy  marrows,  vines,  and  plough-torn  leas ; 
Whereof  ingrateful  man,  with  liquorice  draughts. 
And  morfeis  un(?i:uous,  greafes  his  pure  mind. 
That  from,  it  all  confideration  flips ! 

E}:tcr  yj  temcifitiis , 
More  man  ?  Plague !  plague  ! 

Ape?n.  I  was  direded. hither  :  Men  report, 
^Thoq  doll  afl'ecl  my  manners,  anddoil  ufe  them. 

7'im,  'Tis  then,,  becaufe  thou  doll  not  keep  a  dog 
Whom  I  would  imitate  :  Confumption  catch  thee  ! 

Apem.  This  is  in  thee  a  nature  but  affeded  ; 
A  poor  unmanly  melancholy,  fprung 
From  change  of  fortune.  V/iiy  this  foade  ?  this  place? 
This  flave-like  habit?  and  thefe  looks  of  care? 
Thy  flatterers  yet  wear  fdk,  drink  v/ine,  lie  foft  ; 
Hug  their  difeas'd  perfumes,  and  have  forgot 
That  ever  Timon  was.    Shame  not  thefe  woods. 
By  putting  on  the  cunning  of  a  carper. 
Be  thou  a  flatterer  now,  and  feek  to  thrive 
By  that  which  has  undone  thee  :  hinge  thy  knee. 
And  let  his  very  breath,  whom  thou'lt  obferve, 
Blov/  off  thy  cap  ;  praife  bis  mofl  vicious  flrain. 
And  call  it  excellent :  Thou  waft  told  thus  ; 
Thou  gav'fl:  thine  ears,  like  tapflers,  that  bid  welccnic 
To  kaaves,  and  all  approachers:  'Tis  mofl:  juft, 
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That  thou  turn  rafcal ;  hadll  thou  wealth  again, 
Pvafcals  fhould  have  't.    Do  not  alTume  my  likenefs. 

Ti7n.  Were  I  like  thee,  I'd  throw  away  myfelf. 

Apern,  Thou  hafl  caft  away  thyTelf,  being  like  thv- 
felf; 

A  madman  fo  long,  no^v  a  fool ;  What,  think'il 

That  the  bleak  air,  thy  boifterous  chamberlain. 

Will  put  thy  iliirt  on  warm?  Will  thefe  moiR;  trees. 

That  have  out-liv'd  the  eagle,  page  thy  heels. 

And  fkip  when  thou  point'il  out?  will  the  cold  brock 

Candied  ^vith  ice,  caudle  thy  morning  taHe 

To  cure  thy  o'er-night's  furfeit  ?  Call  the  creatures. 

Whole  naked  natures  live  in  ail  the  ipight 

Of  wreakful  hea-ven  ;  whofe  bare  unlioufed  trunks. 

To  the  confiding  elements  expos'd, 

Anfwer  m.ere  nature,  bid  them  Hatter  thee  ; 

O!  thou  fl^alt  find  

Tim.  A  fool  of  thee  :  Depart. 

Apem,  I  love  thee  better  now  than  e'er  I  did. 

Tim,  I  hate  thee  v^  crfe. 

Apem,  Why? 

Tim,  Thou  flatter'il  m\\tr\, 

Apem.  I  flatter  not;  but  fay,  thou  art  a  caitiff. 

Titn.  Why  doll  thcu  feek  me  out  ? 

Apem,  To  vex  thee. 

Tim.  Always  a  villain's  ofRce,  or  a  fool's.. 
Doll  pleafe  thyfelf  in  't : 
Apsm.  Ay. 

2i?n.  What !  a  knave  too? 

At  em.  If  thou  dift  put  this  four  cold  habit  on 
To  cailigate  thy  pride,  'twere  v.  ell :  but  thou 
Doll  it  enforcedly  ;  thou'dd  courtier  be  again, 
Wert  tliou  not  beggar.    Willing  mifery 
Out-lives  incertain  pomp,  is  cro^^  n'd  before  : 
The  one  is  filling  ftiJl,  never  complete ; 
The  other,  at  high  wiili :  Eeil:  ftate,  contentlefs. 
Hath  a  diftraded  and  moll  wretched  being, 
Worfe  than  the  worfl,  content. 
Thou  fhould'ft  defire  to  die,  being  miferable. 

Tim.  Not  by  his  breath;  that  is  more  miferable. 
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Thou  art  a  Have,  v/hom  fortune's  tender  arm 
With  favour  never  clafp'd  ;  but  bred  a  log, 
Hadil  tiiou,  like  us^  fro.^i  our  firfl  fwath  p'^oceeded 
Thefsveet  degrees  that  this  brief  world  aiihrds 
To  fuch  as  may  the  paSve  drugs  of  it 
Freely  command,  taou  would'i!:  have  plung'd  thyfelf 
In  general  riot ;  melted  down  thy  youth 
In  diiferent  beds  of  lull ;  and  never  learn'd 
The  icy  precepts  of  refpecl.  but  followed 
The  fugar'd  game  before  thee.    But  myfelf. 
Who  had  the  world  as  my  confedionary  ; 
The  mouths,  the  tongues,  the  eyes,  and  hearts  of  men 
At  duty,  more  than  1  could  frame  employment, 
(That  numb^rlefs  upon  me  ftuck,  as  leaves 
Do  on  the  oak,  have  v/ith  one  v/inter's  brufh 
Fell  from  their  boughs,  and  left  me  open,  ba"e 
For  every  ftorm  that  blows)  ;  1  to  bear  this. 
That  never  knew  but  better,  is  fome  burden  : 
Thy  nature  did  commence  in  fufferance,  time 
Hath  made  t^iee  hard  in 't.    Why  fnould'ft  thou  hate 
rnen  ? 

They  never  flatter'd  thee  :  What  hail  thou  given  ? 
)f  thou  wilt  curfe, — thy  fither,  that  poor  r^g, 
MuH  be  thy  fubjecl  ;  ^vho,  in  fpight",  put  fluif 
To  fome  flie  beggar,  and  compounded  thee 
Poor  rogue  hereditary.    Hence!  begone! — 
If  thou  hadfl  not  been  born  the  v/orll  of  men 
Thou  hadil  been  a  knave,  and  flatterer. 

Apem,  Art  thou  proud  yet  ? 

Tim,  Ar/y  that  I  ani  net  lliec. 

Apem.  1,  that  was  no  prodigal, 

Tim.  I,  that  I  am  one  now  : 
Were  all  the  wealth  I  have,  fnut  up  in  thee, 
Td  give  thee  leave  to  hang  it.    Gel  thee  gone. — 
That  the  whole  life  of  Athens  v/erein  this  1 
i'hus  would  J  eat  it.  {Eating  ei  rofU 

Apem.  Here  ;  I  will  mend  thy  feafl. 

[  Offering  him  fomethi?2g, 

Tim.  Firfc  mend  my  company,  take  a^vay  thyfelf. 

Apem.  So  I  faall  mend  mv  own,  by  the  lack  of  thine. 
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7'im.  'Tis  not  well  mended  fo^  it  is  but  botch'd  ; 
If  not,  I  would  it  were. 

u4pem.  What  wouldft  thou  have  to  Athens  ? 

Tim.  Thee  thither  in  a  whirlwind.  If  thou  wilt. 
Tell  them  tiiere  I  have  gold ;  look,  fo  I  have. 

Apem,  Here  is  no  ufe  for  gold. 

I'im,  7'he  bell  and  truefl : 
For  here  it  fleeps,  and  does  no  hired  harm. 

Aj)e7n,  Where  ly'fl:  o'  nights,  Tinion  ? 

2im,  Under  that's  above  me. 
Where  feed'fl  thou  o'  days,  Apemantus  ? 

Apem.  Where  my  ftomach  finds  meat ;  or  rather, 
■where  I  eat  it. 

Tim,  'Would  poifon  were  obedient,  and  knew  my 
mind. 

Apem.  Where  wouldfl  thou  fend  it  ? 
Tim.  To  fauce  thy  difhes. 

Apem.  The  middle  of  humanity  thou  never  knevrefr, 
but  the  extremity  of  both  ends :  When  thou  waft  in  thy 
gilt,  and  thy  perfume,  they  m^ock'd  thee  for  too  much 
curiofity ;  in  thy  rags  thou  knowen:  none,  but  art 
defpis'd  for  the  contrary.  There's  a  medlar  for  thee, 
eat  it. 

7V;//.  On  what  I  hate,  I  feed  not. 

Apem,  Doil  hate  a  medlar  ? 

Tijn.  Ay,  thoug'i  it  look  like  thee. 

Apem.  An  thcu  hadfl:  hated  medlars  fogner,  thou 
iliouldil  have  lov'd  thyfelf  better  now  What  man  didlt 
thou  ever  know  unthrift,  that  w^as  belov'd  after  his 
means  ? 

Titn.  Who,  without  thofe  means  thou  talk'ft  of, 
didft  thou  ever  knov/  belov'd  ? 
Ape77t.  Myfelf. 

Tim.  I  underlland  thee ;  thou  hadll  fome  means  to 
keep  a  dog. 

Apem.  V/hat  things  in  the  world  canfl  thou  nearcf^: 
compare  to  thy  flatterers  ? 

Tim.  Women,  nearefl ;  but  men,  men  are  the  things 
themfelves.  What  wouldil  thou  do  with  the  world, 
Apemantus,  if  it  lay  in  thy  power? 
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J^e:':!.  Give  it  the  beaf-s,  to  be  rid  of  the  men. 
Ti'm.  V/oiildfl  thou  have  thyfelf  f>il  in  the  confufion 
of  men,  and  remain  a  beall  with  the  beafts  ? 
A'pe;^!.  Ay,  Timon. 

ihu.  A  beaflly  ambition,  \vhich  the  gods  grant  thee 
to  attain  to  !  If  tliou  v/ei  t  the  lion,  the  fox  v»'ould  be- 
guile thee  :  if  thou  wen  the  lamb,  the  fox  would  eati 
thee  :  if  thou  wert  the  fox,  the  lion  would  fufpe^l  thee, 
vyhen,  paradventure,  thou  wert  accus'd  hy^  the  afs  :  if 
thou  wert  the  afs,  thy  dulnefs  would  torment  thee;  and" 
ilill  thou  livMft  but  r  :  ^  -  h^hft  to  the  wolf:  if  thou 
wert  the  wolf,  thy  g  would  affiid  thee,  and 

oft  thou  fhouldH  haza.  d  iiiy  life  for  thy  dinner :  wert 
thou  the  unicorn,  pride  and  w^rath  would  confound 
thee,  and  make  thine  own  felf  theconquefcofthy  fury  : 
wert  thou  a  bear  thou  w^ouldft  be  kill'd  by  the  horfe  : 
wertthouahorfe,  thou  wouldft  be  feiz'd  by  the  leopard : 
w^ert  thou  a  leopard,  thou  wert  german  to  the  lion,  and 
the  fpots  of  thy  kindred  were  jurors  on  thy  life  :  all 
thy  fafety  were  remotion  ;  and  thy  defence,  abfence. 
What  beail  couldfr  thou  be,  that  were  not  ftibjecl  to 
a  beafl:  ?  and  what  a  beaH:  art  thou  akeady,  and  feeft 
iiot  thy  lofs  in  transformation  ? 

Apem,  If  thou  couldll  pleafe  me  with  fpeaking  to  me, 
thou  might'ft  have  hit  upon  it  liere  :  The  common- 
wealth of  Athens  is  become  a  foreil  of  be<iils. 

Tim,  How  has  the  afs  broke  the  wall,  that  thou  art 
out  of  the  city  ? 

Apem»  Yonder  comes  a  poet,  and  a  painter :  The 
plague  of  company  light  upon  thee  !  i  will  fear  to 
catch  it,  and  give  way  :  When  I  know  not  what  elfe 
to  do,  I'll  fee  thee  again. 

Tim,  When  there  is  nothing  living  but  thee,  thou 
lhalt  be  welcome.  I  had  rather  be  a  beggar's  dog, 
than  Apemantus. 

Apem,  Thou  art  the  cap  of  all  the  fools  aii^e. 

2'im,  'Would  thou  wert  clean  enough  to  fpit  upon, 
A  plague  on  thee  ! 

Apem,  Thou  art  too  bad  to  curfe. 

Ti?n>  All  villains,  that  do  Hand  by  thee  are  pure. 
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Apern,  There  is  no  leprofy,  but  what  thou  fpeak'fb 

Tim.  Ifl  name  thee.  

I'll  beat  thee, — but  I  fhould  infe^l  my  hands. 

Apem,  I  would  my  tongue  could  rot  them  off! 

Tim.  Av/ay  thou  iiTue  of  a  mangy  dog  i 
Choler  does  kill  me,  that  thou  art  alive  ; 
1  I'woon  to  fee  thee. 

Apem.  'Would  thou  Avouldft  burll  ! 

Tim.  A^wiy. 
Thou  tedious  rogue  !  I  am  forry,  I  iliall  lofe 
A  flone  by  thee. 

Apem.  Beaft! 

T'im.  Slave  ! 

Apem.  Toad  ! 

Tim.  Rogue,  rogue,  rogue ! 

[  Apemantus  retreats  backwards  as  gc!?:^ 
I  am  fick  of  thi^  falfe  world  ;  and  will  love  nought " 
But  even  the  mere  neccfhties  upon  it. 
Then,  Timon,  prefentiy  prepare  thy  grave ; 
Lye  where  the  light  foam  of  the  fea  may  beat 
Thy  grave-ftone  daily  :  make  thine  epitaph. 

That  death  in  me  at  others'  lives  m.ay  laugh.  

O  thou  fvveet  king-killer,  and  dear  divorce 

\_Lookif7g  on  the  got  a 
'Twixt  natural  fon  and  fire  !  thou  bright  dealer 
Of  Hymen's  pureft  bed  !  thou  valiant  Mars ! 
Thou  ever  young,  frefh,  lov'd,  and  delicate  wooer, 
Whofe  blufh  doth  thaw  the  confecrated  fnow 
That  lyes  on  Dian's  lap  !  thou  vifiblc  god. 
That  folder'il  clofe  impoiTibilities, 
And  mak'ft  them  kifs  1  that  fpeak'fl  with  every  tongue 
To  every  purpofe  !  O  thou  touch  of  hearts ! 
Think,  thy  ilave  man  rebels ;  and  by  thy  virtue 
Set  them  into  confounding  odds,  that  beafts 
May  have  the  world  in  empire  ! 

Apem.  'Would  'twere  fo  ;  

But  not  'till  I  am  dead  ! — I'll  fay,  thou  hall  gold  : 
Thou  wilt  be  throng'd  to  fnortly. 

T??:.  Throng 'd  to? 

Apem.  Ay. 
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Tim.  Thy  back,  I  pr'ythee. 

j^pem.  Live,  and  love  thy  mifery  ! 

Tim,  Long  live  fo,  and  fb  die  1— I  am  quit. 

[^Exit  Apsmantus , 

More  things  like  men  ? — Eat,,Timon,  and  ablior  them. 
E^iter  Thieucs. 

1  Thief.  Where  fhould  he  have  this  gold  ?  It  is  fome 
poor  fragment,  fome  fiender  ort  of  his  remainder ; 
The  mere  want  of  gold,  and  the  falling-from  of  his 
friends,  drove  him  into  this  melancholy. 

2  Thief,  Jt  is  nois'd,  he  hath  a  mafs  of  treafure. 

3  Thif.  Let  us  make  theaifiay  upon  him ;  if  he  care 
not  for't,  he  ^^  ill  fupply  us  eafily ;  If  he  covetoully 
referve  it,,  hovv'  fhall's  get  it? 

2  Thief.  True;  for  he  bears  itnotabcut  him, 'tis  hid. 

1  Thief  Is  not  this  he? 
All.  Wliere? 

2  Thief.  ' Tis  his  dcfcrlption. 

3  Thief,  He  ;  I  kno^v  him. 

Save  thee,  Timon. 

Tim.  Now,  thieves. 

AIL  Soldiers,  not  thieves. 

Tim.  Both  too;  and  women's  fons." 

All,  We  are  not  thieves,  but  men  that  much  do  want. 

Titn.  Your  greateft  want  is,  you  want  much  of  meat. 
Why  fhould  }ou  want?  Behold,  the  earth  hath  roots ; 
Within  this  mile  break  forth  an  hundred  fprings : 
The  oaks  bear  niaft,  the  briers  fcarlct  hips ; 
The  bounteous  hufwife,  nature,  on  each  bulh 
Lays  her  full  mefs  before  you.    Want  ?  why  v/ant  ? 

I  Thief  We  cannot  live  on  grafs,  on  berries,  water. 
As  beafts,  and  birds,  and  fiflies. 

Tim,  Nor  on  the  bealis  themfelves,  the  birds,  and 
fifnes  ; 

You  muil  eat  men.    Yet  thanks  I  mufl  you  con. 
That  you  are  thieves  profcft  ;  that  you  work  not 
In  holier  fhapes :  for  there  is  boundiefs  theft 
In  limited  profeffions.    Rafcal  thi^/ves. 
Here's  gold  :  Go,  fuck  the  fubtle  blood  o'  the  grape, 
'Till  the  high  fever  feeth  your  blood  to  froth. 
Vol.  VIL  F 
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And  lb  'icape  hanging  :  truft  not  the  phylician  ; 

His  antidotes  are  poifon,  and  he  flays 

More  than  you  rob:  take  wealth  and  lives  together; 

Bo  villainy,  do,  fmce  you  profess  to  do't. 

Like  workmen  :  I'll  example  you  with  thievery. 

The  fun's  a  thief,  and  Avitli  his  great  attraction 

pvobs  the  vail  fea:  the  moon's  an  arrant  thief. 

And  her  pale  fire  flie  fnatches  from  the  fun ; 

The  fea's  a  thief,  whofe  liquid  furge  refolves 

The  moon  into  fait  tears;  the  earth's  a  thief. 

That  feeds  and  breeds  by  a  compofture  ilolen 

From  general  excrement:  each  thing's  a  thief; 

The  laws,  your  curb  and  whip,  in  their  rough  power 

Have  uncheck'd  theft.    Love  not  yourfelves ;  away  ; 

Rob  one  another.     There's  more  gold  :  Cut  throats ; 

All  that  you  m.eet  are  thieves  :  To  Athens,  go. 

Break  open  fliops ;  nothing  can  you  ileal. 

But  thieves  do  iofe  it :  Steal  not  lefs,  for  this, 

I  give  you  ;  and  gold  confound  you  ho^vfoevcr ! 

Amen. 

3  Thief,  He  has  almod  charm'd  me  from  my  pro- 
fellion,  by  perfaading  me  to  it. 

1  Tkief. '  ris  in  the  malice  ofmanl.ind,  that  he  thus 
advifes  us ;  not  to  have  us  thrive  in  cur  myftery. 

2  Thief.  I'ii  believe  him  as  an  enemy,  and  give  over 
n"jy  trade. 

I  Thief  Let  us  firil  fee  peace  in  Athens :  There  is 
no  time  10  miferable,  but  a  man  m.ay  be  true.  \Jlxeiint. 

ACT    y.       SCENE  L 

7'he  lycods,  and  Timoji' s  Cave, 

Enter  Flwvius, 

Ilav.  YOU  gods  1 

Is  von  defpis'd  and  ruinous  man  my  lord 
Full  of  decay  and  failing?  O  monument 
And  wonder  of  good  deeds  evilly  beftow'd  ! 
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What  an  alteration  of  honour  has 
Defperate  want  made  ! 

WIeat  viier  thing  upon  the  earth,  than  friends^, 
Who  can  bring  nobleil  minds  to  bafeil  ends  ! 
How  rarely  does  it  meet  with  this  time's  guile. 
When  man  waswiili'd  to  love  his  enemies  : 
Grant,  I  may  ever  love,  and  rather  woo 
Thofe  that  vv^ouid  mifchief  me,  than  thcfe  that  do  ! 
He  has  caught  me  in  his  eye  :  1  will  prefent 
My  honeft  grief  unto  him  ;  and,  as  my  lord. 
Still  ferve  him  witli  my  life. — My  dearefl  mafler  i 
Timon  comes  forward  from  his  cave. 

Tim,  Away  !  what  art  thou  ? 

Flau,  Have  you  forgot  me,  fir  ? 

Tim,  Why  doll  afkthat  ?  I  have  forgot  all  men ; 
Then,  if  thou  grant'fl  thou  art  a  man,  I  have 
Forgot  thee. 

Fla'v,  An  honeftpoor  fervant  of  yours. 

Tim,  Then  I  know  thee  not  : 
I  ne'er  hadhoneft  man  about  me,  I ;  all 
I  kept  were  knaves,  to  ferve  in  meat  to  villains. 

Fla'v,  The  gods  are  witnefs. 
Ne'er  did  poor  ile'^  ard  wear  a  truer  grief 
For  his  undone  lord,  than  m.ine  eyes  for  you. 

Tim,  What,  doH  thou  weep  ?— Come  nearer 
then  r  love  thee, 
Becaufe  thou  art  a  v^^oman,  and  difclaim'iil 
Flinty  mankind  ;  whofe  eyes  do  never  give, 
But  through  lull,  and  laughter.    Pity's  fleeping  : 
Strange  times,   that  weep  with  laughing,  not  with 
weeping  ! 

Fla^,  I  beg  of  you  to  know  me,  good  my  lord. 
To  accept  my  grief,  and,  whiHl:  this  poor  wealth  lalls. 
To  entertain  me  as  your  lleward  ftiil. 

Tim,  Had  I  a  ileward 
So  true,  fo  juft,  and  now  fo  comfortable  ? 
It  almofl  turns  my  dangerous  nature  wild. 
— Let  me  behold  thy  face. — Surely,  this  man 
Was  born  of  woman.— 
Forgive  my  general  and  exceptlefs  rafhnefs. 
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Perpetual-fober  gods  !  I  do  proclaim 
One  honeft  man, — miiuike  me  not, — But  one; 
No  more^,  1  pray, — and  he  is  a  ftevvard.-- 
How  fain  would  1  have  hated  all  mankind^ 
And  thou  redcem'lc  ihylelf :  But  all,  flive  thee, 
I  fell  with  curies. 

Methinks,  thou  art  more  honeft  now,  than  wife  ; 

For,  by  opprefnng  and  betraying  me. 

Thou  might'ft  have  fooner  got  another  fervice; 

For  many  lb  arrive  at  fecond  mailers, 

Upon  their  firfl  lord's  neck.    But  tell  me  true, 

(For  I  muH  ever  doubt,  though  ne'er  fo  lure) 

Is  not  thy  kindnefs  fubtle,  covetous. 

If  not  a  ufuring  kindnefs ;  and  as  rich  men  deal  gifts, 

Kxpe(l\ing  in  return  twenty  for  one  ? 

Fla'u,  No,  my  rnofl:  ^vorthy  mailer,  in  %vhofe  breafl 
Doubt  and  fufpcd,  alas,  are  plac'd  too  late  : 
You  fliould  have  fear'd  falfe  times,  when  you  did  feafl; 
Sufpe-ft  ftill  comes  ^vhere  an  eftate  is  leait. 
That  which  I  ihew,  heaven  kno\vs,  is  merely  love. 
Duty  and  zeal  to  your  unmatched  mind. 
Care  of  your  food  and  living  :  and,  believe  it. 
My  moll  honoured  lord. 
For  any  benefit  that  points  to  me. 
Either  in  hope,  orprefent,  I'd  exchange  it 
For  this  one  wiili.  That  you  had  power  and  wealth 
To  requite  me,  by  making  rich  yourfelf. 

Tim.  Look  thee,  ^lis  fo  ! — Thou  fingly  honell:  m.an. 
Here  take  :  the  gods  out  of  my  mifery 
Havefent  thee  treafure.    Go,  live  rich,  and  happy': 
But  thus  conditioned  ;  Thou  lhalt  build  fi-om  men  : 
Hate  all,  curfe  all :  fhew  charity  to  none  ; 
But  let  the  famifh'd  fleihUide  from  the  bone, 
Ere  thou  relieve  the  beggar  :  give  to  dogs 
What  thou  deny'fl  to  m.en  ;  let  prifons  fwallow  'em. 
Debts  wither  'em  to  nothing :  Be  rnen  likeblafted  woods. 
And  may  difeafes  lick  up  their  falfe  bloods ! 
And  fo,  farewell,  and  thrive 

Fla-u,  O,  let  me  ftay,  and  comfort  you,  my  mailer. 

2m»  If  thou  hat' il  curfes. 
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Stay  not ;  but  fly,  whilll  thou  art  bleii:  and  free  : 
Ne'er  fee  thou  man,  and  let  me  ne'er  lee  thee. 

^^Exeunt  fe'uerally, 

SCENE  II. 

The  fame. 
Enter  Poet  and  Painter. 

Pain,  As  I  took  note  of  the  plrxe,  it  cannct  be  far 
where  he  abides. 

Poet.  What's  to  be  thought  of  him  ?  Does  the  ru- 
mour hold  for  true,  that  he  is  fo  full  of  gold  ? 

Pain.  Certain:  Aicibiades  reports  it ;  Phr}nla  and 
Tymandra  had  gold  of  him:  helikewife  cnrlch'dpoor 
fcraggling  foldiers  ^^  ith  great  quantity  :  'Tis  faiJ,  he 
gave  his  Reward  a  mighty  fum. 

Poet-.  Then  this  breaking  of  his  has  been  but  a  try- 
for  his  friends  ? 

Pain.  Nothing  elfe  :  yoii  (hall  fee  him  a  p:Jm  in 
Athens  again,  and  flourifh  with  the  highed.  There- 
fore, 'tis  not  amifs,  we  tender  our  lo/gs  to  him,  in 
this  fuppos'd  diilrefs  of  his :  it  v>iil  fh^vv  lioneilly  iu 
us  ;  and  is  very  likely  to  load  our  purpoies  with  what 
they  travel  for,  if  it  be  ajuil  and  trae  report  that  goes 
of  his  having. 

Poet.  What  have  you  nov/  to  prefent  unto  him  ? 

Pain.  Nothing  at  this  time  but  my  vilitation :  only 
I  will  promife  him  an  excellent  piece. 

Poet.  I  mull  Icrve  him  fo  too  ;  tell  him  of  an  intent 
that's. cominor  tov/ard  hiTi. 

Pain.  Good  as  the  bell.  Promiriag  is  the  very  air 
o'  the  time;  it  opens  the  eyes  of  expectation  :  per- 
formance is  ever  tiie  duller  for  his  ael ;  and,  but  in  the 
plainer  and  fimpierkind  of  people,  the  deed  of  faying 
is  quite  out  of  ufe.  To  promife  is  moll  courtly  and 
fadiionable  :  performance  is  a  kind  of  will,  or  tefta- 
ment,  which  argues  a  great  ficknefs  in  his  judgment 
that  makes  it. 

Re-enter  Timon  from  his  ca-ue,  unfeen, 

Tim.  Excellent  workman  !  Thou  canll  not  paint  a 
man  fo  bad  as  thvfelf. 

F  2 
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Poet,  I  am  thinking,  what  I  fball  fay  I  have  pro- 
videdfor  him  :  It  muil  be  a  perfonating  of  himfelf:  a 
fatire  againfl  the  foftnefs  of  profperity ;  with  a  dif- 
covery  of  the  infinite  flatteries,  that  follow  yoath  and 
opulency. 

Tim.  Muft  thou  needs  (land  for  a  villain  in  thine 
own  work  ?  Wilt  thou  whip  thine  own  faults  in  other 
i;:en  ?  Do  fo,  I  have  gold  for  thee. 

Poet,  Nay,  let's  feek  him  : 
Then  we  do  fin  againft  our  own  eftate. 
When  we  may  profit  meet,  and  come  too  late. 

Pabi.  I'ruc ; 

When  the  day  ferves,  before  black-corner 'd  night. 
Find  what  thou  want'il  by  free  and  offer'd  light. 
Ccme. 

Tim,  ril  meet  you  at  the  turn.    What  a  god's  gold. 
That  he  is  worfhipp'd  in  a  bafer  temple. 
Than  where  fv/ine  feed  ! 

'Tis  thou  that  rigg'll  the  bark,  and  plow'fl  the  foam  ; 

Settlefi  admired  reverence  in  a  flave : 

To  thee  be  wcrfhip  !  and  thy  faints  for  aye 

Be  crown'd  v,  ith  plagues,  that  thee  alone  obey  ! 

Fit  I  meet  them. 

Poet,  Hail  1  v/orthy  Timon. 

Pain,  Our  late  noble  mafter. 

Tim,  Have  I  once  liv'd  to  fee  two  honeft  men  ? 

Poet,  Sir, 

Having  often  of  your  open  bounty  tailed. 
Hearing  )  ou  were  retir'd,  your  friends  fall'n  oiF, 
Whofe  thanklefs  natures— 6  abhorred  fpirits  I 
Not  all  the  whips  of  heaven  are  large  enough — 
What !  to  you  1 

Whofe  ftar-like  noblenefs  gave  life  and  influence 
To  their  whole  being  !  I  am  rapt,  and  cannot  cover 
The  monltrcus  bulk  of  this  ingratitude 
With  any  flze  of  words. 

Tim.  Let  it  go  naked,  men  may  fee  't  the  better  : 
You,  that  are  honefl,  by  being  what  you  are, 
^4ake  them  bell  feen,  and  known. 

Pain,  He,  and  myklf. 
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Have  traveli'd  in  the  great  Iho^vv  er  of  your  gifts. 
And  fweetly  felt  it. 

Tim,  Ay,  yoa  are  hcneft  men. 

Fain,  V7e  are  hither  come  to  offer  you  our  fervice. 

Ti7n.  Moll  honeil  men  !  Why,  how  ihaii  1  requite 
you  ? 

Can  you  eat  roots,  and  drink  cold  water?  no. 

Boih.  What  we  can  do,  •  e'll  do,  to  do  you  fervice, 
Tim.  Yoa  are  honeit  men  :  You  have  heard  that  1 
have  gold 

1  am  fare,  you  have:  fpeak  truth:  you  arelioneil  men* 
Fain,  So  it  is  faid,  my  noble  lord  :  but  therefore 

Came  not  my  friend,  noi  1. 

Tim,  Good  honell  ii.en: — Thou  drawTr  a  coun- 
terfeit 

Bed  in  all  Athens :  thou  art,  indeed,  the  beft  ; 
Thou  counterfeit'!!  moft  lively. 
Fain,  So,  fo,  my  lord. 

Tim.  Even  fo,  fir,  as  1  fay: — And,  for  thy  fidlion, 

\To  the  Foet^ 

Why,  thy  verfe  fwells    ith  feu  ft  fo  fine  and  fmooth. 
That  thou  art  even  natural  in  thine  art,— 
But,  for  all  this,  my  honefl-natur'd  friends, 
I  mufl  needs  fay,  you  have  a  little  fault  : 
Marry,  'tis  not  monftrous  in  you ;  neither  wiili  I, 
You  take  much  pains  to  mend. 

Both,  Befeech  your  honour 
To  make  it  knov.  n  to  us. 

Tim,  You'll  take  it  ill. 

Both,  Moil  thankfully,  my  lord. 

Tim,  Will  you,  indeed  ? 

Both.  Doubt  it  not,  worthy  lord. 

Tim,  There's  ne'er  a  one  of  you  but  trufls  a  knave. 
That  mightily  deceives  you. 

Beth,  Do  we,  my  lord  ? 

Tim,  A/y  and  you  hear  him  cog,  fee  him  difiemblc, 
Knov/  his  grofs  patchery,  love  him,  feed  him. 
Keep  in  your  boibm  :  yet  remain  aliur'd. 
That  he's  a  made-up  villain. 

Pain,  1  know  none  fuch,  ray  lord. 
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Tim,  Look  you,  I  love  you  well;  Til  give  you  gold^ 
Rid  me  thefe  villains  from  your  companies : 
Hang  them,  or  llab  them,  drown  them  in  a  draught;, 
Confound  them  by  feme  courfe,  and  come  tome, 
I'll  give  you  gold  enough. 

Beth.  Name  them,  my  lord,  let's  know  them. 
jT /■;/:.  You  that  way,  and  you  this. — But  two  in 
company, — 
Each  man  apart^ — all  fingle,  and  alone,  — 
Yet  an  arch-villain  keeps  him  company.— 
if,  where  thou  arc,  tw  o  villains  fhall  not  be. 

[To  the  Painter, 
Come  not  near  him. — If  thou  wouldH  not  rende 

[To  the  Pcet, 
But  \v])ere  one  villain  is,  then  him  abandon. — 
Hence  !  pack  !  there's,  gold,  ye  came  for  gold,  yc 
Haves : 

You  have  v.ork  forme,  there  is  payment :  Hence  ! 
You  are  an  alchymiil,  make  gold  of  that  : — 
Out,  rafcal  dogs ! 

[  Exit,  heati7ig.  ojid  driving  them  cut, 

S   C   E   N    E  ir. 

Eyiier  Flanjius,  and  tnxo  Senator:. 
Flav.  It  is  in  vain,  that  you  would  fpcak  with 
I'imon  ; 

For  he  is  fct  fo  only  to  himfeif,  - 

Tliat  nothing,  but  himfelf,  which  looks  like  man. 

Is  friendly  with  hirn. 

1  Sen,  iiring  us  to  his  cave  : 

It  is  cur  part,  and  promife  to  the  Athenians, 
To  fpeak  with  1  imon. 

2  Sen,  At  all  times  alike 

Men  are  not  iHll  the  fame  :  'Twas  time,  snd  griefs. 
That  fram'd  him  thus :  time,  with  his  fairer  iiend, 
OiTering  the  fortunes  of  his  former  days. 
The  former  man  may  make  him  :  Bring  us  to  him^ 
And  chance  it  as  it  may. 
Fla'v,  Here  is  his  cave,— 
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Peace  and  ccntei:t  be  here  !  Lord  Timon  !  Tinion  ! 
Lock  out,  and  fpcak  to  friends :  The  Athenians, 
By  two  of  their  moil:  reverend  fenate,  greet  thee  : 
Speak  to  then),  noble  Timon. 

EKter  Timon. 

Ti?n,  Thou  fun,  that  comfort'ft,  burn!   Speak  and 
be  hang'd  ! 

For  each  true  word,  a  blifter,  and  each  falfe 
Be  as  a  cauterizing  to  the  root  0'  the  tongue, 
Confuming  it  with  fpeaking  ! 

1  Sen,  W orthy  Tixnon,  

2\m,  Of  none  but  fuch  as  you,  and  you  of  Timon. 

2  Sen.  The  fenators  of  Athens  greet  thee,  Timon. 
'Tim,  I  thank  them  ;  and  would  fend  them  back  the 

plague. 

Could  I  but  catch  it  for  them. 

1  Sen.  O,  forget 

What  we  are  forry  for  ourfelves  in  thee. 

The  fenators,  with  one  confent  of  love, 

Intreat  thee  back  to  Athens ;  who  have  thought 

On  fpecial  dignities,  which  vacant  lye 

For  thy  beft  ufe  and  wearing. 

2  Sen,  They  confefs. 

Toward  thee,  forgetfulnefs  too  general,  grofs : 

And  now  the  public  body, — which  doth  feidom 

Play  the  recanter, — feeling  in  itfelf 

A  lack  of  Timon's  aid,  hath  fenfe  withal 

Of  its  ov  n  fall,  retraining  aid  to  Timon  ; 

And  fends  forth  us,  to  make  their  forrowed  render. 

Together  with  a  recompence  more  fruitful 

Than  their  offence  can  weigli  down  by  the  dram  ; 

Ay,  even  fuch  heaps  and  lums  of  love  and  wealth. 

As  Ihall  to  thee  blot  cut  what  wrongs  w  ere  theirs^ 

And  write  in  thee  tJie  figures  of  their  love. 

Ever  to  read  them  thine. 

Tim,  You  witch  me  in  it ; 
Surprize  me  to  the  very  brink  of  tears : 
Lend  me  a  fool's  heart,  and  a  w  oman's  eyes. 
And  ril  beweep  thefe  comforts,  worthy  fenators. 

I  Sen.  Therefore,  fo  pleafe  thee  to  return  w  ith  us.<, 
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And  of  our  Athens  'thine,  and  ours)  to  take 
The  captainfhip,  thou  ihalt  be  met  with  thanks. 
Allow 'd  with  abfolute  power,  and  thy  good  name 
Live  with  authority  ; — fo  loon  (hall  we  drive  back 
Of  Alcibiades  the  approaches  wild  ; 
Who,  like  a  boar  too  favage,  doth  root  up 
His  country's  peace. 

2  Sen.  And  lhakes  his  threat'ning  fword 
Againfl  the  walls  of  Athens. 

I  Ssn.  Therefore,  Timon,  

Tim,  Well,  fir,  I  will;  therefore  I  will,  fir;  Thus, — 
If  Alcibiades  kill  my  countrymen. 
Let  Alcibiades  knov»^  this  of  Timon, 
That — Timon  cares  not. — But  if  he  fack  fair  Athens 
And  take  our  goodly  aged  men  by  the  beards. 
Giving  our  holy  virgins  to  the  liain 
Of  contumelious,  beaftly,  m.ad-brain'd  v/ar  ; 
Then  let  him  know, — and,  tell  him,  Timon  Ipcaks  it 
In  pity  of  our  aged,  and  our  youth, 
I  cannot  choofe  but  tell  him,  that — I  care  not. 
And  let  him  take't  at  woril ;  for  their  knives  care  not 
While  you  have  throats  to  anfsver :  for  myfelf^ 
There's  not  a  v/hittle  in  the  unraly  camp. 
But  I  do  prize  it  at  my  love,  before 
The  reverend'ft  throat  in  Athens.    So  I  leave^you 
To  the  protection  of  the  profperous  gods, 
As  thieves  to  keepers. 

Fla-v,  Stay  not,  all's  in  vain. 

Tim.  Why,  I  was  writing  of  my  epitaph. 
It  will  be  feen  to-morrow  ;  My  long  ficknefs 
Ofhealth>  and  ]i\dng,  now  begins  to  mend, 
And  nothing  brings  me  all  things.    Go,  live  ft  ill ; 
Be  Alcibiades  your  plague,  you  his. 
And  laft  fo  long  enough  ! 

I  Sen,  We  fpeak  in  vain. 

Tim.  But  yet  I  love  my  country  ;  and  am  not 
One  that  rejoices  in  the  common  wreck. 
As  common  bruit  doth  put  it. 

I  Sen.  That's  well  fpoke. 

Tim.  Com.mend  me  to  my  loving  countrymen,  
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1  Sen.  Thefe  words  become  your  lips  as  they  pafs 

through  thtm. 

2  Sen.  And  enter  in  our  ears,  like  "  -  ^.iiers 
In  their  applajJing  g^r  s 

I'im.  Commend  xnc  10  keiii; 
And  tell  them,  that  to  cale  tlie.ra  of  their  griefs, 
Their  fears  of  hoftile  itrokes,  their  aches,  iolles, 
Their  pangs  of  love,  v.  ith  other  incident  throes 
That  nature's  fnigil  venel  doth  fuitaia 
In  life's  uncertain  voyage,  I  will  fonie  kindnefs  do 
tliem :  

rii  teach  them  to  prevent  wild  Alcibiades'  VvTath. 

2  Sen.  I  liKe  this  well,  he  will  return  again. 

7'im.  I  have  a  tree,  which  grows  here  in  my  clofe. 
That  mine  o\vn  ufe  invites  me  to  cut  down. 
And  fnortly  mull  I  fell  it:  Tell  my  friends. 
Tell  Athens,  in  the  fequence  of  degree. 
From  high  to  low  throughout,  that  whofo  pleafe 
To  flop  afHidion,  let  him  take  his  halle. 
Come  hither,  ere -my  tree  hath  felt  the  axe. 
And  hang  himfelf : — I  pray  you  do  my  greeting. 

Fla^v.  Trouble  him  no  further,  thus  you  ilill  Ihall 
find  him. 

7^im.  Come  not  to  me  again  :  but  fay  to  Athens, 
rimon  hath  made  his  everlafling  manfion 
IJpon  the  beached  verge  of  the  fait  flood, 
V/hich  once  a  day  with  his  ernbofTed  froth 
The  turbulent  farge  fliall  cover  ;  thither  come,  , 

And  let  my  grave-Hone  be  your  oracle.  

Lips,  let  four  words  go  by,  and  language  end  : 
What  is  amifs,  plague  and  infedion  mend  ! 
Graves  only  be  men's  works ;  and  death,  their  gain ! 
Sun,  hide  thy  beams  !  Timon  hath  done  his  reign. 

\^Exzt  Timcn, 

1  Sen.  His  difcontents  are  unremovably 
Coupled  to  nature. 

2  Sen.  Our  hope  in  him  is  dead  :  let  us  return. 
And  ilrain  what  other  means  is  left  unto  Uw 

In  our  dear  peril. 

1  Sen.  It  requires  fwift  foot,  .     \ Exeunt, 
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SCENE  IV. 

The  Walls  of  Athens, 
Enter  tnjoo  other  Senators ,  wcith  a  MeJJenger , 

1  Sen,  Thou  haft  painfully  difcovered  ;  are  his  files 
As  full  as  they  report? 

Mef,  i  have  fpoke  the  leaft  : 
Befides  his  expedition  promifes 
Piefent  approach. 

2  Ben.  We  ftand  much  hazard,  if  they  bring  not 

Tim  on. 

Mef.  I  met  a  courier,  one  mine  ancient  friend — 
Who,  though  in  general  part  we  were  opposed. 
Yet  our  old  love  made  a  particular  force. 
And  made  us  fpeak  like  friends : — this  man  was  liding 
From  Alcibiades  to  Timon's  cave, 
With  letters  of  entreaty,  which  imported 
His  f^liowfhip  i'  the  caufe  againft  your  city, 
in  part  for  his  fake  mov'd. 

Enter  the  other  Senators, 

5  Sen,  Here  come  our  brothers. 

3  Sen,  No  talk  of  Tioion,  nothing  of  him  expedl. 
The  enemies'  drum  is  heard,  and  fearful  fcouring 
Dotii  choak  the  air  with  dull :  In,  and  prepare  ; 
Ours  is  the  fall,  I  fear,  our  foes  the  fnare.  \T^xeiint, 

SCENE  V. 

Changes  to  the  Woods, 
Enter  a  Soldier,  feeking  Timcn, 
Sold.  By  ail  defcription,  this  Ihould  be  the  place. 
Who's  here?  fpeak,  ho!— No  anfwer?— What  is  this? 
Timon  is  dead,  who  hath  out-ftretch'd  his  fpan  ; 
Some  beaft  read  this ;  there  does  not  live  a  man. 
Dead,  fare;  and  this  his  grave.   What's  on  this  tomb? 
1  cannot  read  ;  the  character  I'll  take  \s  \i\\  wax  ; 
Our  captain  hath  ia  every  fip,ure  fkiil ; 
An  ag'd  interpreter,  though  young  in  days  : 
Before  proud  "Athens  he's  iet  down  by  this, 
Whofe  falrl  the  mark  of  his  ambition  is.  [^Exit. 
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SCENE  VI. 

Before  the  Walls  of  Athens^ 
Trmnpets  found.     Enter  AlcihiadeSy  ~j:ith  his  Pa^juers. 

Ale,  Sound  to  this  coward  and  lafcivious  town 

Our  terrible  approach.  • 

[Sound  a  parley.  The  Se?iators  appear  upon  the  ^joalh, 
^Till  now  you  have  gone  on,  and  fill'd  the  time 
With  all  licentious  meafure,  making  your  wills 
The  fcope  of  juHice ;  'till  now,  mylelf,  and  fuch 
As  Hept  within  the  fhadow  of  your  power. 
Have  wander'd  with  our  tr^verll  arms,  and  breathed 
Oar  fufferance  vainly :  Now  the  time  is  flufh. 
When  crouching  marrow,  in  the  bearer  ftrong, 
Cries  of  itfelf,  '  No  m.ore     now  breathlefs  wrong 
Shall  fit  and  pant  in  your  great  chairs  of  eafe  ; 
And  purfy  infolence  fhall  break  his  wind, 
With  fear,  and  horrid  flight. 

1  Sen,  Noble  and  young. 

When  thy  firll  griefs  were  but  a  mere  conceit, 
I  Ere  thou  hadjl  po  wer,  or  we  had  caufe  to  fear. 
We  fent  to  thee ;  to  give  thy  rages  balm. 
To  wipe  out  our  ingratitudes  with  loves 
Above  their  quantity. 

2  Sen,  So  did  we  avoo 
Transformed  Timon  to  our  city's  love. 

By  humble  meflage,  and  by  promis'd  means  ; 
We  were  not  all  unkind,  nor  all  deferve 
The  common  flroke  of  v/ar. 

1  Sen,  Th-efe  walls  ^f  ours 

Were  not  erected  by  their  hands,  from  whom 
You  have  received  your  griefs  ;  nor  are  they  fuch. 
That  thefe  great  tow^ers,  trophies,  andfchools  ihould 
fall 

Tor  private  faults  in  them. 

2  Sen,  Nor  are  they  living. 

'  Who  are  the  motives  that  you  firil  went  out ; 
!  Shame,  that  they  wanted  cunning,  in  excefs 
I  Hath  broke  their  hearts.    March,  noble  lord. 
Into  our  citv  with  thy  banners  fpread  : 
I     A^qI.  Vi'l.  G 
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By  decimation,  and  tithed- death, 

(If  thy  revenges  hunger  for  that  food, 

Whicii  nature  loaths)  take  thou  the  deflin'd  tenth; 

And  by  the  hazard  of  the  fpotted  die. 

Let  die  the  fpotted. 

1  Se'i.  All  have  not  offended  ; 

Tor  thofe  that  ^vere,  it  is  not  fquare,  to  tal.e. 
On  thcie  that  are,  revenges :  crimes,  like  lands. 
Are  not  inherited.    Then,  dear  coun  tryman. 
Bring  in  thy  ranks,  but  leave  without  thy  rage: 
Spare  thy  Athenian  cradle,  and  thofe  kin. 
Which,  in  the  blulier  of  thy  wrath,  mull  fill, 
Vv'ith  thofe  that  have  offended  :  like  a  Ihepherd, 
.Approach  the  fold,  and  cull  the  infede4  forth, 
l;Ut  kill  not  altogether. 

2  Sen,  What  thou  wilt, 

Thou  rather  ilialt  enforce  it  with  thy  fmile, 
Thanhev^'  to't  with  thy  fword. 

1  Sen.  Set  but  thy  foot 

Againft  our  rampir'd  gat::s,  and  they  fhall  ope , 
So  tiicu  vvjlt  fend  thy  gentle  heart  before,  •% 
To  fay,  thcu'lt  enter  friendly. 

2  Sen,  Throw  thy  glove. 

Or  any  token  of  thine  honour  elfe. 
That  thou  w  ilt  ufethe  wars  as  thy  redrefs. 
And  not  as  our  confufion,  all  thy  poNvers 
Shall  make  their  harbour  in  cur  town,  'till  we 
Have  feal'd  thy  full  defire. 

Ale,  Then  there *s  my  glove  ; 
Defcend,  and  open  your  uncharged  ports : 
Thofe  enemies  of  Timon'G,  and  mine  own. 
Whom  you  yourfelves  fhall  fet  out  for  reproo  f. 
Fall,  and  no  more  :  and, — to  atone  your  fear$ 
With  my  more  noble  meaning, — not  a  man 
Shall  pais  his  quarter,  or  offend  the  ftream 
Of  regular  jufcice  in  your  city's  bounds. 
But  fhail  be  rcmedy'd  by  your  public  la%vs 
At  heaviell  anfwer, 

Beth,  'Tis  moH  nobly  fpoken. 

Ale,  Deicend,  and  keep  your  v/or-d^i 
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Ertter  a  Soldier, 
Sol,  My  noble  general,  Timon  is  dead  ; 
Entomb'd  upon  the  very  hem  o'  the  fea : 
And,  on  his  grave-Hone,  this  infculpture  ;  which 
With  wax  i  brought  a'A'ay,  whofe  foft  imprefilon 
Interpretetli  for  my  poor  ignorance. 

\^Alcibiades  reads  the  epitaph,^ 
Here  lies  a  n^jretcheu  corfe,  of  ivretched foul  bereft  : 
Seek  not  my  name :  A  plague  confu7ne  you  Tvicked  caitiffs  kft  ! 
Here  lie  1  Timon  s  'voho  alive  all  having  men  did  lu:e  : 
Pafs  by,  and  curfe  thy  fill  j  but  pafs,  and  fay  not  here 
thy  gait, 

Thefe  well  exprefs  in  thee  thy  latter  fpirits  : 
Though  thou  abhor'dfl:  in  us  our  human  griefs, 
Scorn'dft  our  brain's  flow,  and  thofe  our  droplets  which 
From  niggard  nature  fall,  yet  rich  conceit 
Taught  thee  to  make  vafl  Neptune  weep  for  aye 
On  thy  low  grave. — On  : — Faults  forgiven. — -Dead 
Is  noble  Timon  ;  of  whofe  memory 
Hereafter  more. — Bring  me  into  your  city. 
And  I  will  ufe  the  olive  with  my  fword : 
Make  war  breed  peace  ;  make  peace  Hint  war ;  make 
each 

Prefcribe  to  other,  as  each  other's  leach. — 

Let  our  drums  flrikc.  [Exeunt, 

  ■-■■■iit^*.aitgaii^a»:Mn»Mi.  i   , 

NOTE. 

The  play  of  Timon  is  a  domcjftic  tragedy,  and  therefore  Urongly 
faftens  on  the  attention  of  the  reader.  In  the  plan  there  is  not  miicn 
art,  but  the  incidents  are  natural,  and  the  chara6lers  various  and 
exact.  The  catalVrophe  affords  a  very  powerful  warning  againll  that 
odentatious  liberality,  which  fcatters  bounty,  but  confers  no  be- 
r.ehts,  and  buys  fiattery,  but  not  friendfliip. 

In  this  tragedy,  are  many  paffages  perplexed,  obfcure,  and  pro- 
bably corrupt,  which  1  have  endeavoured  to  re6lify,  or  explain, 
with  due  diligence  ;  but  having  only  one  copy,  cannot  promife 
myfelf  that  my  endeavours  (hall  be  much  applauded. 
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THE  ENTD. 


TITUS  ANDRONICUS. 


Ge 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Satuniinus,  Son  to  the  late  Emperor  of  Rome,  and  af- 
terwards declared  Emperor  himfelf. 

Bajjtanus,  Brother  to  Saturninus,  in  love  with  Lavinia. 

Titus  AndronictiSy  a  noble  Roman,  General  againll  the 
Goths. 

Marcus  Andrcnlcus,  Tribune  of  the  People,  and  Bro- 
ther to  Titus. 
f flare  us  y  "J 

.^.ntusy     \   g^^g      Titus  Androaicus. 

ijUClUS,  I 

MutiuSy  J 

Young  Lucius,  a  Boy,  Son  to  Lucius. 

Puhllusy  Son  to  Marcus  the  Tribune,  and  Ne|)hew  fa 

Titus  Andronicus, 
Sempronius, 
AlarhuSi  1 

Chiroyiy        V  Sons  to  Tamora. 
Demetrius  y  ) 

Aaron y  a  Moor  belov'd  by  Tamora. 
Captain,  from  Titus's  Camp, 
AEmiliuSy  a  Meffenger 
Goths  and  Romans. 
Clown. 


Tamoray  Queen  of  the  Goths,  and  afterwards  married 

to  Saturninus. 
fja  viniuy  Daughter  to  Titus  Andronicus. 
Nurfe,  with  a  Black-a-moor  Child. 

Senators,  Judges,  Officers,  Soldiers,  and  other 
Attendants. 


Scene y  Rome ;  and  the  Country  near  it. 
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ACT 


SCENE 


B-efore  the  Capitol  i7i  Rome, 

Enter  the  Tribunes  and  Senators  aloft y  as  in  the  Se?Jtite,. 
Then  enter  Sdturninus  and  his  followjersy  at  one  door  : 
and  Bajjtanus  and  his  folloixei'S  at  the  ether ;  ivitb 
drum  and  colours. 

Sat.  IkTOBLE  patricians,  patrons  of  my  right, 

x\     Defend  the  juftiee  of  my  caufe  with  arnas 
And,  countrym<?n,  my  loving  followers. 
Plead  my  fuGGelTive  title  with  your  fwords : 
I  am  his  ^.rit-born  fon,  that  was  the  la(l 
That  v/are  the  imperial  diadem  of  Rome  : 
Then  let  my  father's  honaurs  live  in  me. 
Nor  wrong  mine  age  with  this  indignity. 

Baf,  Romans^r-i-friends,  followers,  favcurers  of  my 
right,— 
If  ever  Baljianus,  Csfar's  fon, 
Were  gr  aciou-s  in  the  eyes  of  royal  Rome^ 
Keep  then  this  parage  to  the  Capitol ; 
And  fuiFer  not  difhonour  to  approach 
The  imperial  feat,  to  virtue  confecrate, 
Tojuftice,  continence,  and  nobility  ; 
But  let  defert  in  pure  eledion  Ihine ; 
And,  Romans,  fight  for  freedom  in  your  choice. 
Enter  Marcus  Androni(^us  aloff,  ^tth  the  Cro'w'n. 

Mar,  Princes^^  that  ftrive  by  factions,  and  by  friends, 
Ambitioufly  for  rule  aivd  empery  ! 
Know,  that  the' people  of  Ro-me,  for  whom  fta5bd;; 
A  fpecial  party,  have,-  by  common  voice. 
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In  eledlion  for  the  Roman  empery, 

Chofen  Andronicus,  furnam'd  Pius, 

For  many  good  and  great  deferts  to  Rome^ 

A  nobler  man,  a  braver  warrior. 

Lives  not  this  day  within  the  city  walls : 

He  by  the  lenate  is  accited  home. 

From  weary  wars  again (t  the  barbarous  Gothi  ; 

That,  with  his  fon>  a  terror  to  our  foes, 

Hath  yok'd  a  nation  ftrong,  train'd  up  in  armi. 

Ten  years  are  fpent,  fmce  tirft  he  undertook 

This  caufe  of  Rome,  and  chaftifed  with  arms 

Our  enemies'  pride:  Five  times  he  hath  returned 

Bleeding  to  Rome,  bearing  his  valiant  fons 

In  coffins  from  the  field  ;  

And  now  at  lall,  laden  with  honour's  fpoils. 
Returns  the  good  Andronicus  to  Rome, 
Renowned  Titus,  flourifliing  in  arms. 
Let  us  intreat, — By  honour  of  his  name. 
Whom,  worthily,  you  would  have  now  fucceed,. 
And  in  the  Capit  )1  and  fenate's  right. 
Whom  you  pretend  to  honour  and  adore, — 
That  you  withdraw  you,  and  abate  your  ftrength ; 
Difmifs  your  followers,  and,  as  fuitors  Ihould, 
Plead  your  deferts  in  peace  and  humblenefs. 

Sat,  How  fair  the  tribune  fpeaks  to  calm  my  thoughts! 

Baf,  Marcus  Andronicus,  fo  I  doalFy 
In  thy  uprightnefs  and  integrity. 
And  fo  I  love  and  honour  thee,  and  thine. 
Thy  nobler  brother  Titus,  and  his  fons. 
And  her,  to  whom  our  thoughts  are  humbled  all. 
Gracious  Lavinia,  Rome's  rich  ornament. 
That  I  will  here  difmifs  my  loving  friends  ; 
And  to  my  fortunes,  and  the  people's  favour. 
Commit  my  caufe  in  balance  to  be  weighed. 

\^Exeimt  Soldiers* 

Sat.  Friends,  that  have  been  thus  forwardin  my  rights 
I  thank  you  all,  and  here  difmifs  you  all ; 
And  to  the  love  and  favour  of  my  country 
Commit  myfelf,  my  perfon,  and  the  caufe ; 
Rome^  be  as  juft  and  gracigus  uoto  me> 
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As  I  am  confident  and  kind  to  thee. — 
Open  the  gates,  and  let  me  in. 

Baf.  Tribunes !  and  me,  a  poor  competitor. 

[They  go  up  into  the  Senate^hcufh 

SCENE  II. 
Enter  a  Captain, 
Capt.  Romans,  make  way  ;  The  good  Andronicus, 
Patron  of  virtue,  Rome's  beft  champion, 
Succefsful  in  the  battles  that  he  fights. 
With  honour  and  with  fortune  is  return'd. 
From  where  he  clrcumfcribed  with  his  fword. 
And  brought  to  yoke,  the  enemies  of  Rome. 
"^ouna  drums  and  trumpets y  and  then  enter  Mutius  and 
Marcus  ;  after  them,  tivo  men  hearing  a  coffin  co'vered 
njjiih  black  ;  then  ^intus  a?id  Lucius,     After  them, 
Titus  Andronicus  ;  and  then  Tamora,   the  queen  of  the 
Goths,  Alarhus,  Chiron,  and  Demetrius,  nvith  Aaron 
the  Moor,  prifcners  j    Soldiers,  and  other  Attendants, 
They  fet  doiAjn  the  coffin,  and  Titus  fpeaks. 
Ttt,  Hail !  Rome,  vidorious  in  thy  mourning  weeds  1 
I.o,  as  the  bark,  that  hath  difcharg'd  her  fraught, 
Returns  with  precious  lading  to  the  bay. 
From  whence  at  firfl  flie  weigh'd  her  anchorage, 
Cometh  Andronicus,  bound  \vith  laurel  boughs. 
To  re-fahite  his  country  with  his  tears  ; 
Tears  of  true  joy  for  his  return  to  Rome. — 
Thou  great  defender  of  this  Capitol, 
Stand  gracious  to  the  rites  that  we  intend  ! — 
|lomans,  of  iivc-and-twenty  valiant  fons. 
Half  of  the  number  that  king  Priam  had. 
Behold  the  poor  remains,  alive,  and  dead  ! 
Tkefe,  that  furvivc,  let  Rome  reward  with  love  ; 
Thefe,  that  I  bring  unto  their  latefl  home. 
With  burial  among  their  aaceftors : 
Here  Goths  have  given  me  leave  to  (heath  my  fword. 
i'itus,  unkind,  and  carelefs  of  thine  own, 
Why  fuHer'il  thou  thy  fons,  unbury'd  yet. 
To  hover  on  the  dreadful  fhore  of  Styx  ? — 
iM.^ke  w  iv      lay  tliem  by  their  brethren. 

{They  cpen  the  tomb. 
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There  greet  in  filence,  as  the  dead  were  wont, 

i\nd  fleep  in  peace,  flain  in  your  country's  wars ! 

O  facrcd  receptacle  of  my  joys. 

Sweet  cell  of  virtue  and  nobility. 

How  many  fons  of  mine  haft  thou  in  (lore, 

That  thou  wilt  never  render  to  me  more  ? 

Luc.  Give  us  the  proudell  prifoner  of  the  Goths, 
That  we  may  hew  his  limbs,  and,  on  a  pile, 
Ad  7nanes  frairu?n  facriiice  his  fiefh, 
Before  this  earthly  prifon  of  their  bones ; 
That  fo  the  fhadows  be  not  unappeas'd. 
Nor  we  difturb'd  with  prodigies  on  earth. 

Tit,  I  give  him  you  ;  the  nobleil  that  farvives. 
The  eldeft  fon  of  this  diftreffed  queen. 

Tarn.  Stay,  Roman  brethren, — Gracious  conqueror^ 
Viftoricus  Titus,  rue  the  tears  I  flied, 
A  mother's  tears  in  paiTion  for  her  fon  : 
And,  if  thy  fons  were  ever  dear  to  thee, 
O,  think  my  fon  to  be  as  dear  to  me. 
Sufficeth  not,  that  we  are  brought  to  Rome, 
To  beautify  thy  triumphs,  and  return, 
Captive  to  thee,  and  to  thy  Roman  yoke  ? 
But  mull  my  fons  be  flaughter'd  in  the  llreets. 
For  valiant  doings  in  tlieir  country's  caufe  ! 
O  !  if  to  fight  for  king  and  common  weal 
Were  piety  in  thine,  it  is  in  thefe ; 
Andronicus,  ftain  not  thy  tomb  with  blood ; 
Wilt  thou  draw  near  the  nature  of  the  gods  ? 
Draw  near  them  then  in  being  merciful ; 
Sweet  mercy  is  nobility's  true  badge  ; 
Thrice-noble  Titus,  fpare  my  firft-born  fon. 

7/>.  Patient  yourfelf,  madam,  and  pardon  me. 
Thefe  are  their  brethren,  whom  you  Goths  beholi 
Alive,  and  dead  ;  and  for  their  brethren  flain, 
Religioufly  they  afk  a  faerificc  : 
To  this  your  fon  is  niark'd :  and  die  he  muft> 
To  appeafe  their  groaning  fliadows  that  are  gone. 

Luc.  Away  with  him  !  and  make  a  fire  llraight ; 
And  withour  fwords,  upon  a  pile  of  wood. 
Let's  hew  his  limbs,  'till  they  be  clean  confumM. 
[Exe^  M.'itius:  Marcus,  ^mtus,  and  Lucius,  ^ithAlarbus, 
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Tarn,  O  cruel,  irreligious  piety  1 

Chi,  Was  ever  Scythia  half  fo  b.^rbarous  ? 

Dem.  Oppofe  not  Scythia  to  ambitious  Rome. 
Alarbus  goes  to  reft  ;  and  we  furvive 
To  tremble  under  Titus'  threatening  look. 
Then,  madam,  ftand  refolv'd  ;  but  hope  withal. 
The  felf-fame  gods,  that  arm'd  the  queen  of  Troy 
With  opportunity  of  iliarp  revenge 
Upon  the  Thracian  tyrant  in  his  tent, 
iviay  favour  Tamora,the  queen  of  Goths, 
(When  Goths  were  Goths,  and  Tamora  was  queen) 
To  quit  the  bloody  wrongs  upon  her  foes. 

Enter  Mutius,  Marcus,  (luwins,  anc!  Lucius, 

Luc,  See,  lord  and  fatlier,  how  \>  e  have  perform'd 
Oar  Roman  rites  :  Alarbus' limbs  arelopp'd^ 
And  entrails  feed  the  facrificing  fire, 
Whofe  fmoke,  like  incenfe,  doth  perfume  the  iky, 
Remainetli  nought,  but  to  inter  our  brethren. 
And  with  loud  'larums  welcome  them  to  Rome. 

Tit,  Let  it  be  fo ;  and  let  Andronicus 
Make  this  his  lateft  farewel  to  their  fouls. 

\Th  en  found  trumpets,  afidlay  the  cojfms  in  the  tomb. 
In  peace  and  honour  reft  you  here,  my  ions  ; 
Rome's  readieft  champions,  repofe  you  here. 
Secure  from  worldly  chances  and  mifnaps  ! 
Here  lurks  no  treafon,  here  no  envy  fvv  clls. 
Here  grow  no  damned  grudges ;  here  no  ftorm> 
iNo  ncife,  biu  filence  and  eternal  ileep  : 

Enter  LaDinia, 
In  peace  and  honour  reft  you^here,  my  fons  ! 

La^v.  In  peace  and  honour  live  lord  Titus  long  ; 
My  noble  lord  and  father,  live  in  fame  ! 
Lo  !  at  this  tom.b  my  tributary  tears 
J  render,  for  my  brethren's  obfequies  ; 
And  at  thy  feet  I  kneel,  with  tears  of  joy 
Siied  on  the  earth,  for  thy  return  to  Rome  : 
O,  blefs  me  here  with  thy  victorious  hand, 
V/hofe  fortune  Pvome's  beft  citizens  applaud. 

2'it,  Kind  Rome,  that  haft  thus  lovingly  referv^d 
The  cordial  of  mine  age,  to  glad  my  heai^t ! — 
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Lavinia,  live  ;  out-iive  thy  father's  days, 
/  vJ.  fame^s  eternal  date,  for  virtue's  praife  ! 

Mar.  Long  live  lord  Titus,  my  beloved  brother. 
Gracious  tiiunipher  in  the  eyes  of  Home  ! 

Thanks,  gentle  tribune,  noble  brother  Marcus. 

Mar,  And  welcome,  nephews,  from  fi^ccefsful  \var5> 
You  that  furvive,  and  you  that  fleep  in  fame. 
Fair  lords,  your  fortunes  are  alike  in  all. 
That  in  your  country's  fervice  drew  your  fwords : 
But  fafer  triumjh  is  this  funeral  pomp. 
That  hath  afpird"  to  Solon's  happinefs. 
And  triumphs  over  chance,  in  honour's  bed. — r 
Titus  Andronicus,  the  people  of  Rome, 
Whofe  friend  in  juilice  thou  hall  ever  been. 
Send  thee  by  me,  their  tribune,  and  their  trull^ 
This  palliament  of  ^vhite  and  fpotlefs  hue ; 
And  name  thee  in  election  for  the  empire. 
With  thefe  our  late  deceafed  emperor's  fons  ; 
Be  candidatus  then,  and  put  it  on. 
And  help  tofet  a  head  on  headlefs  Rome. 

Tit,  A  better  head  her  glorious  body  fits. 
Than  his,  that  lhakes  for  age  and  fecblenefs : 
What !  fliould  1  don  this  robe  and  trouble  you  ^. 
Be  chofe  with  proclamations  to-day  ; 
To-morrow  yield  up  rule,  refign  my  life. 
And  fet  abroad  new  bufinefs  for  you  all  ? 
Rome,  I  have  been  thy  foldier  forty  years, 
And  led  my  country's  ilrength  fuccefsfuUy  ; 
And  buried  one  and  twenty  valiant  fons. 
Knighted  in  field,  flain  manfully  in  arms. 
In  right  and  fervice  of  their  noble  country  ; 
Give  me  a  ftafF of  hoi^our  for  mine  age. 
But  not  a  fceptre  to  control  the  world  : 
Upright  he  held  it,  lords,  that  held  it  lafl. 

Mar.  Titus,  thou  fhalt  obtain  and  aik  the  empery. 

<at.  Proud  and  ambitious  tribune,  canH  thou  tell  f — 

Tit,  Patience,  priiice  Saturninus.- — 

Sat.  Romans,  do  me  right ; 
Patricians,  draw  your  fwords,  aadllieath  them  not 
'Tiil  Sati^rniHus  be  Rome's  emperor: — 
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Andronicus,  'would  they  were  fhipt  to  hell. 
Rather  than  rob  me  of  the  peoples*  hearts. 

Liic.  Proud  Saturninus!  interrupter  of  the  good 
That  noble-minded  Titus  means  to  thee  !— 

Tit.  Content  thee,  prince ;  I  will  reHore  to  thee 
The  peoples'  hearts,  and  wean  them  from  thenifelves> 

Baf,  Andronicus,  I  do  not  flatter  thee. 
But  honour  thee,  and  will  do  'till  I  die  ; 
My  fadion  if  thou  ftrengthen  with  thy  friends, 
I  v>'ill  mod  thankful  be :  and  thanks,  to  men 
Of  noble  minds,  is  honourable  meed. 

Tit.  People  of  Rome,  and  people's  tribunes  here, 
I  afk  your  voices,  and  your  fulFrages ; 
Will  you  beltov/  them  friendly  on  Andronicus  ? 

Mar.  To  gratify  the  good  Andronicus, 
And  gratulate  his  iafe  return  to  Rome, 
The  people  will  accept  whom  he  admits. 

Tit.  Tribunes,  I  thank  you  ;  and  this  fuit  \  mal*,- 
That  you  create  your  emperor's  eldeft  fon» 
Lord  Saturnine;  whofe  virtues  will,  I  hope, 
Refleil  on  Rome,  as  Titan's  rays  on  earth. 
And  ripen  juflice  in  this  common-weal ; 
Then  if  you  willeledt  by  my  advice. 
Crown  him,  and  fay, — Long  l.i've  our  empercr  ! 

Mar.  With  voices  and  applaufe  of  every  fort. 
Patricians,  and  plebeians,  we  create 
Lord  Saturwinus,  Rome's  great  emperor  ; 
And  fay, — Lo/2g  li^ve  cur  emperor  Saturnine  ! 

\  A  Icngjiourijh  till  they  come  don.m. 

Sat.  Titus  Andronicus,  for  thy  favours  done 
To  us  in  our  eledtion  this  day, 
I  give  thee  thanks  in  part  of  thy  defcrts. 
And  will  wdth  deeds  requite  thy  gentlenefs  ; 
And,  for  i  n  oniet,  Titus,  to  advance 
Thy  name,  and  honourable  family, 
Lavinia  will  I  ir.ake  my  emprefs, 
Rome's  royal  miflrefs,  miftrefs  of  my  heart. 
And  in  thefacred  Pantheon  her  efpoufe  : 
Tell  me,  Andronicus,  doth  this  moticn  pleaie  thee  ? 

Tit.  It  doth,  mv  worthy  lord  \  and,  in  tjiis  match. 
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I  hold  me  highly  honoured  of  your  grace  : 
And  here,  in  light  of  Rome,  to  Saturnine, — 
King  and  commander  of  our  common-weal. 
The  wide  world's  emperor, — d©  I  confecrate. 
My  fword,  my  chariot,  and  my  prifoners  ; 
Prefents  well  worthy  Rome's  imperial  lord  : 
Receive  them  then,  the  tribute  that  I  owe. 
Mine  honour's  enfigns  humbled  at  thy  feet. 

Sat,  Thanks,  noble  Titus,  father  of  my  life  ! 
How  proud  I  am  of  thee,  and  of  thy  gifts, 
Rome  riiall  record  ;  and  when  I  do  forget 
The  lealt  of  thefe  unfpeakable  deferts, 
Romans,  forget  your  fealty  tome. 

Tit,  Now,  madam,  are  you  prifoner  to  an  emperor 

[^Jo  2amcra, 
To  him  that  for  your  honour  and  your  flate. 
Will  ufe  you  nobly,  and  your  followers. 

Scit,  A  goodly  lady,  trufl  me  ;  of  the  hue 
That  I  would  choofe,  were  1  to  choofe  anew. — 
Clear  up,  fair  queen,  that  cloudy  countenance  : 
Though  chance  of  war  hath  brought  this  change  of 
*  cheer. 

Thou  com' ft  not  to  be  made  a  fcorn  in  Rome  : 

Princely  fhall  be  thy  ufage  every  way. 

Reft  on  my  word,  and  let  not  difcontent 

Daunt  all  your  hopes  :  Madam,  he  comforts  you. 

Can  make  you  greater  than  the  queen  of  Goths. — 

Lavinia,  you  are  not  difpleas'd  with  this  ? 

Lau,  Not  I,  my  lord ;  fith  true  nobility 
Warrants  thefe  words  in  princely  courteiy. 

Sat,  Thanks,  fv^^eet  Lavinia. — Romans,  let  us  go  ; 
Ranfomlefs  here  we  fet  our  prifoners  free  : 
Proclaim  our  honours,  lords,  with  trump  and  drum. 

Baf,  Lord  Titus,  by  your  leave,  this  maid  is  mine. 

[  Seizing  La<vinia, 

Tit.  How,  fir  ?  Are  you  in  earneft  then,  my  lord? 

Baf,  Ay,  noble  Titus  ;  andrefolv'd  withal. 
To  do  myfelf  this  reafon  and  this  right . 

[  The  Emperor  courts  Tamora  in  dumb  Jhciv. 

/liar,  Smm  cui^ue  is  our  Roman  juftice  : 
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This  prince  in  juftice  fcizeth  but  hi?  cat 

Luc,  And  that  he  will,  and  lliall,  if  J  _        .  .:. 
Tit,  Traitors,  araunt  \    Where  is  the  eniperor's 
guard  ! 

Treafon,  my  lord;  Lavinia  is  furpriz'd. 

Sat.  Surpriz'd  !  by  whom  ? 
By  him  that  juflly  may 
Bear  his  betroth'd  from  ail  the  world  away. 

l^Iixit  B^J?! arras  ^jjlth  Lanjirna* 

M'ft.  Brothers,  help  to  convey  her  hence  av/ay^ 
And  with  my  fword  I'll  keep  this  door  f^.fe. 

Tit,  Follow,  my  lord,  and  Fli  foon  bring  hei"  back^ 

Mat,  My  lord  you  pafs  not  here. 

Tit,  What!  villain  boy, 
B:trr*fl  nie  my  way  \n  Rome  ?         [Titus  kills  Mutius, 
'  Mut,  Help,  Lucius,  help  1 

Luc,  My  lord,  you  are  unjufl,  and  more  than  fo  1 
In  wrongful  quarrel  you  have  flain  yourfon. 

Tit,  Nor  thou,  nor  he,  are  any  fons  of  mine  5 
My  fons  would  never  fo  diflionour  me  : 
Traitor,  reRore  Lavinia  to  the  emperor. 

I,uc,  Dead,  if  you  will ;  but  not  to  be  his  wife. 
That  is  another's  lawful  promised  love. 

5"^/.  No,  Titus,  no ;  the  emperor  needs  her  not^ 
Nor  her,  nor  thee,  nor  any  of  thy  itock  : 
I'll  truft,  by  leifure,  him  that  mocks  me  once  ; 
Tnee  never,  nor  thy  iraiterous  haughty  fons, 
Confederates  all  thus  to  didionour  me. 
Was  there  none  eife  in  Rome  to  make  a  fialeof:, 
But  Saturnine  ?  Full  well,  Andronicus, 
Agree  thefe  deeds  with  that  proud  brag  of  thine, 
Tliat  faid'fl,  I  begg'd  the  empire  at  thy  liarids. 

7'it,  Omonilrous  !  what  reproachful  words  are  theic 

Sat.   But  go  thy  ways go,  give  that  changing 
piece 

To  him  that  flourifn'd  for  her  with  his  fword  r 
A  valiant  fon-in-law  thou  ihalt  enjoy ; 
One  fit  to  bandy  with  thy  law^lefs  fons. 
To  rufile  in  the  commonwealth  of  Rom^ 

Tit,  Thefc  words  are  razors  to  rny  ^  Seart 
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Sat.    And  therefore,   lovely  Tamora,   queen  of 
Goths,— 

That  like  the  ilately  Phoebe  'mong  her  nymphs, 

Eoft  over-fhine  the  gallant'il  dames  cf  Rome, — 

If  thou  be  pleas'd  \a  ith  this  my  fudden  choice. 

Behold,  I  choofe  thee,  Tamora,  for  my  bride, 

And  Vv'ill  create  thee  emiprcfs  of  Rome. 

Speak,  queen  of  Goths,  doll  thou  applaud  my  choice? 

And  here  I  f'*^  ear  by  all  the  Roman  Gods, — 

Sitii  priell  and  holy  water  are  fo  near. 

And  tapers  burn  fo  bright,  and  every  thing 

In  readinefs  for  Hymeneus  Hands,- — 

J  will  not  re-falute  the  ilreets  of  Rome, 

Or  climb  my  palace,  'till  from  forth  this  place 

1  lead  efpous'd  my  bride  along  with  me. 

7am.  And  here,  in  fight  of  heaven  to  Rome  I  fwear. 
If  Saturnine  advance  the  queen  of  Goths, 
She  ^\  ill  a  handmaid  be  to  his  defires, 
A  loving  nurfe,  a  mother  to  his  youth. 

Sat.  Afccnd,  fair  queen.  Pantheon :    Lords,  ac- 
company 

Your  noble  emperor,  and  his  lovely  bride, 
5>ent  by  the  heavens  for  prince  Saturnine, 
Whofe  wifdom  hath  her  fortune  conquered  : 
There  fhali  \\c  confummate  our  fpoufal  rites. 

\_Exeunt, 

Manet  Titus  Artdronicus » 

Tit,  I  am  not  bid  to  wait  upon  this  bride  \ — 
Titus,  when     ert  thou  went  to  walk  alone, 
]3i{hunour'd  thus,  and  challenged  of  wrongs  ? 
Luter  yiarcus  AndrGnicuSy  Lucius^  O^  uintus,  unci  Marcus. 

Mar.  O,  Titus,  fee,  O  fee,  what  thou  hall  done  1 
in  a  bad  quarrel  flain  a  virtuous  fon. 

lit.  No,  foolifli  tribune,  no;  no  fon  of  mine, — 
Nor  thou,  nor  thefe,  canfederates  in  the  deed 
That  hath  dilhonour*d  all  our  family  ; 
Unwoithy  biotlicr,  and  unworthy  fens  1 

Luc.  But  let  us  give  him  burial,  as  bocomes  ; 
Give  Mutius  burial  w  ith  our  brethren. 

Tt.  Traitors,  away  !  he  rcfis  not  in  this  tomb. 
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This  monument  live  hundred  years  hath  fcood^ 
Wliich  I  have  fumptuoafiy  re-ediiied  ; 
Here  none  butfoldiers,  and  Rome's  fervitors, 
Repofe  in  fame  ;  none  bafely  flain  in  brawls : — . 
Bury  him  where  you  can,  he  comes  not  here. 

Mar,  My  lord,  this  is  impiety  in  you  : 
My  nephew  Mutius'  deeds  do  plead  for  him  : 
He  mult  be  buried  with  his  brethren. 

[  Titus '  fans  fpcak . 

S'ons,  And  (hall,  or  him  we  will  accompany. 

Tit.  And  fhall?    What  villain  was  it  fpoke  that, 
word  ?  [_Titus''  fc?! /peaks, 

duijz.  He  that  would  vouch  'tin  any  place  but  here. 

Tit,  What,  would  you  bury  him  in  my  defpight? 

Mar,  No,  noble  Titus ;  but  intreat  of  thee 
To  pardon  Mutius,  and  to  bury,  him. 

Tit,  Marcus,  even  thou  hafi:  flruck  upon  my  crei^. 
And,  with  thefe  boys,  mine  honour  thou  hail  wounded. 
My  foes  I  do  repute  you  every  one  ; 
So  trouble  me  no  more,  but  get  you  gone. 

Luc,  He  is  not  with  himfelf ;  let  us  w  ithdraw. 

Shfin,  Not  I,  till  Mutius'  bones  be  buried. 

\_The  brother  and  the  fans  hiesh 

Mar,  Brother,  for  in  that  name  doth  nature  plead. 

^in.  Father,  and  in  that  name  doth  niture  fpeak. 

Tit,  Speak  thou  no  more,  if  all  the  reft  will  fpeed, 

illar,  P.enowned  Tilus,  more  than  half  my  foul^--. 

Lite,  Dear  father,  foul  and  fubflance  of  us  ail, — 

Mar,  Suffer  thy.  brother  Marcus  to  inter 
His  noble  nephew  here  in  virtue's  neft. 
That  died  in  honour  and  Lavinia's  caufe. 
Thou  art  a  Roman>  be  net  barbarous. 
The  Greeks,  upon  advice,  did  bury  v^jax 
7'hat  ilcw  himfelf ;  and  wife  Laertes'  fon 
Did  graclouiiy  pjead  for  iiis  funerals  : 
Let  not  young  Mutius  then,  that  was  thy  joy^, 
Be  barr'd  his  entrance  here. 

Tit,  Rife,  PvLircus,  rife: 
The  difmal'it  day  is  this,  tl^at  e'er  I  faw^. 
To  be  diilionour'd  by  my  fons  in  Rome  !-— . 
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V/ell,  Ixiry  him,  and  bury  me  the  next. 

\^rhey  put  him  in  the  fomh, 
Luc,  There  lie  thy  bones,  fvveet  Mutius,  with  thy 
friends, 

'Till  we  with  trophies  do  adorn  thy  tomb  ! — 

[  They  all  k?iecl  and  fay  ; 
No  man  fhed  tears  for  noble  Mutius  ; 
He  lives  in  fame,  that  dy'd  in  virtue's  caufe. 

Mar,  My  lord, — to  liep  out  of  thefe  dreary  dumps, — 
How  comes  it,  that  the  fubtle  queen  of  Goths 
Is  of  a  fudden  thus  ad  vane 'd  in  Rome  ? 

Tit.  I  know  net,  Marcus  ;  but  I  know,  it  is ; 
If  by  device  or  no,  the  heavens  can  tell : 
Is  fhe  not  then  beholden  to  the  man 
That  brought  her  fjr  this  high  good  turn  fo  far  ? 
Yes,  and  will  ncbly  him  remunerate. 
Flourijh,    Re-enter  the  Emperor,  T  amor  a,  Chiron,  and 

Der/ieiriuSy  -i.vith  Aaron  the  Moor,  at  one  door  :  At 

the  other  door,  BaJJianus,  and  La'vinia,  ntvith  others. 

Sat.  So,  BafTianus,  you  have  play 'd  your  prize  : 
God  give  you  joy,  fir,  of  your  gallant  bride. 

Baf.  And  you  cf  yours,  my  lord  :  1  fay  no  more. 
Nor  wilh  no  lefs  ;  and  fo  I  take  my  leave. 

Sat,  Traitor,  if  Rome  have  law,  or  we  have  pov/er. 
Thou  and  thy  fadion  iliall  repent  this  rape. 

Baf,  Rape,  call  you  it,  my  lord,  to  feize  my  own^, 
My  true  betrothed  love,  and  now  my  wife  I 
But  let  the  laws  of  Rome  determine  all ; 
Mean  while  1  am  pofieft  of  that  is  mine. 

Sat.  'Tis  good,  fir  :  You  are  very  faort  with  us ; 
But  if  we  live,  we'll  be  as  fliarp  with  you. 

Baf  My  lord,  v/hat  [  have  done,  as  bcH  I  may, 
Anfv/er  i  mull,  and  lhail  do  with  my  life. 
Only  thus  much  1  give  your  grace  to  know, — 
By  all  the  duties  which  I  owe  to  Rome, 
This  noble  gentleman,  lord  Titus  here. 
Is  in  opinion,  and  in  honour,  wrong'd  ; 
That,  in  the  refcue  of  Lavinia, 
With  his  own  hand  did  flay  his  youngell:  fon^ 
In  zeal  to  you,  and  highly  mov'd  to  wrath 
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To  be  controiil'd  in  that  he  frankly  gave  : 
Receive  him  then  to  favour.  Saturnine  : 
That  hath  exprefs'd  himfelf,  in  all  his  deeds, 
A  father,  and  a  friend,  to  thee,  and  Rome. 

Tit.  Prince  Bafiianus,  leave  to  plead  my  deeds ; 
'Tis  thou,  and  thofe,  that  have  dillionoiir'd  me  : 
Rome  and  the  righteous  heavens  be  my  judge. 
How  I  have  lov'd  and  honoured  Saturnine  ! 

Ta?n.  My  V  orthy  lord,  if  ever  Tamora 
Were  gracious  in  thofe  princely  eyes  of  thine. 
Then  hear  me  fpeak,  indifferently  for  all  ; 
And  at  my  fuit,  fweet,  pardon  what  is  paft. 

Sat,  What,  madam!  be  difaonour'd  openly. 
And  bafely  put  it  up  without  revenge  ? 

Tarn.  Not  fo,  my  lord ;  The  gods  of  Rome  forefend , 
I  ftiould  be  author  to  diflicnour  you  I 
But,  on  mine  honour,  dare  I  undertake 
For  good  lord  Titus'  innocence  in  all, 
Whofe  fury,  not  difiembied,  fpeaks  his  griefs  : 
Then,  at  my  fuit,  look  gracioully  on  him ; 
Lofe  not  fo  noble  a  friend  on  vain  fuppofe. 

Nor  with  four  looks  aitiidl  his  gentle  heart.  

My  lord,  be  rul'd  by  me,  be  won  at  lail, 
Diffemble  all  your  griefs  and  difcontents  : 
You  are  but  newly  planted  in  your  throne ; 
Left  then  the  people,  and  patricians  too. 
Upon  a  juft  furve}',  take  Titus'  part ; 
And  fo  fupplant  us  for  ingratitude, 
(Which  Rome  reputes  to  be  a  heinous  fin) 
Yield  at  intreats,  and  then  let  me  alone  :  [^/f^V, 
I'll  find  a  day  to  maffacrethem  all. 
And  raze  their  faction,  and  their  family. 
The  cruel  father,  and  his  traiterous  fons. 
To  whom  I  fued  for  my  dear  fon's  life  ; 
And  make  them  know,  what  'tis  to  let  aqueen 
Kneel  in  the  llreets,  and  beg  for  grace  in 
vain. — 

Come,  eomc,  fweet  emperor,  come,  Andronicus,- 
Take  up  this  good  old  man,  and  chear  the  heart 
That  dies  in  tempeft  of  thy  angry  frown. 
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Sat.  Rife,  Titus,  rife  ;  my  emprefs  hath  prevaiTd, 

Tit.  I  thank  your  majeily,  and  her,  my  lord. 
Thefe  wo^  ds,  thefe  looks,  infufe  new  life  in  me. 

Ta7n,  Titus,  I  am  incorporate  in  Rome, 
A  Roman  now  adopted  happily. 
And  mull  advife  the  emperor  for  his  good* 
This  day  all  quarrels  die,  Andronicus 
And  let  it  be  mine  honour,  good  my  lord. 
That  I  have  reconciPd  your  friends  and  }  ou. — • 
For  you,  prince  BafTianus,  I  have  pail 
My  word  and  piomife  to  the  emperor. 
That  you  will  be  more  vtaM  and  tradable. — 
And  fear  not,  lords, — and  }  ou,  Lavinia  ; — 
By  my  advice,  all  humbled  on  your  knees. 
You  fhall  afii  pardon  of  his  majeily. 

Luc,  We  do ;  and  vow  to  heaven,  and  to  his  highnefs. 
That  what  ^^  e  did,  was  miildly  as  ^^  e  might, 
Tcnd'ring  our  filler's  honour,  and  our  ov  n. 

Mar.  'J  hat  on  mine  honour  here  I  do  protCil. 

Sat,  Away,  and  talk  not ;  trouble  us  no  more. — 

Ta?n.  Nay ,  nay,  fweet  emperor,  ^ve. mull  all  be  friends. 
The  tribune  and  his  nephews  kneel  for  grace  ; 
I  will  not  be  denied.    Sw  eet  heart,  look  back. 

Sat,  Marcus,  for  thy  fake,  and  thy.  brother's  here,  . 
And  at  my  lovely  Tamora's  iritreats, 
i  do  remit  thefe  young  men's  heinous  faults. 
Stand  up. 

Lavinia,  though  you  left  me  like  a  churl, 
1  found  a  friend ;  and  fare  as  der.th  I  fvvore, 
1  would  not  part  a  batchelcr  from  the  prieil. . 
Come,  if  the  emperor's  court  can  feaft  two  brides,. 
You  are  my  guell,  Lavinia,  and  your  friends  :— 
1'his  day  Hiall  be  a  love-day,  Tamora. 

Tit.  To-morrow  ,  an  it  pleafe  your  majefly. 
To  hunt  the  panther  and  the  hart  with  me. 
With  horn  and  hound,  we'll  give  your  grace  Lctijcur. 

Sat,  2e  it  fo,  Titus,  and  gramercy  too. 
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A  C  T    n.       S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Before  the  Palace* 

Enter  Aaron  alone. 

y/^^r.lk^TOW  climbeth  Tamora  Olymphus'  top, 
J^\^  Safe  out  of  fortune's  fhot ;  and  nts  aloft. 
Secure  of  thunder's  crack,  or  lightning  flafh  ; 
Advanc'd  above  pale  envy's  threatening  reach. 
As  when  the  golden  fun  filutes  the  mcrn, 
And,  having  gilt  the  ocean  with  h'.s  beams,  "m^^^ 
GaHcps  the  zodiack  in  his  glillering  coach. 
And  over-looks  the  highell -peering  hiils : 
So  Tamora. — 

Upon  her  v^it  doth  earthly  honour  wait. 
And  virtue  ftcops  and  trembles  at  her  frov.  n. 
Then,  Aaron,  arm  thy  heart,  and  fit  thy  thoughts. 
To  mount  aloft  ^vith  thy  imperial  miftrefs. 
And  mount  her  pitch  ;  Avhoni  thou  in  trium.ph  long 
Hath  prifoner  held,  fetter'd  in  amorous  chains  ; 
And  faller  bound  to  Aaron's  charming  eyes. 
Than  is  Prometheus  ty'd  to  Caucafus. 
Away  with  flavifh  weeds,  and  idle  thoughts  I 
I  will  be  bright,  and  fliine  in  pearl  and  gold. 
To  wait  upon  this  new-made  emprefs. 
To  wait,  faid  1  ?  to  wanton  with  this  queen. 
This  goddefs,  this  Semiramis ; — this  queen. 
This  fyren,  that  will  charm  Rome's  Saturnine, 
And  fee  his  fhipwreck,  and  his  common-wears. 
Holla  !  what  Aorm  is  this  ? 

Enter  Chiron,  and  Defneirzus,  bra'ving* 
Dem.  Chiron,  thy  years  wantwit,  thy  witwantsedge^ 

And  manners,  to  intrude  where  1  am  gracM  ; 

And  may,  for  aught  thou  know*!!:,  affeded  be. 
Chi,  Demetrius,  thou  dcfl:  over-ween  in  all  i 

And  fo  in  this,  to  bear  me  down  with  braver^. 
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'Tis  not  the  difference  of  a  year,  or  two. 
Makes  nie  iefs  gracious,  or  thee  more  fortunate  : 
I  am  as  able,  and  as  fit,  as  thou, 
To  ferve,  and  to  deferve  ipy  miilrefs'  grace; 
And  that  my  fword  upon  theefhall  approve. 
And  plead  my  palTiORS  for  Lavinia's  love 

Jar,  Clubs,  clubs ! — Thefe  lovers  will  not  keep 
tlie  peace. 

De7n,  V/hy,  boy,  although  your  mother  unadvis'd. 
Gave  you  a  dancing  rapier  by  your  fide. 
Are  you  fo  defperate  grown  to  threat  your  friends? 
Go  to  ;  have  your  lath  glu'd  within  your  fheath, 
^Tiil  you  know  better  how  to  handle  it. 

Chi,  Mean  while,  fir,  with  the  little  fliill  I  have. 
Full  well  (halt  thou  perceive  how  much  I  dare. 

Dem.  Ay,  boy,  grov/.ye  fo  brave?  dra^w. 

Aar,  Why,  how  now,  lords? 
So  near  the  emperor's  palace  dare  you  draw. 
And  maintain  fuch  a  quarrel  openly  ? 
Full  well  I  vvotthe  ground  of  all  this  grudge ; 
I  v/ould  not  for  a  million  of  gold, 
The  caufe  were  knov/n  to  them  it  moll  concerns ; 
Nor  would  your  noble  mother,  for  much  more. 
Be  fo  diHionour'd  in  the  court  of  Rome. 
For  fliamc,  put  up. 

Chi,  Not  1 ;  'till  I  have  flieatii'd 
My  rapier  in  his  bofom,  and,  withal, 
ThrufI;  thefe  reproachful  fpeeches  down  hii  throat. 
That  he  hath  breath'd  in  my  dilhonour  here. 

Dcm.  For  that  I  am  prepar'd  and  fail  refolv'd, — 
Foul-fpoken  coward  I  that  thunder' ft  with  thy  tongue. 
And  with  thy  v/eapon  nothing  dar'il:  perform. 

Aar,  Away,  1  fay.  

Now,  by  the  gods,  that  warlike  Goths  adore. 

This  petty  brabble  will  undo  us  all.  

Why,  lords, — and  think  you  not  how  dangerouf? 

It  is  to  put  upon  a  prince's  right  ? 

V/hat,  is  Lavinia  then  become  fo  loofe. 

Or  Ba'hanus  fo  degenerate. 

That  for  her  loveYuch  (Quarrels  may  be  broach'd 
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Without  controulment,  juRice  or  revenge  ? 

Young  lords,  beware! — an  fnould  the  emprefs  know 

This  diicord's  ground,   the  mulic  would  not  pleafe. 

Chi.  I  care  not,  1,  knev/  fhe  and  all  the  world ; 
I  love  Lavinia  more  than  all  the  woj  ld. 

Dem.  Youngling,  learn  thou  to  make  fonie  meaner 
choice: 

Lavinia  is  thine  elder  brother's  hope. 

Aar.  Why.  are  you  mad?  or  know  ye  not,  in  Rome 
How  furious  and  impatient  they  be. 
And  cannot  brook  competitors  in  love  ? 
I  tell  you,  lords,  you  do  but  plot  your  deaths 
By  this  device. 

Chi,  Aaron,  a  thoufand  deaths  would  I  propofe. 
To  achieve  her  I  do  love. 

Aar.  To  achieve  her  ! — How  ? 

De?n,  Why  mak'H  thou  it  fo  flrange  ? 
She  is  a  w^oman,  therefore  may  be  woo'd  ; 
She  is  a  woman,  therefore  may  be  won  : 
She  is  Lavinia,  therefore  muft  be  lov'd. 
What,  man  !  more  water  glideth  by  the  mill 
Than  wots  the  miller  of ;  and  eafy  it  is 
Of  a  cut  loaf  to  fteal  a  Ihive,  we  know  : 
Though  Baffianus  be  the  emxperor's  brother. 
Better  than  he  have  yet  worn  Vulcan's  badge. 

Aar,  Ay,  and  as  good  as  Saturninus  may.  \^AJlde» 

Dem,  Then  why  fhould  he  defpair,  that  knows  to 
court  it 

With  w^ords,  fair  looks,  and  liberality  ? 
What,  hail  thou  not  full  often  ftruck  a  doe. 
And  borne  her  cleanly  by  the  keeper's  noie  ? 

Aar.  Why  then,  it  feems,  fome  certain  fnatch  or  fo 
Would  ferve  v  our  turns. 

Chi,  Ay,  fo  the  turn  were  ferv'd. 

Bern,  Aaron,  thou  hail  hit  it. 

Aar.  'Would  you  had  hit  it  too ; 
Then  fhould  not  we  be  tir'd  with  this  ado. 

Why,  hark  ye,  hark  ye,  And  are  you  fuch  fools, 

To  fquare  for  this  ?  Would  it  offend  you  thea 
That  both  Ihould  fpeed  ? 
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Chi,  'Faith,  not  me. 

De?n,  Nor  me,  fo  I  were  one. 

Aar.  For  lliame^be  friends ;  and  join  for  that  you  jar. 
'Tis  policy  and  furatagem  muft  do 
That  you  affed  ;  and  fo  much  you  refolve  ; 
That  what  you  cannot,  as  you  would,  achieve. 
You  muH  perforce  acconiplifh  as  you  may. 
Take  thjg  of  me,  Lucrece  was  not  more  chafle 
Than  ihjg  Lavinia,  Baffianus'  love. 
A  fpeedi^or  courfe  than  lingering  languilliment 
Muft  We  purfue,  and  I  have  found  the  path. 

^^^ds,  a  folemn  hunting  is  in  hand  ; 
There  -^^.\\\       lovely  Roman  ladies  troop  : 
The  foj-efl  walks  are  wide  and  fpacious ; 
And  m^ny  unfrequented  plots  there  are. 
Fitted  by  Ym^  for  rape  and  villainy : 
Single       thither  then  this  dainty  doe, 
/^^^  flrike  her  home  by  force,  if  not  by  words ; 
This  way,  or  not  at  all,  ftand  you  in  hope. 
Com^^  come,  our  emprefs,  with  her  facred  wit, 
■^P  villainy  and  vengeance  confecrate, 

will  acquaint  with  all  that  we  intend  ; 
^^d  fhe  fhall  file  our  engines  w^ith  advice. 
That  will  not  fuiFer  you  to  fquare  yourfelves. 
But  to  your  wifhes'  height  advance  you  both. 
The  emperor's  court  is  like  the  houfe  of  fame. 
The  palace  full  of  tongues,  of  eyes,  of  ears : 
The  woods  are  ruthlefs,  dreadful,  deaf  and  dull; 
There  fpeak,  and  flrike,  brave  boys,  and  take  your 
turns : 

There  ferve  your  lull,  fhadow'd  from  heaven's  eye. 
And  revel  in  Lavinia's  treafury. 

Chi,  Thy  counfel,  lad,  fmells  of  no  cowardice. 

Dem.  Sit  fas  aut  nefas,  'till  I  find  the  flream 
To  cool  this  heat,  a  charm  to  calm  thefe  fits. 
Per  Styga,  per-  Manes  'vehor,—  [Exeunt, 
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Changes  to  a  Foreji, 

Enter  7 -it us  Andronicus y  and  his  three  Sens,  ^jjith  hounds 
and  horns y  and  Marcus, 

Ti:,  The  hunt  is  up,  the  morn  is  bright  and  grey. 
The  fields  are  fragrant,  and  the  woods  are  green : 
Ux? couple  here,  and  let  us  make  a  bay, 
Bnd  wake  the  emperor  and  his  lovely  bride. 
And  roufe  the  prince  ;  and  ring  a  hunter's  p:al, 
Th?t  all  the  court  may  echo  with  the  noife. 
Sons,  let  it  be  your  charge,  as  it  is  ours. 
To  tend  the  emperor's  perfon  carefully  : 
I  have  been  troubled  in  my  fleep  this  night, 
Eut  dawning  day  new  comfort  hath  infpir'd. 
Here  a  cry  of  hounds ,   and  ivind  horns  in  a  peal :  then 

enter  Satiirninus ,  Tamorciy  BaJJianus,  La^inia,  Chi- 
ron, Demetrius'^  and  their  Attendants, 

Tit.  Many  good  morrows  to  your  majefly  : — 

Madam,  to  you  as  many  and  as  good !  

i  promifed  your  grace  a  hunter's  peal. 

Sat,  And  you  have  rung  it  lulliiy,  my  lords. 
Somewhat  too  early  for  new  married  ladies. 

Baf,  Lavinia,  how  fay  you  ? 

La^,  1  fay,  no ; 
I  have  been  broad  awake  two  hours  and  more. 

Sat.  Come  on  then,  horfe  and  chariots  let  us  hive. 
And  to  our  fport: — -Madam,  now  ye  fhall  fee 
G'jr  lloman  hunting.  [To  Tamora^ 

Mar,  I  have  dogs,  my  lord. 
Will  roufe  the  proudeft  panther  in  the  chafe. 
And  climb  the  higheft  promontory  top. 

Tit.  And  I  have  horfe  will  follow  >vhere  the  game 
Makes  way,  and  rim  like  fwallows  o'er  the  plain. 

Dem.  Chiron,  we  hunt  not,  we,  with  horfe  nor  hound. 
But  hope  to  pluck  a  dainty  doe  to  ground. 

\Exennt, 

Vol.  VIL  I 


TITUS  ANDRONICUS. 


SCENE  III. 
J  Dcfert  Part  of  the  Fcref, 
Enter  Aaron  alone. 

Jar,  He,  that  had  v.  it,  would  think,  that  I  had  none. 
To  bury  fo  much  gold  under  a  -tree. 
And  never  after  to  inherit  it. 
Let  him,  that  think*:  cf'me  io  abjeilly. 
Know,  that  this  gold  muft  coin  a  flratagem  ; 
Wnich,  cunningly  clFeded,  will  beget 
A  very  excellent  piece  of  villainy  : 
And  fo  repcfe,  fweetgold,  for  their  unreft. 
That  have  their  alms  out  of  the  emprefs'  cheil. 

Enter  Tamer  a  > 

Tarn,  My  lovely  Aaron,  vrherefore  look'il  thou  fad. 
When  every  thi.ng  doth  make  a  gleeful  boaft  ? 
The  l)irds  chaunt  melody  on  every  bu!h  ; 
The  fnake  lies  rolled  in  the  chearful  fun ; 
The  green  leaves  quiver  with  the  cooling  wind. 
And  make  a  chequered  fhadow  on  the  ground  : 
Under  their  fweet  fhade,  Aaron,  let  us  fit. 
And — whilll  the  babling  echo  mocks  the  hounds. 
Replying  Ihrllly  to  the  well-tun'd  horns, 

As  if  a  double  hunt  v  ere  heard  at  once,  

Let  us  fit  down  arid  mark  their  yelling  noife  : 
And — after  con Piivfl:,  fuch  as  v.-as  fuppos'd 
The  wand'ring  prince  and  Dido  once  enjoy 'd, 
Wiien  witii  a  happy  florm  they  were  furpriz'd. 

And  curtained  with  a  counfel-keeping  cave,  

We  may,  each  wreathed  in  the  other's  arms, 
Our  pailimes  done,  pofTefs  a  golden  fiumber  ; 
Whilll  hounds,  and  horns,  and  fweet  melodious  birds, 
Be  unto  us,  as  is  the  nurfe's  fong 
Of  lullaby,  to  bring  her  babe  aiieep. 

Aar,  Madam,  tnough  Venus  govern  your  defire£> 
Saturn  is  dominator  over  mine  : 
What  fignifies  my  deadly-Handing  eye, 
I\Jy  filence,  ?n:l  my  cloudy  melancholy? 
My  ilecce  of  woolly  hair,  that  now  i^ncurls, 
Even  as  an  adder^  when  (lie  doth  unroll 
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To  do  foine  flital  execution  ? 

No,  madam,  thefe  are  no  venereal  figns ; 

Vengeance  is  in  niy  iieart,  death  in  my  hand , 

Blood  and  rev^enge  are  hammering  in  my  head. 

Hark,  Tamora, — -the.  emprefs  of" my  foul. 

Which  never  hopes  more  heaven  than  reils  in  thee. 

This  is  the  day  of  doom  for  BafTianus  : 

His  Philomel  mall  lofe  her  tongue  to-day ; 

Thy  fons  make  pillage  of  her  chaflity. 

And  waili  their  hands  in  BalTianus*  blood. 

Seeft  ihou  this  letter?  take  it  up,  I  pray  thee. 

And  give  the  king  this  fatal  plotted  fcroli : 

Now  queflion  me  no  more,  we  are  efpied. 

Here  comes  a  parcel  of  our  hopeful  booty, 

'Which  dreads  not  yet  their  lives  deflrudlion. 

Ihn,  Ah,  my  fv/eet  Moor,  fweeter  tome  than  life  ! 
Aar.  No  more,  great  emprefs,  BalTianus  comes  : 
Be  crofs  with  him  ;  and  Pll  go  fetch  thy  fons 
To  back  thy  quarrels,  whatfoe'er  they  be.  \Exit» 
Enter  Baffia?7uSi  and  La^inia* 
Baf,  Whom  have  we  here?  Rome's  royal  emprefs, 
Unfarniih'd  of  her  v/ell-befeeming  troop  i 
Or  is  it  Dian,  habited  like  her ; 
Who  hath  abandoned  her  holy  groves, 
To  fee  the  general  hunting  in  this  foreft  ? 

Tarn.  Saucy  controller  of  our  private  Heps  I 
Had  I  the  power  that,  fome  fay,  Dian  had. 
Thy  temples  iliould  be  planted  prefently 
With  horns,  as  was  Acleon's ;  and  the  hounds 
Should  drive  upon  thy  ne^v -transformed  limbs. 
Unmannerly  intruder  as  thou  art ! 

La'v.  Under  your  patience,  gentle  emprefs, 
'Tis  thought  you  have  a  goodly  gift  in  horning  ; 
And  to  be  doubted,  that  your  Moor  and  you 
Are  fmgled  forth  to  try  experiments : 
Jove  fhield  your  hufband  from  his  hounds  to-day  ! 
"Tis  pity  they  fhould  take  him  for  a  ftag. 

Baf.  Believe  me,  queen,  your  fwarth  Cimmerian 
Dotli  make  your  honour  of  his  body's  hue. 
Spotted,  detefted,  and  abominable* 
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Why  are  yen  rcqueller'd  from  all  your  train  ? 
Difmounted  from  your  fnovv-vvhite  goodly  fleed^ 
And  wander'd  hither  to  an  obfcure  plot. 
Accompanied  with  a  barbarous  ?*'loor. 
If  foul  defire  had  not  conduced  you  ? 

Lav,  And:,  being  intercepted  in  your  fpor^j; 
Great  reafon  that  my  noble  lord  be  rated 
For  faucinefi. — 1  pray  yoalec  us  hence. 
And  let  her  'joy  her  raven-coiour'd  love  ; 
Tills  valley  fits  the  parpofe  pafhng  well. 

Baf.  The  king,  my  brother,  (hall  have  note  cf  this. 

La^,  Ay,  for  thefe  flips  have  made  him  noted  long  r 
Good  king; !  to  be  fc  mightily  abus'd  ! 

Tarn.  Why  have  1  patience  toenxlureall  this? 
Enter  Cb irony  and  De'metrius . 

De?>].  How  now,  dear  fovereign,  and  our  gracious 
mother  , 

V/hv  does  your  highnefs  look  fo  pale  and  Vvsn  ? 

7a?n.  Have  I  not  reafon,  think  you,  to  lookprJc  I 
Thefe  two  have  'tic'd  mie  hither  to  this  place, 
A  barren  and  dcterted  vale,  you  fee,  i:  is : 
The  trees,  though  fummer,  yet  forlorn  and  Iea:i, 
O'ercome  v/ith  mofs,  and  baleful  miiletoe. 
Mere  never  Ihines  the  fun ;  here  nothing  breeds^, 
Unlefs  the  nightly  owl,  or  fatal  raven. 
And  when  they  fnew'd  me  this  abhorred  pit, 
They  told  me,  here,  at  dead  time  of  the  night, 
A  thoufand  fiends,  a  thoufand  hiiTmg  fnakes. 
Ten  thoufand  fv.  ell ing  toads,  as  many  urchins, 
V7ou]d  make  fuch  fearful  and  confufed  cries. 
As  any  mortal  body,  hearing  it. 
Should  ftraight  fall  mad,  or  eife  die  fuddenly. 
No  fconcr  had  they  told  this  hellifh  tale. 
But  flraight  they  toid  me,  tliey  would  bind  me  here 
Unto  the  body  of  a  difmal  yew  ; 
And  leave  me  to  this  miferable  death. 
And  then  thev  caji'dm^c,  foul  adultrefs, 
Lafcivious  Goth,  and  ail  the  bitterefl  terms 
That  ever  ear  did  hear  to  fuch  efFe£l, 
A^id,  had  ycu  n  ;t  bv  wondrous  fortune  come. 
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This  vengeance  on  me  had  they  executed  : 
Revenge  it,  as  you  love  your  mother's  life. 
Or  be  ye  not  from  henceforth  cali'd  my  children. 
Dem,  This  is  a  witaefs  thatl  am  thy  fon. 

[^Stabs  Bafjiartus, 

Chi,  And  this  for  me,  flruck  home  ta  ihew  my 
Itrength.  \_Stabhi?2g  him.likeixizfe, 

La^.  Ay  come,  Semiramis, — nay,  barbarous  Ta- 
mora  ! 

For  no  name  fits  thy  nature  but  thy  own  ! 

Tarn,  Give  me  thy  poinard ;  you  lhall  know,  my  boys^. 
Your  mother's  hand  lhall  right  your  mother's  wrong. 

Dem,  Stay,  madam,  here  is  more  belongs  to  her; 
Eirft,  threlli  the  corn,  then  after  burn  the  llrav/  : 
This  minion  ftood  upon  her  chadity,. 
Upon  her  nuptial  vow,  her  loyalty. 
And  with  that  painted  hope  fhe  braves  your  miglitinefs 
And  fhali  fne  carry  this  unto  her  grave  ? 

Chi,  And  if  llie  do,  I  would  I  were  an  eunuch. 
Drag  hence  her  hufband  to  fome  fecret  hole. 
And  niake  his  dead  trunk  pillow  to  our  lufl. 

Tarn.  But  when  you  have  the  honey  you  defire. 
Let  not  this  wafp  out-li^e,  us  both  to  fting. 

Chi.  I  v»-arrant  you,  madam  ;  we  will  make  that 
fore,™ 

Gome,  miflrefs,  now  perforce  we  will  enjoy 

That  nice-preferved  honeily  of  yours. 

Lanj,  O  Tamora  !  thou  bear'fl  a  woman's  face, — 
Tarn.  I  will  not  hear  her  fpeak  ;  away  with  her. 
La-u.  Sweet  lords,  intreat.her  hear  me  but  a  word'., 
Bern.  Liflen,  fair  madam  :  Let  it  be  your  glory. 

To  fee  her  tears  ;  but  be  your  heart  to  them, 

As  unrelenting  ilint  to  drops  of  rain. 

La^ .  When  did  the  ty  ger 's  y  eung  ones  teach  the  dam  ? 

Q,  do  not  teach  her  wrath;  ilie  taught  it  thee  : 

The  milk,  thou  fuck'd  from  her,  did  turn  to  marble; 

Even  at  the  teat  thou  hadft  thy  tyranny.— 

Yet  every  mother  breeds  not  fons  alike; 

Bo  thou  entreat  her  fuew  a  woman  pity.     \To.  Chiron, 
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Chi,  V/hAt !  v/ouid*ft  thou  hav^e  me  prove  myfelfa 

baftarcl.  ? 

Lav,  'lis  true  the  raven  doth  not  hatch  a  lark  : 
Yet  h  ive  I  heard,  (O  could  \  find  it  now!) 
The  lion,  mov'd  v/ith  pity,  did  endure 
To  have  his  princely  paws  par'd  all  away. 
Som2  fay,  that  ravens  fofter  forlorn  children, 
The  whilfl:  their  own  birds  famiQi  in  their  neih: 
O,  be  to  me,  though  thy  hard  heart  fay  no, 
Nothing  fo  kind,  but  foniething  pitiful  ! 

Ta7n.  1  know  not  what  ic  means  ;  away  with  her. 

Lav.  O,  let  me  teach  thee  :  for  my  father's  fake. 
That  gave  thee  life,  when  well  he  might  have  flain- 
thee, 

Be  not  obdurate,  open  thy  deaf  ears. 

Tarn.  Hadil  thou  in  perfon  ne'er  oltended  me,. 
Even  for  his  fake  am  I  now  pitilefs  : — 
Remember,  boy?^,  Ipour'd  forth  tears  in  vain. 
To  faveyour  brother  from  the  facrince  ; 
Bat  fierce  Andronicus  v/oiild  not  relent  : 
Therefore  aw^ay  with  her,  ufe  her  as  you;  will ; 
The  worfe  to  her,  the  better  lov'd  of  me. 

La^.  O  Famora,  be  call'd  a  gentle  queen. 
And  with  thine  own  hands  kill  me  in  this  place : 
for  'tis  not  life,  that  I  have  begg'd  fo  long  5 
poor  1  wa3  Hain,  when  Baffianus  dy'd, 

2am.  What  begg'ft  thou  then  r  fond  woman,  let 
me  go. 

La'v,  'Tis  prefcnt  death  I  beg;  and  one  thing  more.,. 
That  womanhood  denies  my.  tongue  to  tell : 
Oj,  keep  me  from  their  worfe  than  killing  Iml, 
And  tumble  me  into  fome  loathfome  pit  ; 
Vv  jicre  never  jnan's  eye  may  behold  my  body  : 
Eo  tliis,  and  be  a  ch^iritable-murderer. 

Warn.,  So  fhould  I  rob  my  fvveet  fons  of  their  fee  : 
No,  let  them  iktisfy  their- iuft  on  thee. 

Dcm.  Away  ;  for.- thou  haft  liaid  us  here  too  long, 

hav.  No  grace?  no  womanhood.^  Ahbeaftly  cjea- 
ture  1 

The  blot  raid  enemy  to  our  general  name  ! 


Coufuri''n  fail  

C/n.  Nay,  then  I'll  flop'  your  mouth,— Bi-ing^  thou- 
her  htifband  ;  \Draggi?7g  cff  La-viniun 

This  is  the  hole  where  Aaroa  bid  us  hide  hira» 

2am,  Farewell,  my  fons :  fee,  that  you  make  her. 
fiM'e  : 

Ne'er  let  my  heart  know  merry  cheer' indeed, 

^Till  all  the  Andronicibe  made  away. 

Now  will  I  hence  to  feek  my  lovely  Moor, 

And  let  my  fpleenful  fons  this  trull  deilow'r.  \Ex':t^ 

S    C    E    N    E  l\r. 
Enter'  Aaron ^  <ujitl)  ^uintus  and  Marc-us, 
Aar,  Come  on,  my  lords ;  the  better  foot  before:' 
Straight  will  I  bring  you  to  the  loathfome  pit. 
Where  I  efpied  the  panther  fafl:  afleep. 

Ouln.  My  fig^n  is  very,  dull,  v/hate'er  it  bodes". 
Mar.  And  mine,  I  promife  you;  wer't  not  for  iliame, 
Weil  could  I  leave  our  fport  to  fleep  a  v,^hile. 

[  Marcus  fall:  into  the  pit^ 
^in.  What,  art  thou  fallen  ?  What  fub tie  hole  is 
this, 

Whofe  mouth  is  covered  with  rude-growing  briars  a 
Upon  whofe  leaves  are  drops  of  new  fhed  blood. 
As  frefh  as  morning's  dew  diftill'd  on  flowers  ? 
A  very  fatal  place  it  feems  to  me  ; — 
Speak,  brother,  hail  thou. hurt  thee  with  the  fall  ?■ 

Mar,  O  brother,  with  the  difmalleil  objed 
That  ever  eye,  with  fight,  made  heart  lament. 

Aar.  [Ajic/e,^  Now  will  1  fetch  the  king  to  find 
themdierc; 
That  he  thereby  may  have  a  likely  guefs, 
How  thefe  v/ers  they  ,  that. made  away  his  brother 

[Exit  Aaron, 

Mar.  Why  doft  not  comfort  me,  and  help  m.e  out 
From  this  unhallowed  and  blood-ftained  hole  ? 

Quiji.  Lam  furprizediwithan  uncouth  fear  : 
A  chilling  f A^eat  o'er-runs  ray  trembling  joints 
Mine  heart  fufpeits^  more  than  mine  eve  can  fee. 
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Mai\  To  prove  thou  hafl  a  true-divinino^  hea.  t, 
Aaron  and  thou  look  down  into  this  den. 
And  Tee  a  fearful  fight  of  blood  and  death. 

!^in,  Aaron  is  gone  ;  and  my  coiTipalTionate  heai.t 
Will  not  permit  my.  eyes  once  to  behold 
The  thing,  whereat  it  trembles  by  furmifej 
O,  tell  me  how  it  is  ;  for  ne'er  'till  now 
Was  I  a  child,  to  fear  I  knov/  not  what. 

Mar,  Loi  d  Baflianus  lies  embrewed  here. 
All  on  a  heap,  like  to  a  Hiughter'd.  lamb, 
JLii  this  dete lied,  dark,  blood-drinking  pit. 

^in.  If  it  be  dark,  how  doH  thou  know  'tis  he 

Mar.  Upon  his  bloody  finger  he  doth  wear 
A  precious  ring,  that  lightens  all  the  hole. 
Which,  like  a  taper  in  fome  monument. 
Doth  fhine  upon  the  dead  man's  earthly  cheeks. 
And  fhev's  the  ragged  entrails  of  this  pic  : 
So  pale  did  fhine  the  moon  onPyramus, 
When  he  by  night  lay  bath'd  in  maiden  blood. 

0  brother,  help  me  ^vith  thy  fainting  hand,— • 
If  fear  hath  made  thee  faint,  as  me  it  hath. 
Out  of  this  fell  devouring  receptacle. 

As  jiatefal  as  Cocytus'  miHy  mouth. 

^uin.  Reach  me  thy  hand,  chat  I  may  help  thee  cut  3. 
Or,  wanting  ftrength  to  do  theefo  much  good, 

1  may  be  piuck'd  into  the  fwallowing  womb 
Of  this  deep  pit,  poor  BalTianus'  grave. 

I  have  no  llrength  to  pluck  thee  to  the  brink. 

Mar,  And  I  no  ftrength  to  climb  without  thy  lielp. 

^i/i.  Thy  hand  once  more ;  I  will  not  lofe  again, 
'Till  thou  art  here  aloft,  or  1  below  : 
Thou  canii  not  come  to  me,  I  come  to  thee.    [Fells  in. 
Enter  the  Emperor,  and  Aaron, 

Sat,  Along  with  me  : — I'll  fee  what  hole  is  here. 
And  what  he  is,  that  now  is  leap'd  into  it. — 
Say,  wha  art  thou,  that  lately  didil  defcend 
Into  this  gaping  hollow  of  the  eartii  ? 

Mar.  I^he  unhappy  fon  of  old  Andronlcus  j 
Brought  hither  in  a  moll:  unlucky  hour. 
To  find  thy  brother  BaiuaniJS  dead^ 
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Sat,  My  brother  dead  ?  I  know,  thou  doft  but  jell  - 
He  and  his  lady  both  are  at  the  lodge. 
Upon  the  north  fide  of  this  pleafant  chafe  ; 
'Tis  not  an  hour  fmce  1  left  him  there. 

Mar,  We  know  not  where  you  left  him  all  alive. 
But,  out  alas!  here  have  we  found  him  dead. 
Enter  Tamer  ay  ^uoith  Attendants  ;  Andronicus,  and  Lucius^ 

7am,  Where  is  my  lord,  the  king? 

S^at,  Here,  Tamora  ;  though  griev'd  with  killing 
grief. 

7''am,  \Vhere  is  thy  brother  BaiTianus  ? 
Sat.  Now  to  the  bottom  doft  thou  fearch  my  wound; 
Poor  Eaffianus  here  lies  murdered. 

Tarn.  Then  all  too  late  I  bring  this  fatal  writ^ 
The  complot  of  this  timelefs  tragedy  : 
And  wcnder  greatly,  that  man*s  f.ice  can  fold 
In  pleafmg  fmiles  fuch  murderous  tyranny. 

[  She  giueth  Saturninus  a  lettet\ 
Saturni?ius  reads  the  letter. 
An  if  we  mifsto  meet  him  handfomely, — 
**  Sweet  hu.itfnan — BalTianus  'tis,  we  mean, — 
Do  thou  fo  much  as  dig  the  grave  tor  him ; 
I'hou  know'il:  our  meaning :  Look  for  thy  reward 
Am.ong  the  nettles  at  the  elder  tree. 
Which  over-fnades  the  moiith  of  that  fame  pit. 
Where  we  decreed  to  bury  BalTianus. 
Do  this,  and  purchafe  us  thy  lailing  friends." 
O  Tamora  !  was  ever  heard  the  like  ? 
This  is  the  pit,  and  this  the  elder  tree  : 
Look,  firs,  if  you  can  find  thehuntfman  out. 
That  fhould  have  murder'd  Bviillanus  here. 

Jar.  My  gracious  lord,  here  is  the  bag  of  gold. 

[  She^zving 

Sat.  Two  of  thy  whelps,  fell  curs  of  bloody  kind. 
Have  here  bereft  my  brother  of  his  life  :~  [2h  Titus^ 
Sirs,  drag  them  from  the  pit  unto  the  prifoa  ; 
There  let  them  bide,  until  we  have  devisM 
Some  never-heard-of  torturing  pain  for  them. 

lain.  What,  are  they  in  this  pit  ?  O  v/ond'rous  thing  I 
How  eafily  murder  is  difcovered  I 
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Tit,  High  emperor,  upon  my  feeble  knee 
I  beg  this  boon,  witk  tears  not  lightly  flieJ, 
That  this  fell  f<tult  of  mine  accurfed  fons, 
Accurfed.  if  the  fault  be  prov'd  in-  them — 

Sat.  If  it  he- prov  'd  !  you  fee  it  ir,  apparent. — - 
Who  found  this  letter  ?  Tamora,  was  it  you  ? 

Tarn.  Andronicus  himfelf  did  take  it  up. 

lit,  1  did,  my  lord  :  yet  let  me  be  their  bail : 
For  by  my  father's  reverend  tomb,  I  vow. 
They  Oiall  be  ready  at  your  highnefs'  will. 
To  anfwer  their  fufpicion  with  their  lives. 

Sat,  Thou  lhalt  not  bail  them:  fee,  thou  follow  me. 
Some  bring  the  murdered  body,  fome  the  murderers*. 
Let  them  not  fpeak  a  word,  the  guilt  is  plain  ; 
For,  by  my  foul,  were  there  worfe  end  than  death. 
That  end  upon  them  Ihould  be  executed. 

Tarn.  Andronicus,  I  will  entreat  the  king  ; 
Fear  not  thy  fons,  they  Hiall  do  well  enough. 

2]t.   Come,  Lucius^   come;   flay  not  to  talk  with 
il:em.  \_Exeu7tt  Server  ally, 

SCENE  V. 
Er.ier  Demetrius  and  Chiron^  ^jith  La^vinla,   ra'dijh'^d  j 
her  kandi  cut  off',  and  her  tongue  cut  cut, 
Dem.  So,  now  go  tell,  an  if  thy  tongue  can  fpeak, 
Vvlio  'twas  that  cut  thy  tongue,  and  raviili'd  thee. 

Chi.  Write  down  thy  mind,  bewray  thy  meaning fo ; 
And,  if  thy  ilumps  will  let  thee,  play  the  feribe. 
Dem.  See  how  with  figns  and  tokens  fhe  can  fcrowl. 
Chi,  Go  home,  call  for  fweet  water,  v/afh  thy  hands. 
Dem.  She  has  no  tongue  to  call,  nor  hand  to  wafh  ; 
And  fo  let's  leave  her  to  her  filent  walks. 

Chi,  An  'tv/ere  my  cafe,  I  fliould  go  hang  myfelf. 
Dsm.  If  thou  hadil  hands  to  help  thee  knit  the  cord. 

[^Excunt  Demetrius  and  Chiro.f, 
Enter  Marcus  to  La^vinia. 
Mar,  Who's  this,-my  niece,  that  flies  away  fo  fall  5 
Coufm,  a  word  ;  Where  is  your  hulband  ? 
If  I  do  dream,  '  would  all  my  wealth  would  wake  me  I 
If  I  do  wake>  fome  planet  (trike  me  down>» 


TITUS  ANDRONICUS. 


107 


'That  I  may  flamber  in  eternal  fieep  !— 

Speak,  gentle  niece,  what  ftern  ungentle  hands 

Have  lopp'd,  and  hew'd,  and  made  thy  body  bare 

Of  her  two  branches ;  thofe  fweet  ornaments, 

Whofe  circling  fliadows  kings  have  Taught  to  fleepin;^ 

And  might  not  gain  fo  great  a  happinefs. 

As  half  thy  love  ?  Why  doft  not  fpeak  to  me  ? — — 

Alas,  a  crimfon  river  of  warm  blood, 

Like  to  a  bubbling  fountain  fiir'd  with  wind. 

Doth  rife  and  fall  between  thy  rofed  lips. 

Coming  and  going  with  thy  honey  breath. 

But  fure  fome  Tereus  hath  deflower'd  thee ; 

And,  left  thou  fhould^ft  dete£l  him,  cut  thy  tongue^ 

Ah,  now  thou  turn'll  away  thy  face  for  fhame  ! 

And,  notwithftanding  all  this  lofs  of  blood,  

As  from  a  conduit  with  their  iffuing  fpouts, — 

Yet  do  thy  cheeks  look  red  as  Titan's  face, 

Blufhing  to  be  encounter'd  with  a  cloud. 

Shall  I  fpeak  for  thee  ;  (hall  I  fay,  'tis  fo  ? 

O,  that  1  knew  thy  heart ;  and  knew  the  beait^ 

That  J  might  rail  at  him  to  eafe  m.y  mind  ! 

Sorrow  concealed,  like  an  oven  ftoppM, 

Doth  burn  the  heart  to  cinders  w^here  it  is. 

Fair  Philomela,  Ihe  biat  loft  her  tongue. 

And  in  a  tedious  fampler  few'd  her  mind  : 

But,  lovely  niece,  that  mean  is  cut  from  thee  ; 

A  craftier  Tereus  haft  thou  met  withal. 

And  he  hath  cut  thofe  pretty  fingers  off. 

That  better  could  have  few'd  than  Philomel. 

O,  had  the  monfter  feen  thofe  lily  hands 

'IVemble,  like  afpen  leaves,  upon  a  lute. 

And  make  the  ftlken  ft  rings  delight  to  kifs  them. ; 

He  would  not  then  have  touch'd  them  for  his  life. 

Or,  had  he  heard  the  heavenly  harmony. 

Which  that  fweet  tongue  hath  made  ; 

He  w^culd  have  dropp'd  his  knife,  and  fell  afleep 

As  Cerberus  at  the  Thracian  poet's  feet. 

Come,  let  us  go,  and  make  thy  father  blind ; 

For  fuch  a  fight  will  blind  a  father's  eye  : 

One  hour's  ftorm  will  drown  the  fragrant  m^eads : 
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What  will  whole  months  of  tears  thy  father's  eyes  ? 
Do  not  draw  back,  for  we  will  mourn  with  thee  : 
could  our  mourning  eafe  thy  mifery !  {Excimt. 


•    ■  II  I  Hill  ill  I  Bill  I  

ACT    m.       SCENE  I. 

A  Street  in  Rome. 

Enter  the  fudges  and  Senators,  mjith  Marcus  and  ^intus 
hound y  pajpng  cn  the  Jiage  to  the  place  of  execution,  and 
Titus  going  before y  pleading. 

Tit.  T_T  EAR  me,  grave  fathers !  noble  tribunes, 

XT      .  ftay! 
For  pity, <Tf  mine  age,  whofe  youth  was  fpent 
In  dangerous  wars,  whilfi  you  fecurelv  fiept ; 
For  all  my  blood  in  Rome's  great  quarrel  fhed  ; 
For  all  the  frofty  nights  that  1  have  v/atch'd  ; 
And  for  thefe  bitter  tears,  which  you  now  fee 
Filling  the  aged  v^^rinkles  in  my  cheeks  : 
Be  pitiful  to  my  condemned  fons, 
Whofe  fouls  are  not  corrupted  as  'tis  thought ! 
For  V<s  o  and  twenty  fons  I  never  wept, 
Becaufe  they  died  in  honour's  lofty  bed. 

^Andronicus  lieth  doivn,  and  the  Judges  pafs  hy  him. 
For  thefe,  thefe,  tribune?,  in  the  dull  I  write 
My  heart's  deep  langour,  and  my  foul's  fad  tears. 
Let  my  tears  fiaunch  the  earth's  dry  appetite ; 
My  fon's  fweet  blood  will  make  it  ftiame  and  blulh. 
OearthI  I  will  befriend  thee  more  with  rain,  [^Exeunt. 
That  fhall  diHill  fr()m  thefe  two  ancient  urns. 
Than  youthful  April  lhall  Vv'ith  all  his  flowers : 
In  fummer's  drought,  I'll  drop  upon  tliee  ftill ; 
In  winter  with  warm  tears  I'll  melt  the  fnow. 
And  keep  eternal  fpring-time  on  thy  face. 
So  thou  refufeto  drink  my  dear  fon's  blood. 

Enter  Lucius,  <with  his  fwcrd  dra^n, 
O  reverend  tribunes !  gemle  aged  men  ! 


Ad  llL 


TITUS  ANDRONICUS. 


Unbind  my  fons,  reverfe  the  doom  of  death ; 
And  let  me  fay,  that  never  wept  before. 
My  tears  are  now  pr^e vailing  orators. 

Luc,  O,  noble  father,  you  lament  in  vain  | 
The  tribunes  hear  you  not,  no  man  is  by. 
And  you  recount  your  forrows  to  a  ftone. 

Tit,  Ah,  Lucius,  for  thy  brothers  let  me  plead : 
Grave  tribunes,  once  more  I  entreat  of  you. 

Luc,  My  gracious  lord,  no  tribune  hears  you  fpeak. 

Tit,  Why,  'tis  no  matter,  man :  if  they  did  hear. 
They  would  not  mark  me  ;  or,  if  they  did  mark. 
All  bootlefs  unto  them,  they  would  not  pity  me. 
Therefore  I  tell  my  forrows  to  the  Hones ; 
Who,  though  they  cannot  anfwer  my  diftrefs. 
Yet  in  fome  fort  they're  better  than  the  tribunes^, 
For  that  they  will  not  intercept  my  tale : 
When  I  do  weep,  they  humbly  at  my  feet. 
Receive  my  tears,  and  feem  to  weep  with  me ; 
And,  were  they  but  attired  in  grave  weeds, 
Rome  -could  afford  no  tribune  like  to  thefe. 
A  ftone  is  foft  as  wax,  tribunes  more  hard  than  ftones ; 
A  ftone  is  filent,  and  offendeth  not ; 
And  tribunes  with  their  tongues  doom  men  to  death* 
But  wherefore  ftand'ft  thou  with  thy  weapon  draWn  ? 

Luc,  To  refcue  my  two  brothers  from  their  death : 
For  which  attempt,  the  judges  have  pronounc'd 
My  everlafting  doom  of  banifhment. 

Tit,  O  happy  man !  they  have  befriended  thee. 
Why,  fooiifh  Lucius,  doft  thou  not  perceive. 
That  Rome  is  but -a  wildernefs  of  tygers  ? 
Tygers  muft  prey :  and  Rome  affords  no  prey. 
But  me  and  mine  :  How  happy  art  thou  then. 
From  thefe  devourers  to  be  baniflied  ? 
But  who  comes  with  our  brother  Marcus  here  ? 

Enter  Marcus  and  Lauiriia, 

Mar,  Titus,  prepare  thy  noble  eyes  to  weep  ; 
Or,  if  not  fo,  tny  noble  heart  to  break  ; 
I  bring  confuming  forrow  to  thine  age. 

lit.  Will  it  confume  me  ?  let  me  fee  it  then. 

Mar,  This  was  thy  daughter. 

Vol  vn.  K 
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Tit.  Why,  Marcus,  fo  Ihe  is. 

Luc,  Ah  me  !  this  objed  kills  me  ! 

2//.  Faint-hearted  boy, arife,  and  look  upon  her: — 
Speak,  my  Lavinia,  what  accurfed  hand 
Hath  made  thee  handlefs  in  thy  father's  fight  ? 
What  fool  hath  added  water  to  the  fea  ? 
Or  brought  a  faggot  to  bright-burning  Troy  ? 
My  grief  was  at  the  height  before  thou  cam'fl. 
And  now,  like  Nilus,  it  difdaineth  bounds. — 
Give  me  a  fword,  I'll  chop  off  m.y  hands  too  ; 
For  they  have  fought  for  Rome,  and  all  in  vain  ; 
And  they  have  nurs'd  this  woe,  in  feeding  life  ; 
In  bootlefs  prayer  have  they  been  held  up. 
And  they  have  ferv'd  me  to  efFedlefs  ufe  : 
Now,  all  the  fervice  I  require  of  them 
Is,  that  the  one  will  help  to  cut  the  other. — 
^Tis  well,  Lavinia,  that  thou  hail  no  hands ; 
For  hands,  to  do  Rome  fervice,  are  but  vain. 

Luc.  Speak,  gentle  filler,  who  hath  martyr'd  thee 

Mar.  O,  that  delightful  engine  of  her  thoughts. 
That  blab'd  them  with  fuch  pieafmg  eloquence. 
Is  torn  fi'om  forth  that  pretty  hollow  cage ; 
Where  like  a  fweet  melodious  bird  it  fung: 
Sweet  vary'd  notes,  enchanting  every  ear  I 

Luc.  O,  fay  thou  for  her,  who  hath  done  this  deed 

?/Lar.  O,  thus  I  found  her,  ftraying  in  the  park. 
Seeking  to  hide  herfelf ;  as  doth  the  deer. 
That  hath  receiv'd  fome  unrecuring  wound. 

7}>.  It  was  my  deer ;  and  he,  that  wounded  her. 
Hath  hurt  m.emore,  than  had  he  kill'd  me  dead  : 
For  now  I  Hand  as  one  upon  a  rock. 
Environed  with  a  wildernefs  of  fea ; 
Who  marks  the  waxing  tide  grow  wave  by  wave, 
Expedbing  ever  when  fome  envious  furge 
Will  in  his  brinifh  bow^els  fwallow  him. 
This  way  to  death  my  wretched  Tons  are  gone ; 
Here  Hands  my  other  fon,  a  banifli'd  man  ; 
And  here  my  brother,  weeping  at  my  woes : 
Eut  that,  which  gives  my  foul  the  greateft  fpurn, 
Js  dear  Lavinia,  dearer  than  my  foul.  
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Had  I  but  feen  thy  picture  in  this  plight. 

It  would  have  madded  me  ;  V/hat  fhall  I  do,. 

Now  I  behold  thy  lovely  body  fo  ? 

Thou  hafl:  no  hands,  to  wipe  away  thy  tears  ; 

Nor  tongue^  to  tell  me  ^^'ho  hath  martyr'd  thee  :  ■ 

Thy  huiband  he  is  dead  ;  and,  for  his  death. 

Thy  brothers  are  condemn'd,  and  dead  by  this  :  • 

Look,  Marcus!  ah,  fon  Lucius,  look  on  her! 
V/hen  I  did  name  her  brothers,  then  freih  tears 
Stood  on  her  cheeks ;  as  doth  the  honey  dew 
Upon  a  gather'd  Illy  almoU  wither'd. 
^?dar.  Perchance,  fee  Vv^eeps  becaufe  they  kill'd  her 
huiband  : 

Perchan'''e,  becauie  (lie  knovv's  them  innocent. 

If  they  did  kill  her  hafband,  then  be  joyful, 
Becaufe  the  law  hathta'en  revenge  on  them. — 
No,  no,  they  would  not  do  fo  foul  a  deed  ; 

Witnefs  the  forrov/,  that  their  fiHer  makes.  

Gentle  Lavinia,  let  me  kifs  thy  lips  ; 

Or  make  fonie  figns  hbw  I  may  do  thee  eaie. 

Shall  thy  good  uncle,  and  thy  brother  Lucius, 

And  thou,  and  I,  lit  round  about  fome  fountain  ; 

Looking  all  dov/nwards,  to  behold  our  cheeks 

How  they  are  ftaln'd  ;  like  meadows,  yet  not  dry 

With  miry  fiime  left  on  them  by  a  flood  ? 

And  in  the  fountain  fnall  we  gaze  fo  long, 

'Till  the  freili  tafte  be  taken  from  that  clearnefs. 

And  made  a  brine-pit  with  our  bitter  tears  ? 

Or  {hail  we  cut  away  our  hands,  like  thine  ? 

Or  (hall  we  bite  our  tongues,  and  in  dumb  fnew^: 

Pafs  the  remainder  of  our  hateful  days  ? 

What  lhall  we  do  ?  Let  us,  that  have  our  tongues . 

Plot  fome  device  of  further  mifery. 

To  make  us  wonder'd  at  in  time  to  come. 

Luc,  Sweet  father,  ceafe  your  tears;  for,  at  your 
grief. 

See,  how  my  wretched  filler  fobs  and  weeps. 

Mar.  Patience,  dear  niece  : — good  Titus,  dry  thine 
eyes. 

T.it,  Ah,  Marcus,  Marcus !  brother,  well  I  wet:, 
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Thy  napkin  cannot  drink  a  tear  of  mine. 

For  thou  poor  man,  had  drovvn'd  it  Vv  ith  thine  own. 

Luc.  Ah,  my  Lavinia,  I  will  wipe  thy  cheeks. 

Tit.  Mark,  Marcus,  mark  !  I  underftand  her  fignsi 
Had  Ihe  a  tongue  to  fpeak,  now  fhe  v.'ould  fay 
That  to  her  brother  which  I  faid  to  thee  ; 
His  napkin,  with  his  true  tears  all  bewet. 
Can  do  no  fervice  on  her  forrowful  cheeks. 
O,  what  a  fympathy  of  v/oe  is  this  ! 
As  far  Uom  help  as  limbo  is  from  blifs. 

Enter  Aarc7i. 

Aar.  Titus  Andronicus,  mv  lord  the  emperor 
Sends  thee  this  word, — That  if  thou  love  thy  fons> 
Let  Marcus,  Lucius,  or  th)  feif,  old  Titus, 
Or  any  one  of  you,  chop  off  your  hand. 
And  fend  it  to  the  king  :  he  for  the  fame. 
Will  fend  thee  hither  both  thy  fons  alive  ; 
And  that  fhall  be  the  ranfom  for  their  fault. 

Tit  O,  gracious  emperor  !  O  gentle  Aaron  ! 
Did  ever  raven  fing  fo  like  a  lark. 
That  gives  fweet  tidings  of  the  fun's  uprife  ? 
V/ith  all  my  heart,  I'll  fend  the  emperor  my  hand  ; 
Good  Aaron,  wilt  thou  help  to  chop  it  off  ? 

Luc.  Stay,  father  ;  for  that  noble  hand  of  thine. 
That  hath  thrown  down  fo  many  enemies. 
Shall  net  be  fent :  my  hand  will  ferve  the  turn  : 
My  youth  can  better  fpare  my  blood  than  you ; 
And  therefore  mine  fnall  fave  my  brothers'  lives. 

Mar.  Which  of  your  hands  hath  not  defended  Rome, 
And  reai'd  aloft  the  bloody  battle  axe. 
Writing  deRrudlion  cn  the  enemies'  cafile  ? 
O,  none  of  both  but  are  of  high  defert : 
My  hand  hath  been  but  idle  ;  let  it  ferve 
To  ranfom  my  two  nephews  from  their  death  ; 
Then  have  I  kept  it  to  a  v»  ©rthy  end. 

Aar.  Nay,  come,  agree,  whofe  hand  fhall  go  along. 
For  fear  they  die  before  their  pardon  come. 

Mar.  My  hand  fhall  go. 

Luc.  By  heaven,  it  fhall  not  go. 

Tit.  Sirs,  flrive  no  more  ;  fach  wither'd  herbs  as 
tliefe 
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Are  meet  for  plucking  up,  and  therefore  nvine. 

Luc,  Sweet  father,  if  i  (hall  be  thqught  thy  fon. 
Let  me  redeem  my  brothers  both  from  death. 

Mar,  And,  for  our  father's  fake,  and  mothers  care^ 
Now  let  me  fhe\y  a  brother's  love  to  thee. 

Tit,  Agree  between  you ;  I  will  fpare  my  hand. 

Luc.  Then  I'll  go  fetch  an  axe. 

Mar,  Bat  I  will  ufe  the  axe. 

^Exeunt  Lucius  and  Marcus, 

Tit,  Come  hither,  Aaron ;  I'll  deceive  them  both; 
Lend  me  thy  hand,  and  I  will  give  th^e  mine. 

Aar,  If  tliat  be  call'd  deceit,  I  will  be  honeft. 
And  never,  whilll  I  live,  deceive  men  fo  : — 
But  I'll  deceive  you  in  another  fort, 
A.nd  that  you'll  fay,  ere  half  an  hour.pafs.  \^AJide. 

\  He  cuts  off  Titus'* s  band. 
Fi'iter  Lucius  and  Marcus  again. 

Tit,  Now,  fcay  your  ftiife  ;  what  lhall  be,  is  dif- 

patch'd.-  

Good  Aaron,  give  his  raajefty  my  hand: 

Tell  him,  it  was  a  hand  that  warded  him 

From  thoufand  dangers  ;  bid  him  bury  it  ; . 

More  hath  it  merited,  that  let  it  have. 

As  for  my  fons,  fay,  I  account  .of  them 

As  jewels  purchased  at  an  eafy  price  ; 

And  yet  dear  too,  becaufe  I  bought  mine  own. 

Aar,  I  go,  Andronicus :  and  for  thy  hand. 
Look  by  and  by  to  have  thy  fons  with  tiiee  : — 
Their  heads,  I  mean.. — O,  hjow  this  villainy  S^Afidc, 
Doth  fat  me  with  the.vei7  thought  of  iU. 
Let  fools  do  good,  and  fair  men  call  for  grace, 
Aaron  will  have  his  foul  black  like  his  face.  \Exit, 

2}t,  O  hear  1— I  lift  this  one  hand  up  to  heaven. 
And  bow  this  feeble  ruin  to  the  earth ; 
If  any  power  pities  v/retched  tears. 
To  that  I  call. — What,  wilt  thou  kneel  with  me? 

[  To  Lavinia, 

Do  then,  dear  heart;  for  heaven  fliall  hear  our  prayers^ 
Or  with  our  nghs  we'll  breathe  the  welkin  dim. 
And  ftain  the  i\ki  vath  fug,  as  fometime  clouds^ 
K  2 
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When  they  do  hug  him  in  their  melting  bofoms. 

Mar.  O  !  brother,  ipeak  with  poflibilities. 
And  do  not  break  into  thefe  deep  extremes. 

Tit,  Is  not  my  forrow  deep,  having  no  bottom  ? 
Then  be  my  paffions  bottomlefs  with  them. 
Mar,  But  yet  let  reafon  govern  thy  lament. 
Tit,  If  there  were  reafon  for  thefe  miferies. 
Then  into  limits  could  1  bind  my    oes : 
When  heaven  doth  weep,  doth  not  the  earth  o'eri^ow  ? 
If  the  winds  rage,  doth  not  the  fea  wax  mad, 
Threat'ning  the  m  elkin  with  his  big-fwoln  fice? 
And  wilt  thou  have  a  reafon  for  this  coil  ? 
I  am  the  fea ;  hark,  how  her  fighs  do  blow  ! 
She  is  the  weeping  welkin,  I  the  earth : 
Then  mult  my  fea  be  moved  with  her  fighs  ; 
Then  mull:  my  earth  with  her  continual  tears 
Eecom.e  a  deluge,  oveiflow'd  and  drown'd  : 
For  why?  my  bowels  cinnot  hide  her  woes. 
But  like  a  drunkard  muft  I  vomit  tliem. 
Then  give  me  leave  ;  for  lofers  will  have  leave 
To  eafe  their  ftomachs  with  their  bitter  tongues. 
Enter  a  MeJJenger,  bringing  in  t^wo  heads  and  a  hand, 

Me£\  Worthy  Andronicus,  ill  art  thou  repay'd 
For  that  good  hand,  thou  fent'it  the  emperor. 
Here  are  tlie  heads  of  thy  tVv^o  noble  Tons  ; 
And  here^s  thy  hand,  in  fcorn  to  thee  fent  back  ; 
Thy  griefs  their  fports,  thy  refolution  mcck'd  : 
That  woe  is  me  to  think  upon  thy  wees. 
More  than  remembrance  of  my  fither's  death.  [Exit, 

Mar,  Now  let  hot  ^Etna  cool  in  Sicily 
And  be  my  h^art  an  ever-burning  hell  ! 
Thefe  miferies  are  more  than  may  be  borne  ! 
To  weep  with  them  that  weep  doth  eafe  fome  deal. 
But  forrov/  flouted  at  is  double  death. 

Luc,  Ah,  that  this  fight  fnould  make  fodeep  a  wound. 
And  yet  deteited  life  not  flirink  thereat  1 
That  ever  death  Ihould  let  life  bear  his  name. 
Where  life  hath  no  more  intereil  but  to  breathe  ! 

[La^uinia  kijjes  hi?n. 

Mar.  AlaS;  poor  hcart,  that  kifs  is  comfortlefs. 
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As  frozen  water  to  a  llarved  make. 

Tit*  When  will  this  fearful  ilumber  have  an  end  ? 

Mar,  Now,  farewell,  flattery :  Die,  Andronicus ; 
Thoa  doll  not  Ilumber:  fee,  thy  twofons'  heads ; 
Thy  warlike  hand  ;  thy  mangled  daughter  here  ; 
Thy  other  baniili'd  fon,  with  ibis  dear  %ht 
Struck  pale  and  bloodiefs  ;  and  thy  brother,  I, 
Even  like  a  llony  image,  cold  and  numb. 
Ah  !  now  no  more  will  I  controul  thy  griefs : 
Rent  oiF  thy  filver  hair,  the  other  hand 
Gnawing  with  thy  teeth;  and  be  this  difmal  fight 
The  doling  up  of  your  moil  wretched  eyes  ! 
New  is  a  timetoftorm,  why  art  thou  Hill? 
Ttt.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Mar.  Why  doft  thoulaugh  ?  itfits  not  with  this  hour. 

Tit.  Why  I  have  not  another  tear  to  fhed  : 
Befides,  this  forrow  is  an  enemy. 
And  would  ufarp  upon  my  watry  eyes. 
And  make  them  blind  v\  ith  tributary  tears  ; 
Then  which  way  fliall  I  find  revenge's  cave  r 
For  thefe  two  heads  do  feem  to  fpeak  to  me; 
And  threat  me,  I  fhall  never  come  toblifs, 
'Till  ail  thefe  mifchiefs  be  return' d  again. 
Even  in  their  throats  that  have  committed  them* 
Come,  let  me  fee  what  tafk  i  have  to  do. — 
You  heavy  people,  circle  me  about; 
Thai  I  rnay  turn  me  to  each  one  of  you. 
And  fwear  unto  my  foul  to  right  your  wrongs. 
The  vow  is  made.~Come,  brother,  take  a  head; 
And  in  this  hand  the  other  v/ill  I  bear : 
Lavinia,  thou  fnalt  be  employed  in  thefe  things ; 
Bear  thou  mj  hand,  fweet  wench,  between  thy  teeth. 
As  for  thee,  boy,  go  get  thee  from  my  fight; 
Thou  art  an  exile,  and  thou  mull  not  itay  : 
Hie  to  the  Goths,  and  raife  an  army  tliere  ; 
And,  if  you  love  me,  as  1  think  you  do. 
Let's  kifs  and  part,  for  we  have  much  to  do.  \^Exeiint. 
Manet  Lucius, 
Luc,  Eareweil,  Andronicus,  my  noble  father  ; 
The  wofulTc  man  tiiat  ever  liv'd  in  Rome  i 
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Farewell,  proud  Rome  !  'till  Lucius  comes  again. 
He  leaves  his  pledges  dearer  than  his  life. 
Farewell,  Lavinia,  my  noble  filler ; 

'would  thou  wert  as  thou  'tofore  hafi  been  ! 
But  now  nor  Lucius,  nor  Lavinia  lives. 
But  in  oblivion,  and  hateful  griefs. 
If  Lucius  live,  he  v.  ill  requite  your  wrongs ; 
And  make  proud  Saturninus  and  iiis  emprtfs 
Beg  at  the  gates,  like  Tarquin  and  his  queen. 
Nov/  will  1  to  the  Goths,  and  raife  a  power, 
T®  be  reveng'd  on  Rome  and  Saturnine.  \_Exit  Luci.Us 

SCENE  II. 

An  Apartment  in  Titus' s  houfe. 
A  banqztct.     Enter  Ihus,  Marcus,  Lcfjiniay  and.  young 
Lucius  J  a  boy. 
Tit.  So,  fo,  now  fit:  and  look,  you  eat  no  more 
Than  will  prefcrve  juR  fomuch  flrength  in  us 
As  will  revenge  thefe  bitter  woes  of  curs. 
Marcus,  unknit  tliat forrow-wreathen  knot  ; 
Thy  neice  andl,  poor  creati-res,  want  oar  Jiands, 
And  cannot  pafnonate  cur  ten-fold  grief 
With  folded  arms.    This  poor  right  hand  of  mine 
Is  lefc  to  tyrannize  upon  my  breail ; 
And  when  my  heart,  all  mad  with  roifery. 
Beats  in  this  holiov/  prifon  of  my  ficlh. 
Then  thus  I  thump  it  down, — 
Thou  map  of  w  cc>  that  thus  doll  talk  . in  fgnj ! 

\_ro  La"jinia. 

When  thy  poor  heart  beats  with  outrageous  beating, 
'I'hou  can  It  not  llrike  it  thus  to  make  it  ftill. 
Wound  it  v\  ith  fighing,  girl,  kill  it  v,  ith  groans  ; 
Or  get  fome  little  knife  between  thy  teeth. 
And  juft  againfl  thy  heart  make  thou  a  hole ; 
That  all  the  te?.rs  that  thy  poor  e}  es  let  fall, 
'May  run  into  that  fink,  and,  foaking  in. 
Drown  the  lamenting  fool  in  fea-filt  tears. 

Mar,  Fyc,  brother,  fye  !  teach  her  not  thus  to  lay 
Such  violent  hands  upon  her  tender  life. 

Tit.  Ho'vv  now  !  has  forrow  made  chee  dcat  already  ? 
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Why,  Marcus,  ro  man  Ihould  be  mad  but  I. 

What  violent  hands  canihelay  on  her  life  ? 

Ah,  wherefore  doft  thou  urge  the  name  of  hands  ; — 

To  bid  J^ncas  tell  the  tale  twice  o'er. 

How  Troy  was  burnt,  and  he  made  miferable  ? 

O,  handle  not  the  theme,  to  talk  of  hands ; 

Left  we  remember  ftill,  that  we  have  none.— - 

Fye,  fye,  how  franticly  I  fquare  my  talk  ! 

As  if  we  fhould  forget  we  had  no  hands. 

If  Marcus  did  not  name  the  word  of  hands  i-^  

Com.e,  let's  fall  to  ;  and,  gentle  girl,  eat  this  : — 
Here  is  no  drink!  Hark,  Marcus,  what  fhe  fays ; — 

I  can  interpret  all  her  martyr'd  ligns;  

She  fays,  fhe  drinks  no  other  drink  but  tears, 

Brew'd  with  her  forrows,  mefh'd  upon  her  ceeks  :— 

Speechlefs  complainer,  I  will  learn  thy  thought ; 

In  thy  dumb  adlion  will  I  be  as  perfeft. 

As  begging  hermits  in  their  holy  prayers : 

Thou  Oialt  not  figh,  nor  hold  thy  ilumpsto  heaven. 

Nor  wink,  nor  nod,  nor  kneel,  nor  make  a  fign. 

But  I,  ofthefe,  will  w reft  an  alphabet, 

And  by  ftill  pradice,  learn  to  know  the  meaning. 

Boy.  Good  grandfire,  leave  thefe  bitter  deep  laments 
Make  my  aunt  merry  with  fome  pleafing  tale. 

Mar,  Alas,  the  tender  boy,  in  paffion  mov'd. 
Doth  weep  to  fee  his  grandfire's  heavinefs. 

71/.  Peace,  tender  fapling ;  thou  art  made  of  tears. 
And  tears  will  quickly  melt  thy  life  away. 

[Marcus  Jir ikes  the  dijh  ivzth  a  knife* 
What  doft  thou  ftrike  at  Marcus,  with  thy  knife  ? 

Mar,  At  that  that  I  have  kilPd,  my  lord  ;  a  fly. 

Tit,  Out  on  thee,  murderer!  thou  kill'ft  my  heart; 
Mine  eyes  are  cloy'd  with  view  of  tyranny  : 
A  deed  of  death,  done  on  the  innocent. 
Becomes  not  Titus'  brother ;  Get  thee  gone  ; 
1  fee,  thou  art  not  for  my  company. 

Mar.  Alas,  my  lord,  I  have  but  kill'd  a  fly. 

Tit.  But  how,  if  that  fly  had  a  father  and  mother? 
How  would  he  hang  his  flender  gilded  wings. 
And  buz  lamenting  doings  in  the  air  ? 
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Poor  liarmkfs  fly  ! 

That  with  his  pretty  buzzing  melody. 

Came  here  to  make  us  merry  ;  and  thoii  h?il:  kill' J  him. 

Mar.  Farclonme,  fir  ;  it  was  a  black  ill-favourM  Ry^ 
Like  to  the  cmprefs*  Moor ;  therefore  I  kill'd  him. 

71V.  O,  O,  O, 
Then  pardon  me  for  reprehending  thee. 
For  thou  hail  done  a  cliaritable  deed. 
Give  me  thy  knife,  I  w  ill  infult  on  Inm ; 
Flattering  myfelf,  as  if  it  were  the  Moor, 

Come  hither  purpofely  to  poifon  me.  

There's  for  thyfelf,  and  that's  for  Tamora. 

A!i,  firrah  ! — yet  I  think  we  are  not  brought  fo  low, . 

But  that,  between  us,  we  can  kill  a  fly, 

That  comes  in  likenefs  of  a  coal-black  Moor. 

Mar,  Alas,  poor  man!  grief  has  fo  wrought  on  him 
He  takes  falfe  {hadows  for  true  fubilances. 

Tk.  Come,  take  a^^  ay,— Lavinia,  go  with  me  : 
I'll  to  thy  clofet;.  and  go  read  with  thee 

Sad  ilorie.s,  chanced  in  the  times  of  old.  

Come,  boy,  and  go  with  me  ;  thy  fight  is  young, 
And  thou  ilialt  read,  when  mine  begins  to  dazzle. 


 ^-^-.r^>^rag^.^i-gl»MWlM«—   

A  C  T    IV.       SCENE  I. 
Titus'' s  Houfs, 

Enter  ycung  Lucius  y  and  Lavinia  running  after  him  j  and 
the  hoy  fl'ies  from  her,  ^jjilh  his  hooks  under  his  arm. 
Enter  Titus  and  Marcus. 

Err}.  TTELP,   grandfire,  help!  my  aunt  Lavinia 
XJl  Follows  me  every  where,  I  know  not  why : — 
Good  uncle  Marcus,  fee  how  fwift  (he  comes ! 
Alas !  fweet  aunt,  I  know  not  v/ hat  you  mean. 

Mar.  Stand  by  me,  Lucius ;  do  not  fear  thine  aunt. 

Tit.  She  loves  thee,  boy,  too  well  to  do  thee  harn^.. 
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Boy.  Ay,  when  my  fiither  was  in  P^ome,  fhe  did. 

Mar,  What  means  my  niece  Lavinia  by  thefs  iigns  ? 

Tit .  F  ear  he  mo  t ,  L  ucius :  ~  S  0  me  w  h  a  c  do  t  h  ilie  ni  can :  -  - 
SeC;,  Lucius,  fee,  how  much  Hie  makes  of*  thee  : 
Somewhither  wouid  (lie  has^e  thee  go  with  her.  , 
Ah,  boy>  Cornelia  never  with  more  care 
Read  to  her  Tons,  than  fhe  hath  read  to  thee, 
'Sweet  poetry,  and  TuUv's  oratory. 
Canft  thou  n  ^t  guefs  wherefore  (lie  plies  thee  thus, 

Ecy.  My  lord,  I  know  not,  I,  nor  can  i  guefs. 
Unlefs  fome  fit  of  phrenzy  do  poffefs  her  : 
For  I  have  heard  my  grandfire  fay  full  oft, 
.Extremity  of  griefs  v/ould  make  men  mad; 
And  I  have  read,  that  Hecuba  of  Troy 
Ran  mad  through  fbrrow  ;  That  made  me  to  fear ; 
Although,  my  lord,  I  know,  my  noble  aunt 
Loves  me  as  dear  as  e'er  m.y  mother  did. 
And  v/ouid  not,  but  in  fury,  fright  my  youth  ; 
Which  made  me  dov/n  to  throw  my  books,  and  fly  5 
Caufelefs,  perhaps  :  Eut  pardon  me,  fweet  aunt : 
And,  madam,  if  my  uncle  Marcus  go, 
I  will  moH  willingly  attend  your  ladyfliip, 

lijar,  Lucius,  1  will. 

27/.  Hvnv  no  w ,  Lavinia  ?  -  -  Marcus,  v,  hat  means  this  ? 
Some  book  there  is  that  fhe  defircs  to  fee  : 

Which  is  it,  girl,  of  thefe?  Open  them,  boy,  — 

But  thou  art  deeper  read  ,  and  better  fkill'd  ; 
Come,  and  t^ke  c'^.oice  of  all  my  library. 
And  fo  beguile  thy  lorrow,  'till  the  heavens 

-Reveal  the  dainn'd  ccntriver  of  this  deed.-  

Why  lifts  file  up  her  arms  in  fequence  thus  r 

Mar,  1  think,  flie  means,  t>\at  there  v/as  more  than 
one 

Confederate  in  the  faci ; — Ay,  more  there  was  :  

'Or  elfe  to  heaven  Ihe  heav:„\s  them  for  revenge. 

Tit.  Lucius,  what  book  1   • '      '        '  ih  fo  ? 

Boy.  (Jrandfire,  'tis  Ovid"  ..afis; 
My  mother  gav^e  it  me. 

Mar.  Tor  love  of  her  that's  gone. 
Perhaps  fhe  ciili'd  it  from  amoiig  the  xciu 
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Tit,  Soft !  foft,  how  bufily  fhe  turns  the  leaves  ! 
Help  her :  What  would  (he  find  ?  Lavinia,  fhall  I  read? 
This  is  the  tragic  tale  of  Philomel, 
And  treats  of  Tereus'  treafon,  and  his  rape; 
And  rape,  I  fear,  was  root  of  thine  annoy. 

Mar,  See,  brother,  fee ;  note  how  fhe  quotes  the 
leaves. 

Tit,  Lavinia,  wer't  thou  thus  furpriz'd,  fweet  girl^ 
Ravilh'd,  and  wrong'd,  as  Philomela  w  as, 
Forc'd  in  the  ruthlefs,  valt,  and  gloomy  woods  ? 
See,  See!  

Ay,  fuch  a  place  there  is,  where  we  did  hunt, 
(O,  had  we  never,  never,  hunted  there!) 
Patterned  by  that  the  poet  here  defcribes, 
Ey  nature  made  for  murders,  and  for  rapes. 

Mar,  O,  why  fhould  nature  build  fo  foul  a  den, 
Unlefs  the  gods  delight  in  tragedies ! 

Tit,  Give  figns,  iweet  girl, — for  here  are  none  but 

friends,  

What  Roman  lord  it  was  durft  do  the  deed  : 
Or  flunk  not  Saturnine,  as  Tarquin  erfl. 
That  left  the  camp  to  fin  in  Lucrece'  bed  ? 

Mar.  Sit  down,  fweet  niece ; — brother,  fit  down  by 
me. 

Apollo,  Pallas,  Jove,  or  Mercury, 

Infpire  me,  that  I  may  this  treafon  find  !  

My  lord,  look  here  — look  here,  Lavinia : 

\^He  ^writes  his  name  tvith  his  flaff,  and  guides 
it  ^i,vith  his  feet  and  mouth. 
This  fandy  plot  is  plain  ;  guide,  if  thoucan'fl. 
This  after  me,  when  I  have  writ  my  name 
Without  the  help  of  any  hand  at  all. 

Curs'd  be  that  heart,  that  forc'd  us  to  this  fliift!  

Write  thou,  good  niece ;  and  here  difplay  at  laft. 
What  God  will  have  dilcover'd  for  revenge  : 
Heaven  f,uide  thy  pen  to  print  thy  icrrows  plain. 
That  we  may  know  the  traitors,  and  the  truth  ! 

\_^he  takes  the  fta^'  in  her  month,  and  guides  it 
<ivith  her  ftumpSy  and  twites. 
Tit.  Op  do  jou  read,  my  lord,  "wiiat  flie  hath  writ 
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S tut  rum — Chiron — Demetrius. 

Mar.  What,  what '.—the  luftful  fens  of  Tarnora 
Performers  of  this  hateful,  bloody  deed  ? 

Tit.  Magne  Dominator  Pcli, 

l^am  lentus  audis  feeler  a  ?  tarn  lent  us  'vides  ? 

Mar.  O,  calm  thee,  gentle  lord  !  although  I  know. 
There  is  enough  written  upon  this  earth. 
To  llir  a  mutiny  in  the  mildeft  thoughts. 
And  arm  the  minds  of  infants  to  exclaims. 
My  lord,  kneel  down  v.  ith  me ;  Lavinia,  kneel; 
And  kRcel,  fweet  boj,  the  Roman  Heeler's  hope; 
And  fvvear  with  m.e,— as  with  the  woeful  feere. 
And  father,  of  that  chafte  diilionour'd  dame. 
Lord  Junius  Brutus  fware  for  Lucrece'  rape,— 
That  we  will  profecute  by  good  advice. 
Mortal  revenge  upon  thefe  traiterous  Goths, 
And  fee  their  blood,  or  die  ^  ith  this  reproach. 

Tit.  'Tis  fure  enough,  an  you  know  how. 
But  if  you  hurt  thefe  bear- whelps,  then  beware : 
The  dam  will  wake  ;  and,  if  flie  wind  you  once. 
She's  with  the  lion  deeply  ftill  in  league. 
And  lulls  him  while  fhe  playeth  on  her  back. 
And,  when  he  deeps,  will  llie  do  what  flie  liil. 
You're  a  young  huntfman,  Marcus ;  let  it  alone  ; 
And,  come,  i  will  go  get  a  leaf  of  brafs. 
And  with  a  gad  of  ftecl  will  write  thefe  words. 
And  lay  it  by  :  the  angry  northern  wind 
V/ill  blow  thefe  fands,  like  Sybil's  leaves,  abroad. 
And  where's  your  lefTon  then — Boy,  what  fay  you  ? 

Boy.  I  fay,  my  lord,  that  if!  were  a  man. 
Their  mother's  bed-chamber  fliould  not  be  fafe 
For  thefe  bad  bond-men  to  the  yoke  of  Rome. 

Mar.  Ay,  that's  m.y  boy,  thy  father  hath  full  oft 
For  this  ungrateful  country  done  the  iiice. 

Boy.  And,  uncle,  ib  will  I,  an  if  1  live. 

Tit.  Come,  go  with  me  into  my  armoury; 
Lucius,  rii  iit  thee;  and  withal,  my  boy 
Shall  carry  from  me  to  the  emprefs'  fons 
Prefents,  that  i  intend  to  fend  them  both  : 
Come,  come  ;  thou'lt  do  my  melTaee,  wilt  thou  not  I 

Vol.  Vil.  L 
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Boy.  Ay,  whh  my  dagger  in  their  bofom,  grandfire. 
7V>.  No,  no,  boy,  not  fo ;  Til  teach  thee  another 
courfe. 

Lavinla,  come  : — Marcus,  look  to  my  hoafe  ; 

Lucius  and  PIl  go  brave  it  at  the  court ; 

Ay,  marry,  wiil  we,  fir ;  and  we'll  be  waited  on. 

[Exeunt. 

Mar,  O  heavens,  can  you  hear  a  good  man  groan. 
And  not  relent,  or  not  compaffionate  him  ? 
Marcus,  attend  him  in  his  ecftacy  : 
That  hath  more  fears  of  forrow  in  his  heart. 
Than  foe-men's  marks  upon  his  batter'd  fhield  : 
But  yet  fo  juft,  that  he  v.  ill  not  revenge  : — 
Revenge  the  heavens  for  old  Andronicus !  \ExU, 

SCENE  II. 

Ckan2:es  to  the  Palace, 
Enter  Aaron,  Chiron,  and  Demetrius,  at  one  door :  and 

at  another  door,  )cung  Lucius  and  another,  'zvith  a 

bundle  of  i^veapons,  and  ^uerfes  "writ  upon  them, 

Chi,  Demetrius,  here's  the  fon  of  Lucius ; 
He  hoih  fome  mefTage  to  deliver  to  us. 

Aar,  Ay,  fome  mad  mciTage  from  his  mad  grandfather. 

Boy,  My  lords  with  all  the  humblenefs  I  may, 
I  greet  your  honours  from  Andronicus : — 
And  pray  the  Roman  gods,  confound  you  both.  [^AJlde, 

Dem,  Gramercy,  lovely  Lucius :  What's  the  news? 

Boy.  That  you  are  both  decypher'd,  that's  the  news, 
"For  villains  mark'd  with  rape.  [_Afide.'\  May  it  pleafe 
you. 

My  grandfire,  well  ad^is'd,  hath  fent  by  me 

The  goodliell  weapons  of  his  armoury. 

To  gratify  your  honoui*able  youth. 

The  hope  of  Rome  ;  for  fo  he  bid  me  fay  ; 

And  fo  I  do,  and  with  his  gifts  prefent 

Your  lordlhips,  that  whenever  you  have  need. 

You  may  be  armed  and  appointed  well : 

And  fo  I  leave  you  both,  [Ajide.'\  like  bloody  villain?. 

[Exit. 

Vem*  What's  here?  A  fcroll :  and  written  round 
about  ? 
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Let's  fee ; 

Integer  "vitt^ey  feeler  if  que  pur  us, 
Non  eget  Mauri  jaculis  nec  arcu  : 

Chi.  O,  'tis  a  verfe  in  Horace ;  I  know  it  well : 
I  read  it  in  the  grammar  long  ago. 

Aar,  Ay^  jufl ; — a  verfe  in  Horace ;  right,  you 

hai^e  it. 

Nov/,  \^  hat  a  thing  it  is  to  be  in  afs ! 
Here's  no  fond  jeft ;  the  old  man  hath 

found  their  guilt ; 
And  fends  the  weapons  wrapp'd  about 

with  lines  v  {AJtde, 

That  wound,  beyond  their  feeling,  to  the  ' 

quick. 

But  were  our  witty  emprefs  well  a-foot. 

She  would  applaud  Andronicus'  conceit 

But  let  her  reft  in  her  unreil  a- while. —  - 

And  now,  young  lords,  was't  not  a  happy  ftar 

Led  us  to  Rome,  ftrangers,  and,  more  than  fo. 

Captives,  to  be  advanced  to  this  height  ? 

It  did  me  good,  before  the  palace  gate 

To  brave  the  tribune  in  his  brother's  hearing. 

Dem.  But  me  more  good,  to  fee  fo  great  a  lord, 
Bafeiy  infmuate,  and  fend  us  gifts. 

Aar.  Had  he  not  reafon,  lord  Demetrius  ? 
Did  you  not  ufe  his  daughter  very  friendly  ? 

Dem.  1  would,  we  had  a  thoufand  Roman  dames 
At  fuch  a  bay,  by  turn  to  ferve  our  lull. 

Chi.  A  charitable  wifh,  and  full  of  love. 

Aar.  Here  lacketh  but  your  mother  to  fay.  Amen. 

Chi.  ArA  that  w  ould  (he  for  twenty  thoufand  more* 

Dem.  Come,  let  us  go  ;  and  pray  to  all  the  gods 
For  cur  beloved  mother  in  her  pains. 

Aar.  Pray  to  the  devils  ;  the  gods  have  given  us 
o'er^  {_Afide.  Flourijb. 

Dem.  Why  do  the  emperor's  trumpets  flourilh  thus? 

Chi.  Belike,  for  joy  the  emperor  hath  a  fon, 

Dem.  Soft ;  who  com.es  here  ? 

Enter  Nurfe,  ^jjith  a  Black- a  moor  Child. 

Nurfc.  Good-morrov/  lords ; 
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O  tell  me,  did  you  fee  Aaron  the  Moor  ? 

Aar,  Well,  more  or  lels,  or  ne'er  a  whit  at  all. 
Here  Aaron  is ;  and  what  with  Aaron  now  ? 

AW.  O  gentle  Aaron,  we  are  all  undone  ! 
Now  help,  or  ^voe  betide  thee  evermore  ! 

Jlar.  \¥hy,  what  a  caterwauling  doll  thou  keep? 
What  doft  thou  wrap  and  fumble  in  thine  arms  ? 

Nitr,  O,  that  which  I  would  hide  from  heaven's  eye. 
Our  emprefs*  fhame,  and  ftately  Rome's  difgrace  ; — 
She  is  deliverM,  lords,  fhe  is  d^liver'd. 

Aar,  To  whom  ? 

Nur.  I  mean,  fhe  is  brought  to  bed. 
Aar,  Well,  God 
Give  her  good  reft  !  What  hath  he  fent  her  ? 
Nur»  A  deviL 

Aar.  Why,  then  Ihe  is  the  devil's  dam;  a  joyful 
iiTue. 

Nur.  A  joylefs,  difm  il,  black,  and  forrowful  ifTue : 
Here  is  the  babe,  as  loathfome  as  a  toad 
Amongft  the  faireft  breeders  of  our  clime. 
Theemprefs  fends  it  thee,  thy  ftamp,  thy  feal. 
And  bids  theechriften  it  with  thy  dagger's  point. 

Aar,  Out,  out,  you  Vv'hore  !  is  black  fo  bale  a  hue  ?— 
Sweet  blovvfe,  you  are  a  beauteous  bloifom,  fure, 

De7n,  Villain,  what  haft  thou  done  ? 

Axur,  That  which  thou 
Can'ft  not  undo. 

Chi,  Thou  haft  undone  our  mother. 

Aar,  Villain,  1  have  done  thy  mother. 

Dem,  And  therein,  helliih  dog,  thou  haft  undone. 
Woe  to  her  chance,  and  damned  her  loathed  choice  \ 
Accurs'd  the  onspring  of  fo  foal  a  fiend  ! 

Chi,  It  fhail  not  live. 

Aar,  It  iliall  not  die. 

Nur,  Aaron,  it  muft ;  the  mother  wills  it  fo. 

Aar,  What,  muft  it,  nurfe  ?  then  let  no  man  but  I, 
Do  execution  on  my  fiefti  and  blood. 

Dem.  I'll  brooch  the  tadpole  on  my  ranier's  p^int : 
TSurfe,  give  it  me  ;  my  fv>  ord  ftiali  foon  difpatch  it. 

Aar,  Sooner  this  fword  fhall  pl<  ugh  thy  bowels  up. 
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Stay,  iTiurd'rcus  villains!  vvill  you  kill  your  brothe 

Now,  by  the  burning  tapers  of  the  iky. 

That  fhone  lb  brightly  when  this  boy  vv^as  got. 

He  dies  upon  my  {cymitar's  fnarp  point. 

That  touches  this  my  £r(l-born  ion  and  heir  ! 

I  tell  you,  younglings,  not  Enceladas, 

With  all  his  threatening  band  of  Typlion's  brce*i^ 

Nor  great  Aicldes,  nor  the  god  of  war. 

Shall  feize  this  prey,  out  of  his  father's  hands. 

What,  what,  ye  fanguine  fliallow-hearted  boys ! 

Ye  white-lim'd  walls  1  ye  ale-houfe  painted  hgns  ! 

Coal-black  is  better  than  another  hue. 

In  that  it  fcorns  to  bear  another  hue  : 

For  all  the  Avater  in  the  ocean 

Can  never  turn  the  fwan's  blacklegs  to  white. 

Although  flie  lave  them  hourly  in  tne  flood. — 

Tell  the  emprefs  from  me,  I  am  of  age 

To  k^ep  mine  own ;  excufe  it  how  fne  can. 

Dem,  Wilt  thou  betray  thy  noble  miftrefs  thus  ? 

Jar.  My  miflrefs  is  my  miflrefs  ;  this,  myfelf  3 
The  vigour,  and  the  pidure  of  my  youth  : 
This,  before  all  the  world,  do  I  prefer ; 
This,  maugre  ail  the  vrorld,  will  I  keep  fafe. 
Or  fome  of  you  fhall  fmoke  for  it  in  Rome. 

pern.  By  this  our  mother  is  for  ever  fhani'd. 

Chi.  Rome  will  dcfpiie  her  for  this  foul  efcipe, 

7/u%  The  emperor,  in  his  rage,  will  doom  herdca 

CbL  I  blufh  to  think  upon  this  ignomy. 

Jar.  Why  there's  the  privilege  your  beauty  bear 
F}  e,  treacherous  hue  I  that  will  betray  with  blulhi 
The  clofe  enadlsand  counicls  of  the  heart! 
Here  is  a  young  lad  fram'd  of  another  leer  : 
Look,  how  the  black  fiave  finiles  upon  the  father ; 
As  v/ho  fhould  fay.  Old  lad,  I  am  tinne  o^j:n. 
He  is  your  brother,  lords ;  fenfibly  fed 
Of  that  felf-blood  that  firft  gave  life  to  you  ; 
And,  from  that  v/omb,  wliore  you  imprifou'd  were 
He  is  infranchifcd  and  come  to  light : 
Nay,  he's  your  brother  by  the  furer  fide, 
A^lthough  my  fcal  is  11  amp ed  in  his  face, 
L2 
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Nur,  Aaron,  v.  hatfhiall  I  fay  unto  the  en^^prefs  ? 

Dem.  Advife  thee,  Aaron,  what  is  to  be  done. 
And  we  will  all  fubrcribe  to  thy  advice  ; 
Save  you  the  child,  io  we  may  all  befafe. 

^ar.  Then  fit  we  dov.  n,  and  let  us  all  confult. 
My  fon  and  I  will  have  the  wind  of  you  : 
Keep  there  :  Now  talk  at  plsafure  of  your  fafety. 

[li  eyjit  on  the  ground. 

Dem.  How  many  women  faw  this  child  of  his  ? 

Aar.  Why,  fo,  brave  lords  \  w  hen  we  all  join  in 
league, 

I  am  a  lam.b :  but  if  you  brave  the  Moor, 
The  chafed  boar,  the  mountain  iionefs. 
The  ocean  fwells  not  fo  as  Aaron  ftorms. — 
But,  fay  again,  how  many  faw  the  child  ? 

ISi'ir.  Cornelia  the  midwife,  andmyfelf. 
And  no  one  elfe,  but  the  deliver'd  emprefs. 

Aar,  The  enipvef^,  the  njidwife,  and  yourfelf :. — 
Two  may  keepcounfcl,  when  the  tliird's  away: 

(jO  to  the  cniprefs ;  tell  her  this  I  faid  :  

{He  hills  her. 

Weke,  weke  \        cries  a  pig  prepared  to  the  fpit. 

De}72.  What  mean'il  thou,  Aaron?  Wherefore  didi^ 
thou  this  ? 

Aar.  O  lord^  fir,  'tis  a  deed  of  policy  ; 
Shall  me  live  to  betray  this  guilt  of  ours  ? 
A  Icng-tongu'd  babbling  goll-p  !  no,  lords,  no^ 
And  now  be  it  kno^\  n  to  you  my  full  intent. 
Not  far,  one  Muliteus  lives,  my  countryman. 
His  wife  but  yeiiernight  was  brought  to-bed ; 
His  child  is  like  to  her,  fair  as  you  are  : 
Go  pack  with  liim,  and  give  the  mother  gold,- 
iind  tell  them  both  the  circumflance  of  all ; 
And  hovv'  by  this  their  child  fhall  be  advanc'd. 
And  be  received  for  the  emperor's  heir. 
And  fiibilituted  in  the  place  of  mine. 
To  calm  this  tempell  whirling  in  the  court  ; 
And  let  the  emperor  dandle  him.  for  his  own. 
Hark  ye^  my  lords ;  ye  fce^  I  have  given  her  phyilc. 
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And  you  mail  needs  beftow  her  funeral ; 

The  fields  are  near,  and  you  are  gallant  grooms  : 

This  done,  fee  that  you  take  no  longer  days. 

But  fend  the  midvvdfe  prefently  to  me. 

The  midwife,  and  the  nurfe,  well  made  away. 

Then  let  the  ladies  tattle  v/hat  they  pleafe. 

Chi.  Aaron,  I  fee,  thou  wilt  not  trull  the  air 
With  fee  rets. 

Dem.  For  this  care  of  Tamora, 
Herfelf,  and  hers,  are  highly  bound  to  thee.  [Exezi?k. 

Aar,  ISiow  to  the  Goths,  as  fwift  as  fwallov/  flies  ^ 
There  to  difpofe  this  treafure  in  my  arms, 
Andfecretly  to  greet  the  emprefs'  friends. — 
Come  on,  you  tTiick-lip'd  Have,  1  bear  you  hence  ; 
P'Or  it  is  you  that  put  us  to  cur  fhifts : 
I'll  make  you  feed  on  berries,  and  on  roots. 
And  feed  on  curds  and  whey,  and  fuck  the  goat. 
And  cabin  in  a  cave  ;  and  bring  you  up 
To  be  a  warrior,  and  command  a  camp.  \^Exit. 

SCENE  III. 
A  Street  near  the  Palace, 
Enter  Titus ^  old  Marcus  ^  young  Lucius y  and  other  Ge7i-^ 
tlernen  ^cvith  boujs  ;  ar,d  Titus  bears  the  arro%vs  njjiib 
letters  on  the  ends  of  them. 

Tit,  Come,  Marcus,  come; — Kinfmen,  this  is  the 

way  :  

Sir  boy,  now  let  me  fee  your  arcbery  ! 

Loolc,  ye  draw  home  enough,  and  'tis  there  llraight: 

Terras  Ajirea  reliquit : — be  you  remember'd,  Marcus. — 

She's  gone,  fne'i  fled. — Sirs,  take  you  to  your  tools. 

You,  coufins,  fliall  go  found  the  ocean. 

And  cad  your  nets;  haply,  you  may  find  her  in  the  fea; 

Yet  there's  as  little  juHice  as  at  land:  

No  ;  Fublius  and  Semprcnius,  you  mud  do  it ; 
' Tis  you  mull  dig  v.  ith  mattock,  and  with  fpade^, 
And  pierce  the  inmoft  centre  of  the  earth  ; 
Then,  when  you  come  to  Pluto's  region, 
J  pray  you,  deliver  him  this  petition  : 
Tell  him,  it  is  for  juilice,  and  for  aid; 
And  that  it  comes  from  old  Andronicusj, 
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Shaken  with  forrows  in  ungrateful  Rome.  

Ah,  Rome  ? — Well,  well ;  i  made  thee  miferablc. 
What  time  1  threw  the  peopleVs  iulFrages 
On  him  that  thus  doth  tyrannize  o'er  mc. — 
Go,  get  you  gone  ;  and  pray  be  careful  all. 
And  leave  you  not  a  man  of  \\  ar  unfearch'd  ; 
This  wicked  emperor  may  have  fhippM  her  hence. 
And,  kinfmen,  then  we  may  go  pipe  for  juHice. 

Mar.  O,  Publius,  is  not  this  a  heavy  cafe. 
To  fee  thy  noble  uncle  thus  diftra(rt  ? 

Pub,  Therefore,  my  lord,  it  highly  us  concerns 
By  day  and  night  to  attend  hini  carefully ; 
And  feed  his  humour  kindly  as  we  may, 
'Till  time  beget  fome  careful  remedy. 

Mar,  Kinfmen,  his  forrows  are  pail  rc.T.edy. 
Join  with  the  Goths ;  and  with  revengeful  war 
Take  wreak  on  Rome  for  this  ingratitude. 
And  vengeance  on  the  traitor  Saturnine. 

Tit,  Publius,  how  nov/  ?  liow  now,  my  mailers. 
What,  hax^e  you  met  with  her  ? 

Piih,  No,  my  good  lord  ;  bat  Pluto  fends  you  word, . 
If  you  will  have  revenge  from  hell,  you  fnali : 
Marry,  for  juiiice,  fne  is  fo  employ 'd. 
He  thinks    ith  Jove  in  heaven,  or  f  mewhere  elfe. 
So  that  perforce  you  needs  mull  Hay  a  tim.e. 

Tit.  He  doth  m.e  wrong,  to  feed  me  with  delays, 
ril  dive  into  the  burning  lake  below. 
And  pull  her  out  of  Acheron  by  the  heels. — 
Marcus,  we  are  but  fhrubs,  no  cedars  we  ; 
No  big-bon'd  men,  fram'd  of  the  Cyclops'  iize  ; 
But  metal,  Marcus,  fteel  to  the  very  back  ; 
Yet  wrung  with  wrongs,  more  than  our  backs  cm 
bear :  

And  fith  there     no  jaflice  inearth  ncr  hell. 
We  will  folicit  heaven  ;  and  move  the  gods. 
To  fend  down  juHice  for  to  wreak  our  v,  rongs : 
Come,  to  this  gear.    You  are  a  good  archer,  Marcus, 
S^He  gvues  the?n  the  arroivi^ 
Ad  Jo^cm,  that's  for  you  : — Here,  ad  Apoliiiwn 
Ad  Martem,  that's  for  myfelf ; — 
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Here,  boy,  to  Pallas : — Here  to  Mercury : — 
To  Saturn,  and  to  Coelus  ;  not  to  Saturnine, — 
You  were  as  good  to  Ihoot  ag.iinil:  the  wind. — 
To  it,  boy.    Marcus,  loofe  when  I  bid  : 
O'  my  word,  I  have  written  to  effe^l  ; 
There's  not  a  god  left  unfolicited. 

Mar.  Kinfmen,  ihoot  all  your  ftafts  into  the  court : 
We  will  afHid  the  emperor  in  his  pride. 

Tit.  Now,  mailers  draw.  [T/^-^'^/^c^^/.jO,  well  faid, 
Lucius  ! 

Good  boy,  in  Virgoes  lap,  give  it  to  Pallas. 

Mar.  My  lord,  i  am  a  mile  beyond  the  moon  ; 
Your  letter  is  with  Jupiter  by  this. 

Tit.  Ha  !  Publius,  Publius,  what  hail  thou  done  ? 
See,  fee,  thou  hail  iliot  off  one  of  Taurus'  horns. 

Mar.  This  was  the  fport,  my  lord  ;  when  Publiu$ 
fhot. 

The  bull  being  gall'd,  gave  Aries  fuch  a  knock 
That  down  fell  both  the  rams  horns  in  the  court  ; 
And  who  fhould  find  them  but  the  emprefs'  villain  ? 
She  laugh'd,  and  told  the  Moor,  he  fliould  not  clioofe 
But  give  them  to  his  mailer  for  a  prefent. 

Tit.  Why ,  there  it  goes :  God  give  your lordfliip  joy ! 
Enter  a  Cloujn^  nxiith  a  hafkct  and  t^vo  pigeons, 
News,  news  from  heaven  !  Marcus,  the  poll  is  come. 
Sirrah,  what  tidings  ?  have  you  any  letters? 
Shall  I  have  juftice  ?  what  fays  Jupiter  ? 

Clo-ivn.  Ho!  the  gibbet-maker?  he  lays,  that  he 
hath  taken  them  down  again,  for  the  man  mud  not  bo 
hang'd  'till  the  nextv  eek. 

Tit.  Tut,  what  fays  Jupiter  ,  I  afk  thee  ? 

Cloiv'i.  Aias,lir,  I  kn  jw  not  Jupiter 3 1  never  drank 
wiiii  him  in  all  my  life. 

Tit.  Why,  villain,  art  not  thou  the  carrier  ? 

C/u-ir     i'y,  of  my  pigeons,  fir;  nothing  elfe, 

Ti:,  Way,  didil  thou  not  come  from  heaven  ? 

Clo^jn.  From,  heaven  ?  alas,  fir,  I  never  came  there: 
God  forbid,  I  fhould  be  fo  bold  to  prefs  to  heaven  in 
my  young  days  !  Why,  I  am  going  with  my  pigeons 
to  the  tribunal  plebs,  to  take  up  a  matter  of  brawl 
between  my  uncle  and  one  of  the  cmpcriars  m,en. 
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Mar.  Why,  fir,  that  is  as  fit  as  can  be,  to  ferve  for 
your  oi-ation  ;  and  let  him  deliver  the  pigeons  to  the 
emperor  from  you. 

Ih,  Tell  me,  can  you  deliver  an  oration  to  the 
cmpercr  with  a  grace  ? 

Clo'-wn,  Nay,  truly,  fir,  1  could  never  fay  grace  in 
all  my  life. 

7JV.  Sirrah,  come  hither ;  make  no  m.ore  ado. 
But  give  your  pigeons  to  the  ernperor  : 
By  me  thou  fliait  have  juilice  at  his  hands. 
Hold,  hold; — meanwhile,  here's  money  for  thy  charges. 
Give  me  a  pen  and  ink. — 

Sirrah,  can  you  with  a  grace  deliver  a  fupplication  ? 
Clo-wn,  Ay,  fir. 

7;>.  Then  here  is  a  fupplication  for  you.  And  when 
you  come  to  him,  at  the  hr'l  approach,  you  mull  kneel ; 
then  kifs  his  foot ;  then  deliver  up  your  pigeons ;  and 
then  look  for  your  reward.  I'll  be  at  hand,  fir;  fee 
you  do  it  bravely. 

Clo^-von.  I  warrant  you,  Hr :  let  me  alone. 

7//.  Sirrah,  hail  thou  a  knife  ?  Come,  let  me  fee  it. 
Here,  Marcus,  fold  it  in  the  oration  ; 
For  thou  haft  made  it  like  an  humble  fuppliant : — 
And  when  thou  haft  given  it  to  the  emperor. 
Knock  at  the  door,  and  tell  me  what  he  fays. 

Clo'uon.  God  be  with  )  ou,  lir  ;  I  will. 

Tit,  Come,  Marcus,  let  us  go: — Publius,  follow  me. 

SCENE  IV. 
The  Palace. 

Enter  Emperor,  a)\d  Emprefs,   a?id  her  tujo  fins  ;  the 
Emperor  lyings  the  arroixs  in  his  hand,  that  Titus jhct, 
Sut.  Why,  lords,  wiiat  wrongs  are  thefe  ?  Was  ever 
feen 

An  emperor  of  Rome  thus  over-borne, 
Troubled,  confronted  thus ;  and,  for  the  extent 
Of  legal  juilice,  us'd  in  fuch  contempt? 
My  lords,  you  know,  as  do  the  mightful  gods. 
However  the  diiliirbers  of  our  peace 
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Buz  in  the  people's  ears,  there  nought  hath  pail 

But  even  with  law,  againd  the  v;ilfal  fons 

Of  old  Andronicus.    And  what  an  if 

His  forrows  have  fo  overwhelmed  his  v/its. 

Shall  v/e  be  thus  aitlicled  in  his  wreaks. 

His  fits,  his  phrenzVj  and  his  bitternefs  ? 

And  now  he  writes  to  heaven  for  his  redrefs : 

See,  here's  to  Jove,  and  this  to  Mercury  ; 

This  to  Apollo  ;  this  to  the  god  of  war  ? 

Sweet  fcrolls,  to  fly  about  t^e  (Ircets  of  Rome  i 

What's  this,  but  libelling  agalnfl  the  fenate. 

And  blazoning  our  injuflice  every  where? 

A  goodly  humour,  is  it  not,  my  lords  ? 

As  who  would  fay,  in  Rome  no  juftice  were. 

But,  if  I  live,  his  feigned  ecilafies 

Shall  be  no  fnelter  to  tliefe  outrages : 

But  he  and  his  fhall  know,  that  juftice  lives 

In 'Saturninus' health  ;  whom,  if  (lie  fleep. 

He'll  fo  awake,  as  flie  in  fury  fhall 

Cut  off  the  proud 'ft  confpirator  that  lives. 

Tarn.  My  gracious  lord,  moft  lovelv  Saturnine, 
Lord  of  my  life,  commander  of  my  thoughts. 
Calm  thee,  and  bear  the  faults  of  Titus'  age. 
The  effe6ls  of  forrow  for  his  valiant  fons, 
Whofe  iofs  hath  pierc'd  him  deep  and  fcarr'd  his  heart; 
And  rather  comfort  his  diftrefted  plight. 
Than  profecute  the  meaneft,  or  the  beft. 
For  thefe  contempts.    Why,  thus  it  fliall  become 

High-wicted  Tamora  to  glozewith  all  : 

But,  Titus,  I  have  touched  thee  to  the  quick. 

Thy  life-blood  out:  if  Aaron  now  be  wife. 

Then  is  all  fafe,  the  anchor's  in  the  port,  

Enter  Clcujn. 

How  now,  good  fellow  ?  v/ouldft  thou  fpeak  with  us  ? 
Clo  vjn.  Yes,  forfooth,  an  your  mifterfhip  be  emperial . 
Tarn.  Emprefs  I  am,  but  yonder  fits  the  emperor. 
Clonvn.  'Tis  he. — God  and  faint  Stephen,  give  you 
good  den : 
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I  have  brought  you  a  letter,  and  a  couple  of  pigeons 
here.  \_The  Emperor  reads  the  Utter, 

Sat,  Go,  take  hira  a^vay,  and  hang  him  prefentiy. 

Cloivn,  How  much  money  muH  I  have  ? 

Tarn.  Come,  firrah,  you  mufl  be  hang'd. 

Cloivn.  Hang'd!  By'r  lady,  then  I  have  brought 
up  a  neck  to  a  fair  end.  \_Exit» 

Sat,  Defpightfui  and  intolerable  wrongs ! 
Shall  I  endure  this  monflrous  villainy  ? 
I  knov/  from  whence  this  fame  device  proceeds  : 
May  this  be  borne? — as  if  his  traiterous  fons. 
That  dy'd  by  Lw  for  murder  of  oar  brother. 
Have  by  my  means  been  butcher'd  wrongfully? — 
Go,  drag  the  villain  thither  by  the  hair; 
Nor  age,  nor  honour,  fhall  fl->:ipe  privilege: — 
For  this  proud  mock,  I'll  be  thy  flaughter-man  ; 
Sly  frantick  wretch,  that  holp'll  to  make  me  great. 
In  hope  thyfclf  fhould  govern  R.ome  and  mc. 
Enter  j^inliius. 

Sat,  What  news  with  thee,  .^milius  ? 

jEmlL  Arm,  arm,  my  lords ;  Rome  never  had  more 
caufe ! 

The  Goths  have  gathered  head  ;  and  with  a  power 

Of  liigh-refolved  men,  bent  to  the  fpoil. 

They  hither  march  amain,  under  condudl 

Of  Lucius,  fon  to  old  Andronicus; 

Who  threats,  in  courfe  of  his  revenge,  to  do 

As  much  as  ever  Coriolanus  did. 

Sat,  Is  warlike  Lucius  general  of  the  Goths  ? 
Thefe  tidings  nip  me;  and  I  hang  the  head 
As  flowers  with  frofl,  or  grafs  Ueatdown  withHorms. 
Ay,  n  -w  begin  our  forrov.s  to  approach: 
'Tis  he,  the  common  people  love  fo  much, 
Myfelf  have  often  over-lieard  them  fay, 
(When  1  have  walked  like  a  private  man) 
That  Lucius'  banilhment  was  v  rongfully. 
And  they  have  wifn'd  that  Lucius  were  their  emperor. 

Ta7n,  Why  fhould  }  ou  fear  ?  is  not  our  city  ftrong  ? 

Sat,  Ay,  but  the  citizens  favour  Lucius ; 
And  will  revolt  from  me^  to  fuccour  him. 
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Tarn,  King,  be  thy  thoughts  imperious,  like  thy  name. 
Is  the  fun  dimm'd,  that  gnats  do  lly  in  it  ? 
The  eagle  fuiFers  little  birds  to  ling. 
And  is  not  careful  what  they  mean  thereby ; 
Knowing,  that  with  the  fliadow  of  his  ^vings. 
He  can  at  pleafure  flint  their  melody  : 
Even  fo  may'H  thou  the  giddy  men  of  Rome. 
Then  cheer  thy  fpirit :  for  know,  thou  emperor, 
I  will  enchant  the  old  Andronicus 
With  words  more  fweet,  and  yet  more  dangerous. 
Than  baits  to  fiih,  or  honey -flalks  to  flieep ; 
When  as  the  one  is  wounded  with  the  bait. 
The  other  rotted  with  delicious  feed. 

Sat,  But  he  will  not  entreat  his  fon  for  us. 

7am.  If  Tam.ora  entreat  him,  then  he  will: 
For  I  can  fmooth,  and  fill  his  aged  car 
With  golden  promifes ;  that  were  his  heart 
Almoft  impregnable,  his  old  ears  deaf. 
Yet  fhould  both  ear  and  heart  obey  my  tongue. — 
Go  thoii  before,  be  our  embaiTador  :       [^Fo  ALmilius. 
Say,  that  the  emperor  requefts  a  parley 
Of  warlike  Lucius,  and  appoints  the  meeting. 

Sat,  /Emilius,  do  this  mefTage  honourably : 
And  if  he  Hand  on  hoilage  for  his  fafety. 
Bid  him  demand  what  pledge  Vx  ill  pleafe  him  befr. 

u^mil.  Your  bidding  fhall  I  do  eltedlually.  \_Exit. 

Tarn,  Now  will  I  to  that  old  Andronicus ; 
And  temper  him  with  all  the  art  I  have. 
To  pluck  proud  Lucius  from  the  warlike  Goths. 
And  now,  fweet  emperor,  be  blithe  again. 
And  bury  all  thy  fear  in  my  devices. 

Sat.  Then  go  fuccefsfully,  and  plead  to  him. 

\_Exeunt* 
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A  C  T    Y.        S  C  E  N  E  1. 

The  Camp,  at  a  fmall  dijlance  frcjn  Rome, 
Enter  Lucius  and  Goths,  ^jjith  drum  and  foldiers, 
Luc,     APPROVED  warriors,  and  my  faithful 

XA.  ^  friends, 
I  have  received  letters  from  great  Rome, 
Which  fignify,  what  hate  they  bear  their  emperor. 
And  how  defiroas  of  our  fight  they  are. 
Therefore,  great  lords,  be,  as  your  titles  witnefs. 
Imperious,  and  impatient  of  your  wrongs ; 
And,  wherein  Rome  hath  done  you  any  fcathe. 
Let  him  make  treble  fatisfa6iion. 

Goth,  Brave  ilip,  fprung  from  the  great  Andronicu?^ 
Whofe  namiS  was  once  our  terror,  now  our  comfort ; 
Whofe  high  exploits,  and  honourable  deeds, 
Ingratefui  Rome  requites  with  foul  contempt, 
Se  bold  in  us  :  we'll  follow  v/here  thou  leaid'll, — 
Like  flinging  bees  in  hottefr  fjm.mer  day. 
Led  by  their  mafier  to  the  fiower'd  fields, — 
And  be  aveng'd  on  curfed  Tamora. 

Omn,  And,  as  he  faith,  to  fay  v/e  all  with  him. 
Luc,  I  humbly  thank  him,  and  I  thank  you  all. 
But  who  comes  here,  led  by  a  luily  Goth  ? 
Enter  a  Goth,  hading  Aaron,  ^tvith  his  child  in  his  arms. 

Goth.  Renowned  Lucius,  from  our  troops  I  ftray'c: 
To  gaze  upon  a  ruinous  monaftery  ; 
And  as  I  earnedly  did  fix  mine  eye 
Upon  the  waired  building,  fuddenly 
I  heard  a  child  cry  underneath  a  wall : 
1  made  unto  xhe  noif^ ;  Vv-hen  foon  1  heard 
The  crying  babe  controul'd  Vv  ith  this  difcourfe  : 
Peace,  tawny  flave  ;  half  me,  and  half  tliy  dam  ! 
Did  net  thy  hue  bewray  whofe  brat  thou  art, 
^'  Kad  nature  lent  thee  but  thy  mother's  look, 
'^^  Villain,  thou  might' ft  have  been  an  emperor : 
But  where  the  bull  and  cow  are  both  milk-white. 
They  never  do  beget  a  coal  -black  c:uf. 
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Peace/ziilain,  peace!" — -e^^en  thus  he  rates  the  babe^ — 

For  I  mull  bear  thee  to  a  trulty  Goth ; 

Who,  wiien  he  knows  thou  art  the  emprefs'  babe. 

Will  Lold  tiiee  dearly  for  thy  mother's  fake." 
With  this,  rny  weapon  drawn,  I  rulh'd  upon  hiin, 
Sarpriz'd  him  fuddenly  ;  and  brought  hiiii  hither. 
To  ufe  as  you  think  needful  of  the  man. 

Liic,  O  worthy  Goth  1  this  is  the  incarnate  devil;, 
Th:\t  robb'd  Andronicus  of  his  good  hand: 
This  is  the  pearl  that  pleas'd  yoi-r  emprefs'  eye  ; 
And  here's  the  bafe  fruit  of  his  burning  luf!;.- — 
Say,  wall-ey'd  Have,  whitlier  would'ft  thou  convey 
This  growing  image  of  thy  fiend-Iike  face  ? 
Why  doft  not  fpeak?  What!  deaf?  No!  not  a  word  ? 
h  halter,  foldiers ;  hang  him  on  this  tree. 
And  by  his  fide  his  fruit  of  baftardy. 

Aay\  Touch  not  the  boy,  he  is  of  royal  blood, 

Luc.  Too  like  the  fire  for  ever  being  good — 
Firft  hang  the  child,  that  he  may  fee  it  fprawl ; 
A  fight  to  vex  the  father's  foul  withal. 
Get  me  a  ladder. 

Aar.  Lucius,  fave  the  child  ; 
And  bear  it  from  me  to  the  emprefs. 
If  thou  do  this,  I'll  fnow  thee  wond'rous  things. 
That  highly  may  advantage  thee  to  hear : 
If  thou  v;ilt  not,  befall  what  may  befall, 
I'll  fpeak  no  more  ;  But  vengeance  rot  you  all ! 

Luc.  Say  on;  and,  ifit  pleafe  me  wliich  thou  fpeak'fl. 
Thy  child  fliall  live,  and  I  will  fee  it  nourifh'd. 

Aar.  An  if  it  pleafe  thee  ?  why,  afiure  thee,  Lucius, 
'Twill  vex  thy  foul  to  hear  what  I  {hall  fpeak  ; 
For  I  muft  talk  of  murders,  rapes,  and  mafTacres, 
A£ts  of  black. night,  abominable  deeds, 
Complots  of  mifchief,  treafon  ;  villanies 
Ruthful  to  hear,  yet  piteoufly  perform'd  : 
And  this  fnall  all  be  buried  by  my  death, 
Uniefs  thou  fvvear  to  me,  my  cliild  fhall  live. 

Luc.  Teil  on  thy  mind ;  I         thy  child  fhall  live. 

Aar.  Swear  that  he  fnall,  and  then  I  will  begin. 

Luc.  Who  Ihould  I  fwear  by  ?  thou  b^liev'fl  no  god  ; 
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That  granted,  hov/  canfL  thou  believe  an  oath? 

ylar,  V/hat  if  1  do  net?  as,  indeed,  I  do  not: 
Yet, — for  I  know  tliou  art  religious. 
And  hafl  a  thing  within  thee,  called  confcience ; 
With  twenty  popifn  tricks  and  ceremonies. 
Which  ]  have  feen  thee  careful  to  obierve, — 
Therefore  1  urge  thy  oath  ; — For  that,  I  know. 
An  idect  holds  his  bauble  for  a  god. 
And  keeps  the  oath,  v/hich  by  that  god  he  fwears ; 
To  tliat  I'll  urge  him: — Therefore  thou  fhalt  vow 
By  that  fame  god,  what  god  foe'er  it  be. 

That  thou  ador'fl  and  haft  in  reverence,  

To  lave  my  boy,  nourifh,  and  bring  liim  up  ; 
Or  elfe  I  will  difcover  nought  to  thee. 

Luc,  Even  by  my  god,  1  fwear  to  thee,  I  v/ill. 

Aar.  Firll,  knov/  thou,  I  begot  him  on  the  emprefs. 

Zuc.  O  moil  initiate,  luxurious  woman  ! 

yJar.  Tut,  Lucius !  this  was  hut  a  deed  of  charity. 
To  that  which  thou  {halt  hear  of  me  anon. 
'Twas  her  two  fons  that  murder'd  Balfianus : 
Tiiey  cut  thy  filler's  tongue,  and  ravilh'd  her, 
And  cut  her  hands  oiT;  and  trimm'd  her  as  thou  faWll. 

Luc.  O,  deteilable  villain !  call'fl  thou  that  trimming  ? 

Jar,  Why,  fhe  was  waihM,  and  cut,  and  trimm'd ; 
and  'twas 

Trim  fport  for  them  that  had  the  doing  of  it. 

Lac,  O,  barbarous  beaiHy  villains,  likethyfelf! 

Jar,  Indeed,  1  was  the  tutor  to  inftrucft  them  ; 
Tkat  codding  fpirit  had  they  from  their  mother. 
As  fure  a  card  as  ever  won  the  fet ; 
That  bloody  mdnd,  I  think,  they  learn'd  cf  me. 
As  true  a  dog  as  ever  fought  at  head. — 
Well,  let  my  deeds  be  witncfs  of  my  wortli. 
I  train'd  thy  brethren  to  that  guileful  hole^ 
Where  the  dead  corpfe  of  Ba£ianus  lay  ; 
I  wrote  the  letter  that  thy  father  found. 
And  hid  the  gold  within  the  letter  mentioned. 
Confederate  with  the  queen,  and  her  two  fons : 
And  what  not  done,  that  thou  hail  caufe  to  rue. 
Wherein  I  i-al  no  flroke  of  mifchief  in  it  f 
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I  pLiv'd  the  cheater  for  thy  father's  hand ; 

And,'  when  I  had  it,  drew  myfelf  apart. 

And  almoil  broke  my  heart  with  extreme  laughter. 

I  prv'd  me  through  the  crevdce  of  a  wall. 

When,  for  his  hand,  he  had  his  two  fons'  heads 

Belield  his  tears,  and  laugh'd  fo  heartily. 

That  both  mine  eyes  were  rainy  like  to  his ; 

And  -vhen  1  told  the  emprefs  of  this  fport, 

She  f'vooned  almoll  at  my  pleafmg  tale. 

And,  for  my  tidings,  gave  me  twenty  kifles. 

Goth,  What!  canil  thou  fay  all  this,  and  never  blufli?" 

Aar.  Ay,  like  a  black  dog,  as  the  fiying  is. 

Luc.  Art  thou  not  forry  for  thefe  henious  deeds  ? 

Aa7\  Ay,  that  I  had  not  done  a  thoufand  more. 
Even  now  1  curfe  the  day,  (and  yet,  I  think. 
Few  come  within  the  compafs  of  my  curfe) 
Wherein  I  did  not  fome  notorious  iii : 
As  kill  a  man,  or  elf^  devife  his  death  ; 
Ravidi  a  maid,  or  plot  the  way  to  do  it ; 
Accufe  fome  innocent,  and  forfwear  myfelf ; 
Set  deadly  ennuty  between  two  friends ; 
Ivlake  poor  men's  cattle  break  their  necks  ; 
Set  fire  on  barns  and  hay-flacks  in  the  night. 
And  bid  the  owners  quench  them  v»  ith  their  tears. 
Oft  have  I  digg M  up  dead  men  from  their  graves. 
And  fet  them  upright  at  their  dear  friends'  doors. 
Even  when  the  ibrrow  almoU  was  forgot ; 
And  on  their  /kins,  as  on  the  bark  of  trees. 
Have  with  my  knife  carved  in  Roman  letters. 
Let  not  your  forro^i^u  die,  though  I  am  dead. 
Tut,  I  have  done  a  thoufand  dreadful  things,  . 
As  willingly  as  one  would  kill  a  fly ; 
And  nothing  grieves  me  heartily  indeed. 
But  that  I  cannot  do  ten  thoufand  more. 

Luc,  B:img  down  the  devil ;  for  he  mull:  not  die 
So  fweet  a  death,  as  hanging  prefently. 

Aar.  If  there  be  devik,  'would  I  were  a  devil. 
To  live  and  burn  in  everiafiing  nre  ; 
So  I  m.ight  have  your  company  in  hell. 
Bill  to, torment  you  with  my  bitter  tongue  ! 
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Luc.  Six-s,  flop  his  mouth,  and  lef  him  fpcak  no  more. 
Enter  j^milius, 
■  Gcth,  ?yiy  lord,  there  is  a  meiTenger  from  R.omc> 
Defires  to  be  admitted  to  your  prelence. 

Luc,  Let  him.  come  near. 
Welcome,  iEmilius,  what's  the  news  from  Rom.e? 

JEmiL  Lord  Lucius,  and  you  princes  of  the  Goths, 
The  Roman  emperor  greets  you  all  by  me  : 
And,  for  he  underlknds  you  are  in  arms, 
l  ie  craves  a  parley  at  your  father's  houfe  j 
vVilling  you  to  demand  3  our  hoilages. 
And  they  lhall  be  im.mediately  deliver 'd. 

Gcth,  What  fays  our  general  ? 

Luc,  j^m.iiius,  let  the  emperor  give  his  pledges 
Unto  my  father  and  my  uncle  Marcus, 
And  we  will  come,    March  away.  {L^xeuut, 

SCENE  IL 

liius' s  Palace  in  Rome, 
Eniir  Tcuiicra^  Cbirony  and  Demetrius ,  difguis\L 
Ta^n,  Thus,  in  this  ftrange  and  fad  habiliment, 

1  will  encounter  with  Andronicus ; 

And  fay,  I  am  Revenge,  fent  from  below. 

To  join  %vith  him,  and  right  his  heinous  wrongs. 

Knock  at  his  fiudy,  where,  they  fay,  he  keeps. 

To  ruminate  flrangc  plots  of  dire  revenge  ; 

Teli  him.  Revenge  is  com.e  to  join  with  him. 

And  Avork  coniUiion  on  his  enemies. 

\^Lhey  knock,  and  Titus  opens  his  fiudy  door  . 
Tit.  Who  doth  moleil  my  contemplation  r 

Is  it  your  trick  to  make  me  ope  tlie  door ; 

That  fo  my  fad  decrees  may  fiy  away. 

And  all  my  Itudy  be  to  no  effefl  ? 

Yow  arc  deceived  :  for  what.  I  mean  to  do. 

See  here,  in  bloody  iin.es  1  have  fet  it  do^A  n  ; 

And  what  is  written  fhall  be  executed. 

I'ain,  Titus,  1  am  qome  to  talk  vAth  thee. 

Tit,  No  ;  not  a  word  :  How  can  1  grace  my  talk,. 

Wanting  a  hand  to  give  it  that  accord? 

Thou  hail  the  odds  of  me,  therefore  no  more. 
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Tatn.  If  thou  did'fl  know  me,  thou  would'fl  talk 
with  me. 

Tit*  I  am  not  mad  :  I  know  thee  well  erion;^h  : 
Witnefs  this  wretched  flump,  thefe  crimibn  lines 
Witnefs  thefe  trenches,  made  by  grief  and  care  ; 
Witnefs  the  tiring  day,  and  heavy  night ; 
Witnefs  all  forrow,  that  I  know  thee  well 

For  our  proud  emprefs,  mighty  Tamora  :  

Is  not  tliv  coming  fur  my  other  hand  ? 

7cjn.  Know  thou,  fad  man,  1  am  net  Tamora  ; 
She  is  thine  enemy,  and  I  thy  friend  : 
I  am  Revenge  ;  fent  from  the  infernal  kingdom. 
To  eafe  the  gnawing  vulture  of  thy  mind. 
By  working  wreakful  vengeance  on  thy  foes. 
Com.e  down,  and  v.  elcome  me  to  this  v/orld's  light ; 
Confer  with  me  of  murder,  aiad  of  death  : 
There's  not  a  hollow  cave,  nor  lurking-place. 
No  vair  obfcurity,  or  miily  vale. 
Where  bloody  murder,  or  deteiled  rape. 
Can  couch  for  fear,  but  I  will  find,  them  out ; 
And  in  their  ears  teli  them  my  dreadful  name. 
Revenge,  which  m.akes  the  foul  offenders  quake. 

Tit.  Art  thou  Revenge  ?  and  art  thou  fcnt  to  mo. 
To  be  a  torment  to  mine  enemies  ? 

Ta7n.  I  am  ;  therefore  come  down,  and  welcome  mCo 
Jit,  Do  me  fome  fervice,  ere  I  come  to  thee. 
Lo,  by  thy  fide  vvhere  Rape,  and  Murder,  flands ; 
Nov/  give  fome  Turance^that  thou  art  Revenge, 
Stab  tliem,  or  tear  them  oa  thy  chariot  wheels ; 
And  tl\en  I'll  come,  and  be  thy  waggoner. 
And  whirl  along  v.  ith  thee  about  the  globes. 
Provide  two  proper  palfreys,  black  as  jet. 
To  hale  thy  vengeful  waggon  fwift  away, 
And  find  out  murderers  in  their  guilty  caves  : 
And,  when  thy  car  is  loaden  with  their  heads^ 
I  will  difmouht,  and  by  the  waggon  wheel 
Trot,  like  a  fervile  footman,  all  day  long  ; 
Even  from  Hyperion's  rifing  in  the  eafl. 
Until  his  very  downfall  in  the  fea. 
And  day  by  day  I'll  do  this  heavy  tafk,. 
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So  thou  deilrcy  Rapine  and  Murder  there. 

Tarn.  Theie  are  m;-  miniilers,  and  come  M'ith  me-. 

Tif,  A  re  they  thy  minifkrs?  \vhat  are  they  caU'd  ? 

7hm,  Rapine,  anu  Murder :  therefore  called  fo 
'  Caufe  they  take  vengeance  on  luch  kind  of  men. 

7]V.  Good  lord,  hovv  like  the  emprefs'  fons  they  are  ? 
And  you,  the  emprefs  !  But  we  worldly  men 
Have  miferable,  mad,  m.ifiaking  eyes. 

0  fweet  Revenge,  now  do  ]  come  to  thee  : 

And,  if  one  arm's  ernbracement  will  content  thee, 

1  will  embrace  thee  in  it  by  and  by. 

f  Ex!f  Titus  from  ahoue^ 
Tarn,  This  cloiing  with  him  fits  his  lunacy  : 
Wliat'er  I  forge,  to  feed  his  brain-fick  fits. 
Do  }  ou  uphold  and  maintain  in  your  fpeeches. 
For  now  he#firmly  takes  me  for  Revenge  ; 
And,  being  credulous  in  this  mad  thought, 
I'll  make  him  fend  for  Lucius,  his  fon  ; 
And,  whilil:  I  at  a  banquet  hold  him  fure, 
I'll  find  fom.e  cunning  pradlice  out  of  hand. 
To  fcatter  and  difperfe  the  giddy  Goths, 
Or,  at  the  leaft,  make  them  his  enemies. 
See,  here  he  comes^,  and  I  muu  ply  my  theme. 

Enter  'I  it  us. 
Tit.  Long  have  I  been  forlorn,  and  all  for  thee 
Welcome,  dread  fury,  to  my  woeful  houfe  ; — 
Rapine  and  Murder,  you  are  welcome  too  : 
How  like  the  emprefs  and  her  fons  you  are  1 
Welfare  you  fitted,  had  you  but  a  Moor  : — — 
Could  not  all  hell  afibrd  you  fueh  a  devil  ?  — 
For,  well  I  wot,  the  emprefs  never  wags. 
But  in  her  compan;  there  is  a  Moor  : — 
And,  would  you  reprefent  our  queen  aright. 
It  V.  ere  convenient  you  had  fuch  a  devil : 
But  w  elcome,  as  you  are.    What  fhall  we  do  ? 

7am.  What  wouldd  thou  have  us  do,  Andronicus?- 
Detn.  Shew  me  a  murderer,  I'll  deal  v/ith  him. 
Chi.  Shew  me  a  villain,  that  haih  done  a  rape. 
And  I  am  fent  to  be  reveng'd  on  him. 

Tam»  Shew  mc  a  tho.ufand,  that  have  done  thee  vrrcng. 
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And  I  Avill  be  revenged  on  them  all. 

Tit.  Look  round  about  the  wicked  flreets  of  Rome  5 
And  when  thou  fxnd'fl  a  man  that's  iikethyTelf, 
Good  Murder,  ftab  him  ;  he's  a  murderer.— 
Go  thoH  ^7ith  him,  and,  when  it  is  thy  hap 
To  find  another  that  is  like  to  thee, 
GoodP.apine,  ftab  him  ;  he  is  a  ravifher. — 
Go  thou  with  them  ;  and  in  the  emperor's  court 
There  is  a  queen,  attended  by  a  Moor; 
V/ell  may 'ft  thou  know  her  by  thy  own  proportion^ 
For  up  and  do  wn  ihe  doth  refemble  thee ; 
I  pray  thee,  do  on  them  fome  violent  death. 
They  have  been  violent  to  me  and  mine. 

Tizm,  Well  hall  thou  leffon'd  us ;  this  lhall  we  do. 
But  would  it  pleafe  thee,  good  Andronicus, 
To  fend  for  Lucius,  thy  thrice  valiant  fon. 
Who  leads  towards  Rome  a  band  of  warlike  Goths^, 
And  bid  him  come  and  banquet  at  thy  houfe  : 
When  he  is  here,  even  at  thy  folemn  feall, 
I  will  bring  in  the  emprefs  and  her  fons. 
The  emperor  himfelf,  and  all  thy  foes ; 
And  at  thy  mercy  fhall  they  iloop  and  kneel. 
And  on  them  fiialt  thoueafe  thy  angry  heart. 
What  fays  Andronicus  to  this  device  ? 

Tit.  Marcus,  my  brother! — 'tis  fad  Titus  calL. 
Enter  Marcus, 
Go,  gentle  Marcus,  to  thy  nephew  Lucius  ; 
Thou  lhait  enquire  him  out  among  the  Goths : 
Bid  him  repair  to  me,  and  bring  with  him 
Some  of  the  chiefefl  princes  of  the  Goths ; 
Bim  him  encamp  his  foldiers  where  they  are  : 
Tell  him,  the  emperor  and  the  emprefs  too 
Feaft  at  my  houfe  ;  and  he  lhall  feafc  with  them. 
This  do  thou  for  mv  Icvc ;  and  lb  let  him. 
As  he  regards  his  aged  father's  life. 

Mar,  This  will  1  do,  and  foon  return  again.  \_Exit, 

Tarn.  Now  will  I  hence  about  tliy  bufinels. 
And  taVe  my  miniilers  along  with  me. 

7JV.  Nay,  nay,  let  Rape  and  Murder  flay  w  ith  me 
Or  elfe  I'll  call  my  brother  back  again. 
And  cleave  to  no  revenge  but  Lucius. 
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Tarn  \io  ]?er fo7is.~\  V/hat  fay  you,  boys?  \v ill  you 
abide  with  him, 
Whiles  I  go  tell  my  lord  the  emperor. 
How  I  have  govern'd  our  dt terming  jeft  ? 
Yield  to  his  humour,  fmoothand  fpeak  him  fair. 
And  tarry  with  him  'till  1  come  again. 

Tit,  I  know  them  all,  though  they  fuppofe  me  mad; 
And  will  o'er  reach  them  in  their  ov/n  devices, 
A  pair  of  curfed  hell-hounds,  and  their  dam.  \Afide, 

Dem,  Madam,  depart  at  pleafure,  leave  us  here. 

Tarn,  Farewell,  Andronicus :  Revenge  now  goes 
To  lay  a  complot  to  betray  thy  foes.      [Exit  7'amora. 

Tit,  I  know,  thou  doll ;  and  fweet  Re venge,  farewelL 

Chi,  Tell  us,  old  man,  how  fliali  we  be  employed? 

Tit,  Tut,  I  have  work  enough  for  you  to  do. — 
Publius,  come  hither  Caius,  and  Valentine  ! 

Enter  Publius,  and  Ssruants, 

Pub,  What  is  your  will  ? 

Tit,  Know  you  thefe  two  } 

Pub,  The  emprefs'  fons, 
I  take  them,  Chiron,  and  Demetrius. 

Tit,  Fye,  Publius,  fye  !  thou  art  too  much  deceiv'd  ; 
The  one  is  Murder,  Rape  is  the  other's  name  : 
And  therefore  bind  them,  gentle  Publius  ; 
Caius,  and  Valentine,  lay  hands  on  them : 
Oft  have  you  heard  me  wifh  for  fuch  an  hour. 
And  now  I  find  it  :  therefore  bind  them  fure  ; 
And  flop  their  mouths,  if  they  begin  to  cry. 

[Exit  Titus. 

Chi,  Villains,  forbear;  we  are  the  em.prefs'fons. 

Pub.  And  therefore  do  v/e  what  we  arc  commanded. — 
Stop  clofs  their  mouths,  let  them  not  fpeak  a  word  : 
Is  he  fure  bound?  look,  that  you  bind  them  faft. 
Re-enter  Titus  Andronicus  ^vith  a  knife,   and  Lavinia 
•-with  a  hafon. 

Tit.  Come,  come,   Laviaia;  look,  thy  foes  are 
bound  : — 

Sirs  flop  their  mouths,  let  theai  n  t  fpeak  to  me  ; 
But  let  them  hear  what  fearful  words  I  utter. — 
O  villains,  Chiron  and  Demetrius  ! 
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Kere  iiands  the  fpring  whom  you  have  ftain'd  with  mud ; 

This  goodly  fummer  v/ith  your  winter  mix'd. 

You  kill'd  her  hufoand  ;  and,  for  that  viie  fault. 

Two  of  her  brothers  were  condemn'd  to  death  : 

My  hand  cut  ofF,  and  made  a  merry  jefl:  : 

Both  her  fweet  hands,  her  tongue,  and  that,  more  dear 

Than  hands  or  tcngae,  her  fpotlefs  challity. 

Inhuman  traitors,  you  confirain'd  and  forc'd. 

What  would  you  fay,  if  I  fhculd  let  youfpeak  ? 

Villains,  for  fhame,  you  could  not  beg  for  grace. 

Hark,  wretches,  how  I  mean  to  martyr  you. 

This  one  hand  yet  is  left  to  cut  your  throats  ; 

Whilft  that  Lavinia  'tv/ixt  her  ftumps  doth  hold 

The  bafon,  that  receives  your  guilty  blood. 

You  know,  your  mother  means  to  feaft  with  me. 

And  calls  herfelf  Revenge,  and  thinks  me  mad, — 

Hark  villains  ;  I  will  grind  your  bones  to  duil. 

And  with  your  blood  and  it  i'li  make  a  palle  ; 

And  of  the  pafte  a  coffin  will  I  rear. 

And  make  two  pafties  of  your  Hiameful  heads ; 

And  bid  that  llrumpet,  your  unhallow'd  dam. 

Like  to  the  earth,  fwallow  her  own  increafe. 

This  ks  the  feail  that  I  have  bid  her  to. 

And  this  the  banquet  fhe  fliall  furfeit  on; 

For  worfe  than  Philomel  you  ufed  my  daughter. 

And  worfe  than  Progne  1  will  be  reveng'd  : 

And  now  prepare  your  throats. — Lavinia,  come, 

Receive  the  blood  :  and,  when  that  they  are  dead, 

Let  me  go  grind  their  bones  to  po  wder  fmall. 

And  with  this  hateful  liquor  temper  it ; 

And  in  that  palle  let  their  vile  heads  be  bak'd. 

Come,  come,  be  every  one  oflicioas 

To  make  this  banquet;  \vhich  1  wiih  might  prove 

More  ftern  and  bicod)  than  tne  Centaur's  feilL 

[//(?  cuts  thsir  throats. 
So,  nov/  bring  them  in,  for  I  will  play  the  cook. 
And  fee  them  ready  'gainil  their  mother  comes. 

[  Exeunt, 
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SCENE  III. 

Enter  Lucius,  Marcus,  and  Goths,  njoith  Aaron  pr  if  oner, 

Liu,  Uncle  Marcus,  fince  it  is  my  father's  mind. 
That  I  repair  to  Rome.  I  am  content. 

Goth,  And  ours  with  thin^,  befall  what  fortune  will. 

Luc,  Good  uncle,  take  you  in  this  barbarous  Moor, 
This  ravenous  tiger,  this  accurfed  devil  ; 
Let  him  receive  no  fuftenance,  fetter  him, 
'Till  he  be  brought  unto  the  emperor's  face, 
Fortellimony  of  thefe  foal  proceedings : 
And  fee  the  ambufh  of  our  friends  be  llrong  ; 
I  fear,  the  emperor  means  no  good  to  us. 

Aar,  Some  devil  v/hifper  curfes  in  mine  ear. 
And  prompt  me,  that  my  tongue  may  utter  forth 
The  venomous  malice  of  my  fwelling  heart ! 

Luc,  Away,  inhuman  dog  !  unhallow'd  Have  ! — 

\_Exeunt  Goths y  njjtth  Aaron. 
Sirs,  help  our  uncle  to  convey  him  in. —  [Flourijb, 
The  trumpets  fhew  the  emperor  is  at  hand. 
Sound  trumpets.  Enter  Saturninus  and  T  amor  a,  ^j:ith 
2rihunes  and  others. 

Sat.  What,  hath  the  firmament  more  fans  than  one? 

Luc,  What  boots  it  thee  to  call  thyfelf  a  fun  ? 

Mar.  Rome's  emperor,  and  nephew,  break  the  parle ; 
Thefe  quarrels  mull  be  quietly  debated. 
The  feail:  is  ready,  which  the  careful  Titus 
Hath  ordain'd  to  an  honourable  end. 
For  peace,  for  love,  for  league,  and  good  to  Rome  : 
Pleafe  you,  therefore,  draw  nigh,  and  take  your  places. 

Sat.  Marcus,  we  will.  \  Hautboys. 

A  table  brought  in,    Eiiter  Titus,  like  a  cook,  placing 

the  meat  on  the  table,  and  La^uinia,  ivith  a  'veil  O'ver 

her  face. 

Tit,  Welcome,  my  gracious  lord  ;  welcom^e,  dread 
queen  ; 

Welcome,  ye  warlike  Goths ;  welcome,  Lucius  ; 
And  welcome,  all  :  although  the  cheer  be  poor, 
'Twill  fill  your  ilomachs  ;  pleafe  you  eat  of  it. 
Sat,  Why  art  thou  thus  attir'd,  Andronicus  ? 
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Tit,  Becaufe  I  would  be  fare  to  have  all  well. 
To  entertain  your  highnefs,  and  your  emprefs. 

Tarn,  We  are  beholden  to  you,  good  Andronicus. 

Tit,  An  if  your  highnefs  knew  my  heart,  youwerCc 
My  lord  the  emperor,  refoh^e  me  this  ; 
Was  it  well  done  of  raili  Virginius, 
To  flay  his  daughter  with  his  ov.  n  right  hand, 
Becaufe  fhe  wav.  enforc'd,  llain'd,  and  defiower'd 

Sat.  It  was,  Andronicus. 

Tit,  Your  reafon,  mighty  lord  ? 

Sat.  Becaufe  the  girl  lliould  not  furvive  her  Ihame, 
And  by  her  prefence  Hill  renew  iiis  forrow^s. 

Tit.  A  reafon  mighty,  ftrong,  and  eftedlual ; 
A  pattern,  precedent,  and  lively  warrant. 
For  me,  m.oft  wretched,  to  perform  the  like  :— 
Die,  die,  Lavinia,  and  thy  lhame  with  thee ; 
And,  with  thy  ftiame,  thy  father's  forrows  die ! 

[He  kills  her. 

Sat.  What  haft  thou  done,  unnatural,  and  unkind? 
Tit,  Kill'd  her,  for  whom  my  tea,rs  have  made  me 
blind. 

I  am  as  woeful  as  Virginius  was  : 

And  have  a  thoufand  times  more  caufe  th.m  he 

To  do  this  outrage  ; — and  it  is  now  done. 

Sat.  What,  was  Iheravifn'd?  tell,  who  did  the  deed. 

Tit.  Wiil't  pleafe  you  eat  ?  wilPt  pleafe  your  high- 
nefs feed  r 

Tarn.  Why  haR-  thou  Aain  thine  only  daughter  thus? 

Tit.  Not  I ;  'twas  Chiron,  and  Demetrius  : 
They  ravilh'd  her,  and  cut  away  her  tongue, 
And  they,  'twas  they,  that  did  her  all  this  wrong. 

Sat.  Go  fetch  them  hither  to  us  prefently. 

Tit.  Why,  there  they  are  both,  baked  ia  that  pye  ; 
Whereof  their  mother  daintily  hath  fed. 
Eating  the  flefh  that  ihe  herfeif  hath  bred. 
'Tis  true,  'tis  true;  V\dtnefs  my  knife's  fharp  point. 

[  He  /  Tamora, 

Sat.  Die,  frantic  wretch,  for  this  accurfed  deed. 

IHe Jiabs  Titus, 

Luc.  Can  the  fon's  eye  behold  his  father  bleed  f 
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There's  meed  for  meed,  death  for  a  deadly  deed. 

^Lucius  otcibs  Satur/iir.us, 

Mar.  You  fad-fac'd  men,  people  and  fens  of  Rome, 
Ey  uproar  fever'd,  like  a  flight  of  fowl 
Scattered  by  winds  and  high  tempefluous  gulls, 
O,  let  me  teach  you  hov/  to  knit  again 
This  fcat  er'd  corn  into  one  mutual  fheaf, 
Thefe  broken  limbs  again  into  one  body. 

Goth.  Let  Pvome  herfclf  be  bane  unto  herfelf ; 
And  fhe,  whom  mighty  kingdoms  curtfy  to. 
Like  a  forlorn  and  defperate  cafl-away. 
Do  fhameful  execution  on  hcrfeif. 

Alar.  But  if  my  frofly  figns  and  chaps  of  age. 
Grave  witnefTes  of  true  experience. 
Cannot  induce  you  to  attend  my  words, — 
Speak,  Rome's  dear  friend  ;  as  eril  our  anceflor, 

[Zo  Lucius. 

When  with  his  fblemn  tongue  he  did  difcourfe. 

To  love-fick  Dido's  fad  attending  ear. 

The  Hory  of  that  baleful  burning  night. 

When  fubtle  Greeks  furpriz'd  king  Priam's  Trey  ; 

Tell  us,  w^hat  Sinon  hath  bev^itch'd  our  ears. 

Or  ^^■ho  hath  brought  the  fatal  engine  in,  / 

That  gives  our  Troy,  our  Rome,  the  civil  wound.— 

My  heart  is  not  compad  of  flint,  nor  fleel ; 

Nor  can  1  utter  all  our  bitter  grief, 

i3ut  floods  of  tears  v.  ill  drown  my  oratory. 

And  break  my  very  utterance ;  even  in  the  time 

When  it  fhould  move  you  to  attend  me  moft. 

Lending  your  kind  commiferation  : 

Here  is  a  captain,  let  him  tell  the  tale ; 

Your  hearts  will  throb,  and  weep  to  hear  him  fpeak. 

Luc.  Then,  noble  auditofy,  be  it  known  to  you. 
That  curfed  Chiron  and  Demetrius 
V/ere  they  that  murdered  our  emperor's  brother  ; 
And  they  it  was,  that  ravifhed  our  fifter  : 
For  their  fell  faults  our  brothers  were  beheaded  ; 
Our  father's  tears  defpis'd  ;  and  bafely  cozen'd 
Of  that  true  hand,  that  fought  Rome's  quarrel  out. 
And  fent  her  enemies  unto  the  grave. 
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Ladly,  myfelf  unkindly  baniflied. 

The  gates  fhat  on  me,  and  turn'd  weeping  out^ 

To  beg  relief  among  Rome's  enemies ; 

Who  drown'd  their  enmity  in  my  true  tears. 

And  op'd  their  arms  to  embrace  me  as  a  friend : 

And  1  am  the  turn'd-forth^  be  it  known  to  you,' 

That  have  preferv'd  her  welfare  in  m.y  blood  ; 

And  from  her  bofom  took  the  enemy's  point. 

Sheathing  the  fbeel  in  my  adventurous  body. 

Alas !  you  know,  I  am  no  vaunter,  I ; 

My  fears  can  vvitnefs,  dumb  although  they  are. 

That  my  report  is  juft,  and  full  of  truth. 

But  foft,  methinks,  I  do  digrefs  too  much, 

Citing  my  worthlefs  praife  :  O^,  jferdon  me ; 

For  when  no  friends  are  by,  men  praife  ifhemfelves. 

/"dar.  Now  is  my  turn  to  fpeak  ;  Behold  this  child. 
Of  this  was  Tamora  delivered  ; 
The  ilTue  of  an  irreligious  Moor, 
Chief  archited  and  plotter  of  thefe  woes  ; 
The  villain  is  alive  in  Titu^'  houfe. 
And  as  he  is,  to  witnefa  this  is  true. 
Now  judo^e,  what  caufe  had  Titus  to  revenge 
Thefe  wrongs,-  unfpeakable,  pall  patience. 
Or  more  than  any  living  man  could  bear. 
Now  you  have  heard  the  truth,  what  fay  you,  Romans? 
Have  we  done  ought  amifs  f  Shew  us  wherein. 
And,  from  the  place  where  you  behold  us  nov/. 
The  poor  remainder  of  Andronici 
Will,  hand  in  hand,  all  headlong  cad  us  down. 
And  on  the  ragged  ftones  beat  forth  our  brains. 
And  make  a  mutual  clofure  of  our  houfe. 
Speak,  Romans,  fpeak  :  and  if  you  fay  we  iliall, 
Lo,  hand  in  hand,  Lucius  and  I  will  fall. 

jE?n,  Come,  come,  thou  re\^erend  man  of  Rome, 
And  bring  our  emperor  gently  in  thy  hand, 
Lucius  our  emperor ;  for,  well  I  know, 
The  common  voice  do  cry,  it  ftiall  be  fo. 

Mar.  Lucius,  all  hail :  Rome's  royal  emperor  ! 
Go,  go  into  old  Titus'  forrowful  houfe  ; 
And  hither  hak  tluit  milbelieving  Moor, 
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J  o  be  adjadg'd  fome  direful  Haughtering  death. 
As  puriifliment  for  his  moll  ^^  icked  life. 
Lucius,  ail  hail,  Rome's  gracious  governor  ! 

Lifc.  Thanks,  gentle  Romans;  may  I  govern  fo,. 
-To  heal  Rome's  harms,  and  wipe  away  her^  oe  ! 
But,  gentle  people,  give  me  aim  a  v^  hile;, — 
For  nature  puts  me  to  a  heavy  tafk — 
Stand  all  aloof; — but,  uncle,  draw  you  near. 
To  fhed  obfequious  tears  upon  tliis  trunk  : — 
O,  ta^e  this  warm  kifs  en  thy  pale  cold  lips, 

[  KiJ'cs  Titus\ 

Thefe  forrowful  drops  upon  thy  blood-flain'd  face. 
The  lali  true  duties  of  thy  noble  fon  I 

Mar.  Ay,  tear  for  tear,  and  loving  kifs  for  kifs. 
Thy  brother  Marcus  tenders  oa  Vwj  lips : 
O,  were  the  fum  of  thefe  that  1  fliould  pay 
Countlefs  and  infmite   yet  ^Nould  1  pay  them  ! 

Luc,  Come  hither,  boy  ;  come,  come,  and  learn  cf  us 
To  xp.elt  in  Ihowers:  Thy  grandfire  lov'd  thee  well : 
Many  a  time  he  danc'd  thee  on  his  knee. 
Sung  thee  afleep,  his  loving  breaft  thy  pillow ; 
Many  a  matter  hath  he  told  to  thee, 
Meet,  and  agreeing  with  thine  infarxy  ! 
In  that  refpe?t  then,  like  a  loving  child, 
Shed  yet  fome  fmall  drops  from  thy  tender  fpring,- 
Jiecaufe  kind  nature  doth  require  it  fo : 
Friends  fliould  affociate  friends  in  grief  and  woe  ; 
Bid  him  farewell ;  commit  him  to  the  grave  ; 
Do  him  that  kindnefs,  and  take  leave  of  nim- 

Boy.  O  grandiire,  grandfire!  even  with  all  my  heart 
HVould.  I  were  dead,  fo  you  did  live  again ! — 
O  lord,  I  cannot  fpeak  to  him  for  v/eeping  ; 
My  tears  will  choak  me,  if  I  ope  my  mouth. 

Enter  Romans,  'With  Aaron* 

Rom,  You  fad  Andronici,  ha. ve  done  v/ith  woes : 
Give  fenterice  on  this  execrable  wretch. 
That  hath  been  breeder  of  thefe  dire  events. 

Lur,  Set  him  breail-deep  in  earth,  and  familTi  him  y 
There  let  him  Hand,  and  rave  and  cry  for  food : 
Jf  any  one  relieves  or  pities  him. 
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For  the  oiTcnce  he  dies.    This  is  our  doom: 
Some  ilay,  to  fee  him  faflenM  in  the  earth. 

Aar.  O,  v/hy  Ihould  wrath  be  mute,  and  fury  dumb  ? 
I  am  no  baby,  I,  that,  with  bafe  prayers, 
I  fhould  repent  the  evils  J,  have  done  ; 
Ten  thoufand,  worfe  than  ever  yet  I  did. 
Would  I  perform,  if  I  might  have  my  Vv  ill : 
If  one  good  deed  in  all  m^y  life  I  did, 
I  do  repent  it  from  ray  very  foal. 

Luc.  Some  loving  friends  convey  the  emperor  hence. 
And  give  him  burial  in  his  father's  grave  : 
My  father,  and  Lavinia,  fliall  forthwith 
Ee  clofed  in  our  houfliold's  monument. 
As  for  that  heiious  tyger,  Tamora, 
No  funeral  rights,  nor  man  in  mournful  Aveeds, 
No  mournful  bell  fhall  ring  her  burial ; 
But  throw  her  forth  to  beails,  and  birds  of  prey  : 
Her  life  v;as  beail-like,  and  devoid  of  pity  ; 
And,  being  fo,  lhall  have  like  want  of  pity. 
See  jaflice  done  on  Aaron,  that  damn'd  Moor, 
From  whom  our  heavy  haps  had  their  beginning ; 
Then,  afterwards,  to  order  well  the  Hate  ; 
That  like  events  may  ne'er  it  ruinate.   \Exeunt  07nnes. 


NOT  E. 

All  the  editors  and  criticks  agree  wiih  Mr.  Theobald  in  fuppofing 
this  play  fpurious.  I  fee  no  reafon  for  differing  from  them  ;  for  the 
colour  of  the  flyle  is  v.  hoUy  different  from  that  of  the  other  plays, 
and  there  is  an  attempt  at  regular  vcriificalion,  and  arnhcial  cl  )le.s, 
riot  always  inel^gan*,  yet  feldom  plcafing.  The  barbarity  of  the 
fpedlacles,  and  the  general  maffacre,  which  are  liere  cxhibit-.d,  can 
fcaicely  be  conceived  tolerable  to  any  aad  encc;  yet  \vc  are  told  by 
Joiuon,  that  they  are  not  only  borne,  but  praifcd.  That  Shake- 
fpeare  wrote  any  part,  though  Theobald  declares  it  incontellabls,  I 
fee  no  reafon  for  believing. 

^The  teflimony  produced  at  the  beginning  of  this  play,  by  which 
ills  afcribed  to  IShakefpeare,  is  oy  no  means  equal  to  the  argumeat 
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againft  Its  auChcncicity,  arifing  from  the  totnl  difference  of  conduft', 
language,  and  fcntiments  by  which  it  ftands  apart  from  all  th?  reft. 
Meres  had  probably  no  other  evidence  than  that  of  a  title-page, 
w  hich,  though  in  our  Unto,  it  be  fufficient,  was  then  of  no  great 
authority;  for  all  the  plays  which  were  rejected  by  th-e  firft  collec- 
tors of  bhakefpeare's  works,  and  admitted  in  later  editions,  and 
again  rejected  by  the  critical  editors,  had  Shakefpeare's  name  on 
tliC  title,  as  we  muft  fuppofe,  by  the  fraudulence  of  the  printers, 
who,  while  there  were  yet  no  gazettes,  nor  advertifements,  nor  any 
means  of  circulating  literary  intelligence,  could  ufurp  at  plcafureany 
celebrated  nam.c.  Nor  had  Shakefpcare  any  interell  in  detecting  the 
impofiurc,  as  none  of  its  fame  or  profit  was  produced  by  the  prefs. 

The  chrcnology  of  this  play  does  not  prove  it  not  to  be  Shake- 
fpeare's. If  it  had  been  written  twenty-five  years  in  1614,  it  might 
have  been  written  when  Shakefpcare  was  twenty-five  years  old. 
When  he  left  Warwickfliire  I  know  not ;  but  at  the  age  of  twenty- 
five  it  was  rather  too  late  to  fly  for  dccr-ftealing. 

Ravcnfcroft,  who  in  the  reign  of  Charles  II.  revifed  this  play, 
and  reftored  it  to  the  ftage,  tells  us,  in  his  preface,  from  a  theatrical 
tradition,  I  fuppofe,  which  in  his  time  might  be  of  fufficient  au- 
thority, that  this  play  was  touched  in  different  parts  by  Shakefpcare, 
but  written  by  fome  other  poet,  I  do  not  find  Shakefpeare's  touches 
very  difcernibk. 

Johnfon, 
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PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Priamy 
He  Si  or, 
TroiluSy 
Paris, 

Deiphobusy         \  Trojans. 
HelcKus, 

Pandarusy 
Caleb  as. 
Anterior  y 

Margarelon,  a  Ballard  Son  of  Priam* 

AgamemnoHy 
Achillesy 
Ajax, 
MenelauSy 

VlyJJesy  \  Greeks. 

Nejior, 
Diomedesy 
Patroclusy 
Therjttesy 


Helen,  Wife  to  Menelaus. 

Andromache,  Wife  to  Hedlor. 

CcJlfandra,  daughter  to  Priam,  a  Prophetefs. 

Crejjiday  daughter  to  Calchas. 

Alexander,  CrefTida's  Servant. 
Boy,  Page  to  Troilus. 
Servant  to  Diomed. 

Trojan  and  Greek  Soldiers,  with  other  Attendants. 
Semi  Troy,  and  the  Grecian  Camp  before  it. 
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Iroy,    Priam'' s  palace. 

Enter  Pa  Belarus  and  Troilns^ 

jyoL         A  L  L  here  my  vnrlet,  I'll  unarm  agiin  : 

Why  Piionld  I  war  without  the  walls  of  Troy, 
That  find  fuch  craei  battle  here  within? 
Each  Trojan,  that  is  nnifler  of  his  heart. 
Let  him  to  field  ;  Troilus,  alas !  hath  none. 
Pan,  Win  this  geer  ne'er  be  mended  ? 
'IroL  The  Greeks  are  flrcng,  and  Ikilful  to  their 
firength, 

Fieme  to  their  fkill,  and  to  their  fiercenefs  valiant; 
ButTam  weaker  than  a  woman's  tear. 
Tamer  than  fleep,  f  -nder  than  ignorance  ; 
Lefs  valiant  than  the  virgin  in  the  night. 
And  fkill-lefs  as  unpraftis'd  infancy. 

Pan.  Well,  I  have  told  you  enough  of  this  :  for  my 
part,  ril  not  meddle  nor  make  no  farther.  He,  that 
%v  il  1  have  a  cake  out  of  the  w  heat^muil  tarry  the  grinding. 

Trot,  Have  I  not  tarry 'd  ? 

Pan.  Ay,  the  grinding  ;  but  you  mufl  tarry  the 
boulting. 

Troi,  Have  I  not  tarry 'd  } 

Pan.  Ay,  the  boulting  ;  but  you  muft  tarry  the 
leavening. 

TroL  Still  have  I  tarry 'd. 

Pan.  Ay,  to  the  leavening:  but  here's  yet  in  the 
word — hereafter  the  kneading,  the  making  of  the  cake, 
ts^ic  heating  of  the  oven,  and  the  baking  ;  nay,  you 
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mud  ftav  the  cooling  too,  or  you  may  chance  to  burn 
your  lips. 

Troi.  Patience  herfelf,  what  goddefs  e'er  {he  be. 
Doth  lefier  blench  at  fufFcrance  than  1  do. 
At  Priam's  royal  table  do  I  lit ; 
And  when  fair  Crefiid  comes  into  my  thoughts, — 
So,  traitor! — when  the  comes! — When  is  Ihe  thence? 

Pan,  Well,  ihc  look'd  ycller-night  fairer  than  ever 
I  faw  her  look ;  or  any  woman  eiie. 

Troi,  I  v>  as  about  to  tell  thee, — When  my  heart. 
As  wedged  v/ith  a  fiorh,  ^^  ould  rive  in  tv/ain ; 
Left  Hedtor  or  my  father  Ihould  perceive  me, 
I  have  (as  ^vhen  the  fun  doth  light  a  ftorm) 
Bury'd  this  figh  in  wrinkle  of  a  fmile  : 
But  forrow,  that  is  couch'd  in  feeming  gladnefs. 
Is  like  that  mirth  fate  turns  to  fudden  fadnefs. 

Paji,  An  her  hair  were  not  fomewhat  darker  than 
Helen's,  (well,  go  to)  there  were  no  more  comparifon 
bet^.^  een  the  w  omen, — But,  for  my  part,  Ihe  is  my 
kinfwoman ;  I  would  not,  as  they  term  it,  praife  her, 
—Cut  1  would  fomebody  had  heard  her  talk  yefterday, 
as  1  did.  1  will  not  difpraifc  your  filler  CafTandra's 
wit :  bat — 

Troi,  O  Pandarus !  I  tell  thee,  Pandarus ! — 
When  I  do  tell  thee.  There  my  hopes  lye  drown'd. 
Reply  not  in  how  many  fathoms  deep 
They  lye  indrench'd.    I  tell  thee,  I  am  mad  - 
In  Creifid's  love  :  Thou  anfwer'll.  She  is  fair ; 
Pour'll  in  the  open  ulcer  of  my  heart 
Her  eyes,  her  hair,  her  cheek,  her  gait ;  her  voice 
Handled  in  thy  difcourfe  : — O  that  her  hand  I 
In  whofe  comparifon  all  whites  are  ink. 
Writing  their  ow  n  reproach  ;  to  wiiofe  foft  feizure 
The  cygnet's  down  is  harfh,  and  fpirit  of  fenfe 
Hard  as  the  palm  of  ploughman!  This  thou  tell'ft  me.. 
As  true  thou  tell'll  me,  when  I  fay, — I  love  her  ; 
But  faying  thus,  inflead  of  oil  and  balm. 
Thou  lay'il  in  every  gafh  that  love  hath  given  me^ 
The  knife  that  made  it. 

Fan,  I  fpeak  no  mor«  than  truths 
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Troi.  Thou  doll  not  fpeak  fo  much. 

Pan.  'Faith,  I'll  not  meddle  in 't.  Let  her  be  as 
fce  is :  if  llie  be  fair,  'tis  the  better  for  her  ;  an  fhe  be 
iiot,  flie  has  the  mends  in  her  o'w  n  hands. 

Troi.  Good  Fandarus  I  Ho"»v  now,  Fandarus  ? 

Fan.  I  have  had  mylabourformy  travel ;  iil-thoiight 
on  of  her,  and  ill-thought  on  of  you:  gone  between 
and  between;  but  fmall  thanks  for  my  labour. 

Iroi.  What,  art  thou  angry,  Fandarus  ?  what,  with 
me  ? 

Fan.  Becaufe  fhe  is  kin  to  me,  therefore  fhe's  notfo 
fair  as  Helen :  and  fhe  were  not  kin  to  me,  ilie  would 
be  as  fair  on  Friday,  as  Helen  is  on  Sunday.  But  what 
care  I?  1  care  not,  an  flie  were  a  black--a-moor ;  'tis 
all  one  to  me. 

Troi^  Say  1,  fhe  is  not  fair  ? 

Fan.  I  do  not  care  whether  you  do  or  no.  She's  a 
fool,  to  ftay  behind  her  father  ;  let  her  to  the  Greeks ; 
and  fo  ril  tell  her,  the  next  time  I  fee  her :  for  my 
part,  I'll  meddle  nor  make  no  more  in  the  matter. 

Troi.  Fandarus, — 

Fan.  Not  I. 

'Ih^.  Sweet  Fandarus., — 

l^n.  Fray  you,  fpeak  no  more  to  ;  I  will  leave 
all  as  I  found  it,  and  there  an  end.     \_Exit  Fandarus. 

[  Sound  alarum  • 

7roz,  Peace,  you  ungracious  clamours  !  peace  rude 
founds  ! 

Fools  on  both  fides  !  Helen  mull  needs  be  fair. 

When  with  your  blood  you  daily  paint  her  thus. 

I  cannot  f  ght  upon  this  argument ; 

It  is  too  Harv'd  a  fubjed  for  my  fword. 

Bat  Fandarus — O  gods,  how  do  you  plague  me ! 

I  cannot  come  to  CrelTid,  but  by  Fandar ; 

And  he's  as  techy  to  be  woo'd  to  woo. 

As  fhe  is  flubborn-chaile  againft  all  fuit. 

Tell  me,  Apollo,  for  thy  Daphne's  love. 

What  Creffid  is,  what  Fandar,  and  what  we  ? 

Her  bed  is  India ;  there  fhe  lyes,  a  pearl : 

Between  our  Ilium,  and  where  ihe  refides. 
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Let  k  be  call'd  the  wild  and  wandering  flood ; 
Ourfelf,  the  merchant;  and  this  failing  Pandar; 
Our  doubtful  hope,  our  convoy,  and  our  bark. 
[Alarum.^  Enter  ^^fieas, 
jEns,  How  now,  prince  Troilus  ?  wherefore  not 
afield  ? 

TrcL  Becaufe  not  there  ;  This  ^voman's  anfwer  forts. 
For  woman ifli  it  is  to  be  from  thence. 
What  news,  ^neas  from  the  field  to-day  ? 

jEne.  That  Paris  is  returned  home,   and  hurt. 

7m.  By  \^  horn,  -;Eneas  ? 

^Ene,  Troiius,  by  Menelaus. 

Trci,  Let  Paris  bleed  :  'tis  but  a  fear  to  fcorn  ; 
Paris  is  gor'd  with  Menelaus,  horn.  \_  Alarum. 

JEne.  Hark  what  good  fport  is  out  of  town  to  day  i 

Troi.  Better  at  home,  if  n^vould  1  mighty  v,'crQ  may,— 
But,  to  the  fport  abroad  ; — Are  you  bound  thither  f 

jEne.  In  ail  fv;  ift  hafle. 

7rc/.  Come,  go  we  then  together.  \_Exeunt. 
SCENE  II. 
A  Street, 

Enter  Crejffida,  and  Alexander  her  fer^varU,  ^ 

Cre,  Who  were  thofe  went  by  ? 

Serv,  Queen  Hecuba,  and  Helen. 

Cre,  And  whither  go  tliey  ? 

Ser^j,  Up  to  the  eafiern  tower, 
Whofe  heiglit  commands  as  fubjecl  all  the  vale. 
To  fee  the  battle.    Heclor,  whofe  patience 
Ts,  as  a  virtue,  f.x'd,  to  day  was  mov'd : 
He  chid  AndromrXiJe,  andilruck  his  armourer 
And,  like  as  tiiere  were  hulbandry  in  war, 
Before  the  fun  rofe,  lie  was  harnefs'd  light, 
And  to  the  field  goes  he  ;  A\  here  every  flower 
Did,  as  a  prophet,  weep  what  it  forefaw 
In  Hedor's  wrath. 

Cre,  What  v/as  his  caufe  of  anger  ? 

Ser-u,  The  noife  goes,  this  :  i  here  is  among  the 
Greeks 

A  lord  of  Trojan  blood,  nephew  to  Hedor  ^ 
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They  call  him,  Ajax. 

Cre.  Good  ;  And  what  of  him  ? 

Ser^\  TJiey  fay  he  is  a  very  man  perfi, 
And  {lands  alone. 

Cre.  So  do  all  men ;  unlefs  they  are  drunk,  rick> 
or  have  no  legs. 

Ser'u,  This  man,  lady  hath  robb'd  many  bealls  of 
their  particular  additions ;  he  is  as  valiant  a^.  the  lion, 
churlifh  as  the  bear,  flow  as  the  elephant :  a  man  into 
whom  nature  hath  fo  crowded  humours,  that  his  valour 
is  crufhed  into  folly,  his  folly  fauced  with  difcredon  : 
there  is  no  man  hath  a  virtue,  that  he  hath  not  a  glimpfe 
of ;  nor  any  man  an  attaint,  but  he  carries  fome  Hain 
of  it:  he  is  m.elancholy  without  caufc,  and  merry  againfl 
the  hair :  he  hath  the  joints  of  every  thing ;  but  every 
thing  fo  out  of  joint,  that  he  is  a  gouty  Briareus, 
many  hands  and  no^  ufe  ;  or  purblind  Argus,  all 
eyes  and  no  fight. 

Cre,  But  how  ftiould  this  man,  that  makes  mefmile, 
make  Hedor  angry  ? 

Ser^,  They  fay,  he  yefierday  cop'd  He6lor  in  the 
battle,  and  ilruck  him  down  ;  the  difdain  and  ftiame 
whereof  hath  ever  fince  ke|)t  He6lor  falling  and  waking. 
E?iter  Pandartis, 

Cre,  Who  comes  here  ? 

Ser-v,  Madam,  your  u»cle  Pandarus. 

Cre,  Hedor's  a  gallant  man. 

Ser'-v,  As  may  be  in  the  world,  lady. 

Pan,  What's  that?  what's  that  ? 

Cre,  Good  morrow%  uncle  Pandarus. 

Pan,  Good  morrow,  Couiin  Creffid  :  What  do  you 
talk  of? — Good  morro^^  Alexander.^ — How  do  you, 
coufin  ?  When  were  you  at  Ilium  ? 

Cre,  This  morning,  uncle. 

Pan,  What  were  you  talking  of,  when  I  came  ? 
Was  Hedor  arm'd,  and  gone,  ere  you  came  to  Ilium? 
Helen  was  not  up,  was  Ihe  ? 

Cre,  He6lor  was  gone  ;  but  Helen  was  not  ap. 

Pan,  E'en  fo ;  Hedor  was  Hirring  early. 

Cre,  That  were  we  talking:  of,  and  of  his  snefr 
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Pan,  Was  he  angry  ? 
Cre,  So  he  fays  here. 

Pan,  Trae,  he  was  (o  ;  I  know  the  caufe  too,  he'll 
lay  about  him  to-day,  I  can  tell  them  that :  and  there's 
Troilns  will  not  come  far  behind  him ;  let  them  take 
heed  of  Troilus ;  I  can  tell  them  that  too. 

Cre,  What,  is  he  angry  too? 

Pan,  Who,  Troilus?  Troilus  is  the  better  man  of 
the  two. 

Cre.  O  Jupiter  !  there's  no  comparifon. 

Pan,  What,  not  between  Troilus  and  Heflcr  ? 
Do  you  know  a  man,  if  you  fee  him  ? 

Cre,  Ay  ;  if  ever  I  faw  him  before,  and  knew  him. 

Pan.  Well,  I  fay,  Troilus  is  Troilus. 

Cre.  Then  you  fay  as  I  fay ;  for,  I  am  fure,  he  is 
not  Hedlor. 

Pan,  No,  nor  Hcdlor  is  not  Troilus,  in  fome  de- 
grees. 

Cre,  'Tis  juft  to  each  of  them  ;  he  is  himfelf. 
Pan,  Himfelf!  Alas,  poor  Troilus!  1  would,  he 

were,  

Cre,  So  he  is. 

Pan,  — 'Condition,  I  had  gone^bare-foot  to  India. 
Cre,  He  is  not  Heflor. 

Pan,  Himfelf?  no,  he's  not  himfelf. — 'Would  'a 
were  himfelf!  Well,  the  gods  are  above  ;  Time  muft 

friend  or  end  :  Well,  Troilus,  well,  1  would,  my 

heart  were  in  her  body  ! — No,  He6lor  is  not  a  better 
man  than  Troilus. 

Cre,  Excufeme. 

Pan,  He  is  elder. 

Cre,  Pardon  me,  pardon  me. 

Pan,  The  other's  not  come  to 't ;  you  fhall  tell  me 
another  tale,  when  the  other's  come  to 't.  Heftcr 
lliall  not  have  his  wit  this  year. 

Cre,  He  (hall  not  need  it,  if  he  have  his  own. 

Pan,  Nor  his  qualities. 

Cre,  No  matter. 

Pan,  Nor  his  beauty. 

Cre.  'Twould  not  become  him,  his  own's  better. 
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Pan,  You  have  no  judgment,  niece:  Helen  herfelf 
fvvore  the  other  day,  that  I  roiias,  for  a  bro^^n  favour, 
(for  fo  'tis,  Imuil  confefs) — ^Nct  brown  neither, 

Cre.  No>  but  brown. 

Pan,  'Faith,  to  fay  truth,  brown  and  not  brown, 
Cre.  To  fay  the  truth,  true  and  not  true. 
Pan,  She  prais'd  his  complexion  above  Paris. 
Cr^.  Why,  Paris  hath  colour  enough. 
Pan,  So  he  has. 

Cre,  Then,  Troilus  jSiould  have  too  much  :  if  Ihe^ 
prais'd  him  above,  his  complexion  is  higher  than  his  ' 
he  having  colour  enough,  and  the  other  iiigher,  is  too 
flaming  a  praife  for  a  good  complexion.  I  had  as 
lieve,  Helen's  golden  tongue  had  commended  Troilus 
for  a  copper  nofe. 

Pan,  1  Avear  to  you,  I  think,  Helen  loves  him  bet^ 
tor  than  Paris. 

Cre,  Then  fhe's  a  merry  Greek,  indeed. 

Pan,  Nay,  I  am  fure  fne  does.  She  came  to  him 
the  other  day  into  tlie  compafs'd  window, — and,  you 
know,  he  has  not  pafi:  three  or  four  hairs  on  his  chin. 

Cre,  Indeed,  a  tapper's  arithmetic  may  foon  bring 
his  particulars  therein  to  a  total. 

Pan,  Why,  he  is  very  young :  and  yet  will  he, 
within  three  pound,  lift  as  much  as  his  brother  Heclor, 

Cre,  Is  he  fo  young  a  man,  and  fo  old  a  lifter  ? 

Pan,  But,  to  prove  to  you  that  Helen  loves  him; — 
Ibe  came,  and  puts  me  her  white  hand  to  his  cloven 
chin,  

Cre,  Juno  Iiave  mercy — How  come  it  cloven  ? 
Pan,  Why,  you  know,  'tis  dimpled :  I  think,  his 
fmiling  becomes  him  better  than  any  man  in  all  Fhrygia. 
Cre,  O,  he  fmiles  valiantly. 
Pan,  Does  he  not  ? 

Cre,  O,  yes ;  an  'twere  a  cloud  in  autumn. 

Pan,  Why,  go  to  then  :-— But,  to  prove  to  you 
that  Helen  loves  Troilus,— — 

Cre,  Troilus  will  fcand  to  the  proof,  if  you'll  prove 
it  fo. 

Pan.  Troilus  ?  why  lie  elleems  her  no  more  than  I 
clleem  anaddls  egg. 
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Cre.  If  you  love  an  addle  tg<y  as  well  as  you  love 
an  idle  head,  you  v/ould  eat  chickens  i'  the  fhell. 

Pan.  I  cannot  chule  bat  laugh,  to  think  how  fhe 
tickled  his  chin  ; — Indeed,  ihe  has  a  marvellous  white 
hand,  I  muft  needs  confefs. 

Cre.  Without  the  rack. 

Fail.  And  flie  takes  upon  her  to  Toy  a  white  hair  on 
Viis  chin. 

Cre.  Alas,  poor  chin  !  many  a  Avart  is  riclier/ 
Fail,  But,  there  was  fuch  laughing      Queen  Ke- 
cuba  laugh'd,  that  her  eyes  ran  o'er. 
Cre»  With  mill-llones. 
Pan,  And  CafTandra  laugh'd. 

Cre,  But  there  were  mere  temperate  fire  under  the 
pot  of  her  eyes      Did  her  e3'es  run  o'er  too  ? 

Pan,  And  Hedor  laugh'd. 

Cre,  At  what  was  all  this  laughing  ? 

Fan,  Marry,  at  the  white  hair  that  Helen  fpled  on 
Troilus'  chin. 

Cre,  hxi\  had  been  a  green  hair,  I  fhould  have 
laugh'd  too. 

Fan,  They  laugh'd  not  fo  much  at  the  hair,  as  at 
his  pretty  anfwer. 

Crt,  What  was  his  anfwer  ? 

Fan,  Quotli  fne,  Here^s  hut  one  and  fifty  hairs  on  your 
chin,  and  cue  of  them  is  <white, 

Cre,  This  is  her  queftion. 

Pan,  That's  true ;  make  no  quefLion  of  that. 
§Ke  and fify  hairs ^  quoth  he,  and  one  ~ijjhite.  That 
'uohite  hair  is  my  father y  and  all  the  reji  a,-^.  his  fans, 
Jupiter  !  quoth  fhe,  njjhich  of  thefe  haii's  is  Paris,  my 
hujhand  ?  The  forked  one,  quoth  he  ;  pluck  it  cut,  and 
gi^^e  it  him.  But,  there  was  fuch  laughing  !  and 
Helen  fo  blufti'd,  and  Paris  fo  chaPd,  and  all  the  reft 
fo  laugh'd,  that  it  pafs'd. 

Cre.  So  let  it  now  \  for  it  has  been  a  great  while 
going  by. 

Pan,  Well,  coufm,    1  told  you  a  thing  yeilerday  ; 
think  on 't. 
Cre*  So  1  do. 
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Pan.  rU  be  fworn,  'ts  true  ;  he  will  weep  you,  an 
'twere  a  man  horn  in  April.  [Sound  a  retreat, 

Cre.  And  Til  fpring  up  in  his  tears,  an  'twere  a 
nettle  againft  May. 

Pan.  Hark  they  are  coming  from  the  field :  Shall  we 
Hand  up  here,  and  fee  them,  as  they  pafs  toward  Ilium? 
p-ood  niece,  do  ;  fweet  niece  Creflida. 

Cre.  At  your  pleafure. 

Pan.  Here,  here,  here's  an  excellent  place  ;  here  we 
may  fee  moil  bravely  :  I'll  tell  you  them  all  by  their 
names,  as  they  pafs  by;  but  mark  Troilus  above 
the  reil. 

^/leas  pajjes  o^ver  the  ft  age. 
Cre.  Speak  notfo  loud. 

Pan.  That's  .Eneas ;  Is  not  that  a  brave  man?  he's 
one  of  the  flowers  of  Troy,  I  can  tell  you  ;  but  mark 
Troilus ;  you  fhall  fee  anon. 

Cre.  Who's  that  ? 

Anterior  pajjhs  over 

Pan.  That's  Antenor ;  he  has  a  Ihrewd  wit,  I  can 
tell  you ;  and  he's  a  man  good  enough  :  he'5  one  o' 
thefoundeftjudgmentinTroy,  whofoever;  andapro- 

per  man  of  perf^m :  When  comes  Troilus  ?~I'll 

(liew  you  Troilus  anon ;  if  he  fee  me,  you  fhall  fee 
him  nod  at  me. 

Cre.  Will  he  give  you  the  nod  ? 
•  Pan.  Youfhalifee. 

Cre.  If  he  do,  the  rich  lliall  have  more. 

He^ior  paffes  over. 

Pan.  That's  He^^or,  that,  that,  look  you,  that  ! 
There's  a  fellow  ! — Go  thy  way,  He6lor  ; — There's  a 
brave  man,  niece. — O  brave  Heflor  ! — Look,  how 
he  looks  1  there's  a  countenance:  Is 't  not  a  brave  man? 

Cre.  O,  brave  man  ! 

Pan.  Is  'a  not  ?  It  does  a  man's  heart  good — Look 
you,  what  hacks  are  on  his  helmet  ?  look  you  yonder, 
do  you  fee  ?  look  you  there  !  There's  no  jelling  :  lay- 
ing on ;  take't  olF  who  will,  as  they  fay ;  there  be 
hacks  ! 

Qre,  Be  thofe  with  fwords  ? 
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Pctris  pajfes  o'ver. 
Pan.  Swords?  anything,  he  cares  not ;  an  the  de- 
vil come  to  him,  it's  all  one :  By  god's  lid,  lit  does 
one's  heart  good  : — Yonder  comes  Paris,  yonder  comes 
Paris  :  look  ye  yonder,  niece  :  Is't  not  a  gallant  nian 
too,  is't  not? — Why,  this  is  brave  now. — Who  faid, 
he  came  home  hurt  to-day  ?  he's  not  hurt :  why,  this 
will  do  Helen's  heart  good  now.  Ha  !  'would  I  could 
fee  Troilus  now  1 — you  fhall  fee  Troiius  anon. 
Cre,  Who's  that  ? 

Helenus  paffes  ever. 
Pan,  That'sHelenus,—!  marvel,  where  Troilus  is : 

 That's  Helenus ; — 1  think  he  went  not  forth  to-day  ; 

— That's  Helenus. 

Cre,  Can  Helenus  fight,  uncle?  ^ 
Pan,  Helenus  ?  no      yes,  he'll  fight  indifferent 
^ell :— I  marvel,  where  Troilus  is !— Hark  ;  do  you 
not  hear  the  people  cry,  Troilus  ?  Helenus  is  a  prielh 
Cre,  What  fneaking  fellow  comes  yonder  ? 

Trctlus  paps  o-ver.  ^  ^ 

Pan.  Where?  yonder?  that's  Deiphobus  :  'Tis 
Troiius !  there's  a  man,  niece  !— Hem  I— Brave  Troi- 
lus !  the  prince  of  chivalry  ! 

Cre,  P«ace,  for  fname,  peace  I  ^    -i  i 

Pan.  Mark  him  ;  note  him  :-0  brave  Troilus!^ 
look  well  upon  him,  niece  ;  look  you,  hov/  his  fword 
■^is  bloody'd,  and  his  helm  more  hack'd  tiian  Heftor  s ; 
And  how  he  looks,  and  how  he  goes  !— O  admirable 
youth '  he  ne'er  faw  three  and  twenty.    Go  thy  way, 
Troilus,  ?o  thy  way  ;  had  I  a  filler  were  a  grace,  or  a 
daughter  a  goddefs,  he  lliould  take  his  choice.    O  ad  ^ 
miiablemanl   Paris  ?— Paris  is  dirt  to  him  ;  ana,  I 
warrant,  Helen,  to  change,  would  give  an  eye  to  boot. 
Enter  Soldiers,  iSc. 
Cre.  Here  come  more.  .   rr  \ 

Pan  Affes,  fools,  dolts!  chaff  and  bran,  chafT  and 
bran!  porridge  after  meat  1  1  could  live  and  die  i  the 
eyes  of  Troilus.  Ne'er  look,  ne'er  look  ;  the  eagles 
areeone;  crows  and  daws,  crows  and  daws!  I  had 
rathir  be  fuch  a  m^u  as  Troilus,  than  Agamemnon  ani 
all  Greece* 
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Cre,  There  is  among  the  Greeks,  Ach.r.es ;  a  better 
man  than  Troilus. 

Fan.  Achilles?  a  dray-naan,  a  porter,  a  very  camel. 
Cre,  Well,  well. 

Fan.  Well,  well  ?— -Why  haVe  you  any  difcretion? 
have  you  any  eyes  ?  Do  you  know  what  a  man  is  ?  Is 
not  birth,  beauty,  good  lhape,  difcourfe,  manhood, 
learning,  gentlenefs,  virtue,  youth,  liberality,  and 
fuch  like,  the  fpice  and  fait  that  feafon  a  man  ? 

Cre.  Ay,  a  minc*d  man  :  and  then  to  be  bak'd  with 
no  date  in  the  pye,— for  then  the  man's  date  is  out. 

Fan,  You  are  fiich  a  woman  !  one  knows  not  at 
what  ward  you  lye. 

Cre,  Upon  my  back  to  defend  my  belly;  upon  my 
wit,  to  defend  my  wiles ;  upon  my  fecrecy,  to  defend 
mine  honefty  ;  my  mafk,  to  defend  my  beauty  ;  and 
you,  to  defend  all  thefe :  and  at  all  thefe  wards  I  lye, 
at  a  thoufand  watches. 

Fan,  Say  one  of  your  watches. 

Cre,  Nay,  I'll  watch  }'ou  for  that ;  and  thn's  one 
of  the  chiefefi  of  them  too:  if  I  cannot  ward  what 
I  would  not  have  hit,  I  can  v/atch  you  for  telling  how 
I  took  the  blow  ;  unlefs  it  fwell  ptiil  hiding,  and  then 
it  is  pall  watching. 

Fan.,  You  are  fuch  another  \ 

Enter  Troilus"*  Boy, 

Boy,  Sir,  my  lord  would  inilantly  fpeak  v/ith  you. 

Fan,  Where  ? 

Boy,  At  your  o^vn  houfe  ;  there  he  unarms  him. 
Fan,  Good  boy,   tell  him  I  come  {_Exit  Boy.]  I 
<iaubt  he  be  hurt. — Fare  you  well,  good  niece. 
Cre,  Adieu,  uncle. 

Fan,  I'll  be  with  you,  niece,  by  and  by. 

Cre.  To  bring,  uncle,  

Fan,  Ay,  a  token  from  Troilus. 
Cre.  By  the  iame  token — you  are  a  hz 

Words,  vows,  gifts,  tears,  and  lov 
He  oiTcrs  in  another's  enterprize  : 
But  mere  in  Troiliis  thoufaud  fold 
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Than  in  the  glafs  of  Pandar's  praife  may  be ; 
Yet  hold  I  off.    Women  are  angels,  wooing  ; 
Things  won  are  done,  joy's  foul  lies  in  the  doing; 
Thatflie  belov'd  knoM  s  nought,  that  knows  nocthis,— 
Men  prize  the  thing  ungain'd  more  tlian  it  is 
That  fhe  was  never  yet,  that  ever  knew 
Love  got  To  fvveet,  as  when  delire  did  fue  : 

Therefore  this  maxim  out  of  love  I  teach,  

Achievement  is,  command;  ungain'd,  befeech : 
Then  though  the  heart's  content  firm  love  doth  bear. 
Nothing  of  that  fhall  from  mine  eyes  appear.  \^Exeunt, 

SCENE  III. 

The  Grecicji  Camp, 
Trumpets.     Enter  Agamemnon^  hejlor,  VlyJ/es,  Menelaus^ 
^vith,  others. 

Again,  Princes, 

What  grief  hath  fet  the  jaundice  on  your  cheeks  ? 
The  ample propofiiion,  that  hope  makes 
In  all  defigns  begun  on  earth  belo^v. 
Fails  in  the  prcmis'd  largenefs  ;  checks  and  difaflers 
Grow  in  the  veins  of  adtions  highefl  rear'd  ; 
As  knots,  by  the  conflux  of  meeting  fr.p, 
Infed  the  found  pine,  and  divert  his  grain 
Tortive  and  errant  fj  om  his  courfe  of  growth. 
Nor,  princes,  is  it  m^Ttter  new  to  us. 
That  we  come  lliort  of  our  fuppofe  fo  far. 
That,  after  feven  years'  fiegc,  yet  Troy  walls  Hand  j 
Sith  every  adlion  that  h:ith  gone  before. 
Whereof  we  have  record,  trial  did  draw 
Bias  and  thwart,  not  anf^^  ering  the  aim, 
'^nd  that  unbodied  figure  of  the  tlio^ught 

It  gave't  furmifed  fhape.    Why  then,  }  ou  princes, 
y\  with  cheeks  abaih'd  behold  our  works  \ 
-Ilk  them  fhames,  which  are,  indeed^,  nought 
fe 

?ling  trials  of  great  Jove, 
e  conllancy  in  mien  ? 
liich  m^etalis  not  found 
t  fer  then,  the  bold  and  coward. 


TROILUS   AND  CRESSIDA. 


The  wife  and  fool,  the  artiH:  and  unread. 
The  hard  and  foft,  feem  all  alnn'd  and  kin  : 
But,  in  the  \vind  and  ternpefl  of  her  frown, 
Diilindion,  with  a  broad  and  powerful  fan, 
Pufling  at  ail,  \yinnows  the  light  away  ; 
And  what  hath  mafs,  or  matter,  by  itfelf 
Lyes,  .rich  in  virtue,  and  unmingled. 

Nefi,  With  due  obfervance  of  thy  godlike  feat. 
Great  Agamemnon,  Neilor  ihall  apply 
Thy  lateA  words.    In  the  reproof  of  chance 
Lyes  the  true  proof  of  men :  The  fea  being  fmooth. 
How  many  fliallow  bauble  boats  dare  fail 
Upon  her  patient  breail,  making  their  way 
V/ith  thofe  of  nobler  bulk  ? 
But  let  the  ruffian  Boreas  once  enrage 
The  gentle  Thetis,  and,  anon,  behold 
Tlie  ih'ong-ribb'd  bark  through  liquid  mountains  cut. 
Bouncing  between  the  two  moift  elements. 
Like  i'^erfeus'  horfe  :  Where's  then  the  fancy  boat, 
Whofe  weak  untimber'd  fides  but  even  now 
Co-rival'd  greatnefs  ?  either  to  harbour  fied. 
Or  made  a  toall:  for  Neptune.    Even  fo 
Doth  valour's  iliew,  and  valour's  worth,  divide 
In  ftorms  of  fortune  :  For,  in  her  ray  and  brightnefs. 
The  herd  hath  more  annoyance  by  the  brize. 
Than  by  the  tyger :  but  when  fplitting  winds 
Pvlake  flexible  the  knees  of  knotted  oaks. 
And  files  flee  under  i^.iade,  V/hy,  then,  the  thing  of 
courage. 

As  rouz'd  with  rage,  with  rage  doth  fympathize. 
And  with  an  accent  tun'd  in  feif-fame  key. 
Returns  to  chiding  fortune. 

Vl^i/f,  Agamemnon, — 
Thou  great  comm.ander,  nerve  and  bone  of  Greece, 
Heart  of  our  num.bers,  foul  and  only  fpirit. 
In  whom  the  tempers  and  the  minds  of  all 
Should  be  (hut  up, — Hear  what  UlyfTes  fpeaks. 
Befides  the  applaufe  and  approbation 

The  w  hich, — mod  mighty  for  thv  place  andfway,  

\2o  /lga?nemnon> 
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And  thou  mofl  reverend  for  thy  llretch'd*oi:t-life,  

\To  Nejloi\ 

\  give  to  both  your  fpceches,  which  were  fiKh, 

As  Agamemnon  and  the  h;ind  of  Grcect!, 
Should  hold  up  high  in  brafs ;  and  fuch  again. 
As  venerable  Nef{:or,  hatch'd  in  filvcr. 
Should  ^vith  a  bond  of  air  (llrcng  as  the  axle-tree 
On  which  heaven  rides)  knit  all  the  Greekilh  ears 
To  his  experienc'd  tongue, —yet  let  it  pleafe  both. 
Thou  great,-— and  wife,-— to  hear  Ulyffes  fpeak. 
Jlgam.  Speak,  prince  of  Ithaca;  and  be 't  of  lefs 
expect 

That  matter  needlefs,  of  impartlcfs  burden. 
Divide  thy  lips  ;  than  v/e  are  confident. 
When  rank  Therfites  opes  his  rnalHif  jaws, 
Wc  faall  hear  mufic,  vv'it,  and  oracle. 

LTv^  Troy,  yet  upon  her  bafis,  had  been  down. 
And  the  great  Keclor's  fword  had  lack'd  a  mailer. 
But  for  thefe  inllances. 
The  fpecialty  of  rule  hath  been  negle£led  ; 
And,  look,  how  many  Grecian  tents  do  fland 
Hollow  upon  this  plain,  fo  many  hollovv  fa<flions. 
When  that  the  general  is  not  like  the  hive, 
TC  V;hCr_  L^*-  fora;^--  fj^n'ii  all  repair. 
What  honey  is  expelled  ?  Degree  being  vlzarded. 
The  unworthieil  fnews  as  fairly  in  the  maik. 
The  heavens  thcmfelves,  the  planets,  and  this  centre^ 
Gbferve  degree,  priority,  and  place, 
Innilare,  courfe,  proportion,  feafon,  form. 
Office,  and  cuiiom,  in  all  line  of  order  : 
And  therefore  is  the  glorious  planet,  Sol, 
111  noble  eminence  enthroned  and  fpher'd 
Amidil  the  other  ;  whofe  med'cinable  eye 
Corredls  the  ill  afpecls  of  planets  evil. 
And  polls,  like  tne  commandant  of  a  king, 
Sans  check,  to  good  and  bad  :  But,  when  the  planets. 
In  evil  mixture,  to  diforder  wander, 
What  plagues,  and  what  portents  ?  what  mutiny  ? 
What  raging  of  the  fea  ?  lhaking  of  earth  ? 
Commotion  in  the  winds  ?  frights,  changes,  horror&, 
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Divert  and  crack,  rend,  and  deracinate 
The  unity  and  married  calm  of  ftates 
(^ite  from  their  fixure  ?   O,  when  degree  is  fliak'd. 
Which  is  the  ladder  to  all  high  defigns. 
The  enterprize  is  fickl  How  could  communities^ 
Degrees  in  fchools,  and  brotherhoods  in  cities. 
Peaceful  commerce  from  dividable  fncres, 
The  primogenitive  and  due  of  birth, 
Prerogative  of  age,  crowns,  fceptrcs,  laurels, 
Eut  by  degree,  iland  in  authentic  place  ? 
Take  but  degree  away,  untune  that  firing. 
And,  hark,  what  difccrd  follows !  each  thing  meets 
in  mere  oppugnancy  :  The  bounded  waters 
Should  lift  their  bofoms  higher  than  the  lliores. 
And  make  a  fop  of  all  tliis  lolid  globe  : 
Strength  fhould  be  lord  of  imbecility. 
And  the  rude  fon  fliculd  llrike  his  father  dead  : 
Force  fnould  be  right ;  or,  rather  right  and  v^^rong 
(Betv.  een  whofe  endlefs  jar  jufticc  refides) 
Should  lofe  their  names,  and  fo  fhould  juilice  too. 
Then  every  thing  includes  itfelf  in  power, 
Pov'er  into  will,  v.- ill  into  appetite; 
And  appetite,  an  univerfal  wolf. 
So  doubly  feconded  ^vith  will  and  power. 
Mull  make  perforce  an  univcrfd  prey. 
And,  lafl,  eat  up  himfelf.    Great  Agamemnon, 
Tills  chaos,  %Yhen  degree  is  fuffocaie. 
Follows  the  choking. 
And  this  negledlion  of  degree  it  is, 
I'hat  by  a  pace  goes  backward,  with  a  purpofc 
It  hath  to  climb  :  The  general's  difdain'd 
By  him  one  flep  below  :  he,  by  the  next ; 
I'hat  next,  by  him  beneath:  fo  every  ilep, 
Exampled  by  the  firH  pace  that  is  fick 
Of  his  fuperior,  grows  to  an  envious  fever 
Of  pale  and  bioodlefs  emulation  : 
x-^nd  'tis  this  fever  that  keeps  Troy  on  foot. 
Not  her  own  iinev/s.    To  end  a  tale  of  length, 
Troy  inour  weaknefs  fcands,  not  in  her  ftrength. 
Ne/l.  Moil  wifely  hath  Ulyffes  here  difcover'd 
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The  fever  "whereof  all  our  power  is  fick. 

J  gam.  The  nature  of  the  ucknefs  found,  UlyfTes., 
What  is  the  remedy  ? 

"UlyJ]\  The  great  Achilles,  whom  opinion  crowns  • 
The  fmew  and  the  forehand  of  our  hoft, — 
Having  his  ear  full  of  his  airy  fame. 
Grows  dainty  of  his  worth,  and  in  his  tent 
Lyes  mocking  our  defigns :  With  him,  Patroclus, 
Upon  a  lazy  bed,  the  live  long  day 
Ereaks  fcurril  jefts ; 

And  with  ridiculous  and  awkward  action 

(Which,  ilanderer,  he  imitation  calls) 

He  pageants  us.    Sometime,  great  Agamemnon, 

Thy  toplefs  deputation  he  puts  on ; 

And,  like  a  flrutting  player, — whofe  conceit 

Lyes  in  his  ham-ltring,  and  doth  think  it  rich 

To  hear  the  wooden  dialogue  and  found 

^Twixt  his  flretch'd  footing  cmd  the  fcaffoldage, — 

Such  to-be-pitied  and  c'er-refted  feeming 

He  ads  thy  greatnefs  in  :  and  when  lie  fpeaks, 

'Tis  like  a  chime  a  mending  ;  with  terms  unfquar'd. 

Which,  from  the  tongue  of  roaring  Typhon  drop*d, 

Wauld  feem  hyperboles.    At  this  fully  ftulF, 

The  large  Achilles,  on  his  prefs'd  bed  lolling. 

From  his  deep  cheft  laughs  out  a  loud  applaufe  ; 

Cries — *  Excellent? — 'tis  Agamemnon  juft. 

^  Now  play  meNeftor; — hem,  and  ilroke  thy  beard, 

'  x^s  he,  being  'dreft  to  fome  oration.' 

That's  done  ; — as  near  as  theextremeil  ends 

Of  parallels ;  as  like  as  Vulcan  and  his  wife  : 

Yet  good  Achilles  {lill  cries,  '  Excellent  1 

*  'Tis  Nellor  right!  Now  play  him  me,  Patroclus, 
^  Arming  to  anfwer  in  a  night  alarm.' 

And  then,  forfooth,  the  fciint  defedls  of  age 
Muil  be  the  fcene  of  mirth  ;  to  cough,  and  fpit. 
And  with  a  palfy-fumblirig  on  his  gorget. 
Shake  in  and  out  the  rivet: — and  at  this  fport, 
3ir  Valour  dies ;  cries,  ^O! — enough,  Patroclus; 
'  Or  give  me  ribs  of  llcel !  I  fnall  fpiit  all 

*  Inpleafure  of  my  fplecn.'    And  in  this  faftiionf 
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All  our  abilities,  gifts,  natures,  fliapes. 
Sclerals  and  generals  ofgr^xe  exacl. 
Achievements,  plots,  orders,  preventions. 
Excitements  to  the  licld,  or  Tpeech  for  truce> 
Succefs,  or  lofs,  v/hat  is,  or  is  not,  ferves 
As  flufFfor  thefe  two  to  make  paradoxes. 

Ncft.  And  in  the  imitation  ef  thefe  twairl 
(Whom,  as  UlyfTes  fays,  opinion  crowns 
With  an  imperial  voice)  mxany  are  infed. 
Ajax  is  grov/n  felf-v/ilPd  ;  and  bears  his  head 
In  fuch  a  rein,  in  full  as  proud  a  place 
As  bread  Achilles  ;  keeps  his  tent  like  him  ; 
Makes  fadlious  feafls ;  rails  on  our  Hate  of  war. 
Bold  as  an  oracle ;  and  fets  Therfites 
(A  Have,  v^hofe  gall  coins  ilander  like  a  mint) 
To  match  us  in  comparifons  ^virh  dirt ; 
To  weaken  and  difcredit  our  expofure, 
Hov/  rank  fo  ever  rounded  in  with  danger. 

VlyJ/]  They  tax  our  policy,  and  call  it  cowardice ; 
Count  wifdom  as  no  member  of  the  vvar  ; 
Foreflall  prefcience,  and  efleem  no  ad 
Eut  tiiat  of  hand  :  the  flill  and  mental  parts, — 
That  do  contrive  how  many  hands  lhall  llrike. 
When  fftnefs  calls  them  on,  and  know,  by  meafare 
Of  their  obfervant  toil,  the  enemies'  weight. 
Why,  tliis  hath  not  a  finger's  dignity  ; 
They  call  this— bed-work,  mappery,  clofet  war  : 
So  thai:  tiie  v:im,  that  batters  down  the  v/ail. 
For  the  rreat  fwi;.ig  and  rudenefs  of  his  poize. 
They  piacc  before  his  hand  that  made  the  engine  i 
Orthofc,  that  with  the  fmenefs  of  their  fouls 
By  reafon  guide  his  execution. 

Nejl,  Let  this  be  granted^  and  Achilles'  horfe 
Makes  many  Thetis'  fons.  [irumpct  founds, 

Agam.  What  trumpet?  look,  Menelaus. 

iVlefi,  From  Froy. 

Jga,  Wh.itwoui<i  iQ-i  "io.e  our  tent  ? 

JE?7e,  Ls  th's  great  A^;a.Tie:r.noir3  tciit,  I  pray  you  ? 

J^a.  Even  this. 

Vol.  vi;.  p 
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rZm.  May  one  that  is  a  herald,  and  a  prince. 
Do  a  fair  mefiage  to  his  kingly  ears  ? 

Aoa,  With  furety  ilronsfer  than  Achilles'  arm 
'Fore  all  the  Greekifh  heads,  which  with  one  voice 
Call  Agamemnon  head  and  general. 

I£ns,  Fair  leave,  and  large  iecurity.    How  may 
A  Itranger  to  thofe  moil  imperial  looks 
Know  them  from  eyes  of  other  mortals  ? 

Aga,  How  ? 

jhL7ie.  I  aik  that  I  might  waken  reverence. 
And  bid  the  cheek  be  ready  v.  ith  a  bluQi 
Modeil:  as  morning,  when  ihe  ct^ldly  eyes 
I'he  youthful  Phcsbus : 
V/hich  is  that  god  in  ofhce,  guiding  men  ? 
Which  is  the  high  and  mighty  Agamemnon  ? 

Aga,  This  Trojan  fcorns  u-s  ;  or  the  men  of  Troy 
Are  ceremonious  courtiers. 

Courtiers  as  free,  as  debonair,  un?j-m'd. 
As  bending  angels ;  that's  their  fame  in  peace  : 
But  vrhen  they  would  feem  foldiers,  they  have  galls. 
Good  arms, frrong  joints,  true fwords;  and,jove's  accord. 
Nothing  fo  full  of  heart.    But  peace,  J£neas, 
Peace,  Frojan  :  lay  thy  finger  on  thy  lips  ! 
The  worthinefs  ofpraife  difdains  his  worth. 
If  that  the  prais'd  himfeif  bring  the  praiie  forth, 
Cut  what  the  repining  enemy  commends. 
That  breath  fame  blow  s ;  tiuit  praife,  fole  pure  tran- 
fcends. 

Aga.  Sir,  you  of  Troy,  call  you  yourfelf  /Eneas  ? 
JEiie,  Ay,  Greek,  that  is  my  name. 
Aga,  What's  your  affair,  I  pray  you  ? 
JEiie,  Sir,  pardon ;  'tis  for  Agamemnon''s  ears. 
Aga,  He  hears  nought  privately,  that  comes  from 
Troy. 

jEne,  Nor  i  from  Troy  come  not  to  whifper  him : 
J  bring  a  trumpet  to  av/ake  his  ear  ; 
To  fet  his  fenfe  on  the  attentive  bent. 
And  then  to  fp eak. 

Aga,  Speak  frankly  as  the  wind  ; 
It  is  not  Agamemnon's  lleeping  hour : 
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That  tbou  flialt  know,  Trojan  ;  he  is  awake. 
He  tells  thee  fo  himfelf. 

^ne .  Tru m  p  c t  bl  o  vv  1  o  u cl , 
Send  thy  hrafs  voice  through  all  thefe  lazy  tents  ;  - 
And  every  Greek  of  mettle,  let  lum  know. 
What  Troy  means  fairly,  nui-ll  be  fpoke  aloud. 

We  have,  great  Agameiraion,  here  m  Troy 

A  prince  calPd  Hedlor,  Priani  is  Ills  father. 

Who  in  this  dull  and  long-continu'd  trace 

Is  rally  grown ;  he  bade  me  take  a  trumpet. 

And  to  this  purpcfe  fpeak.     Kings,  princes,  lord 

If  there  be  one,  among  the  fair'il  of  Greece, 

That  holds  his  honour  higher  than  his  cafe  ; 

That  feeks  his  praife  more  th.^n  he  fears  his  peril  ; 

That  knows  his  valour,  and  l;nows  not  his  fear; 

That  loves  his  millrefs  more  than  in  confeiilon^ 

(With  truant  vows  to  her  ovvn  lips  he  loves) 

And  dare  avow  her  beauty,  and  her  worth. 

In  other  arms  than  hers, — to  him  this  challenge. 

Heclor,  in  view  of  Trojans  and  of  Greeks, 

Shall  make  it  good,  or  do  his  beii:  to  do  it. 

He  hath  a  lady,  'svifer,  fairer,  truer. 

Than  ever  Greek  did  compafs  in  his  arms  ; 

And  M'ill  to-morrow  with  his  trumpet  call. 

Mid-way  between  your  tents  and  w^alls  of  Troy, 

To  roufe  a  Grecian  that  is  true  ia  love  : 

If  any  come,  He6lor  foali  honour  him  ; 

If  none,  he'll  fay  in  Trov,  when  he  retires. 

The  Grecian  dames  are  fun-bura'd,  and  not  worth 

The  fplinter  of  a  lance.    Even  fo  much. 

^'^'^^.This  fhall  be  told  our  lovers,  lord  x^^neas ; 
If  none  of  them  have  foul  in  fuch  a  kind, 
W^e  left  them  all  at  home  :  But  we  are  foldiers ; 
And  may  that  foldier  a  mere  recreant  prove. 
That  means  not,  hath  not,  or  is  not  in  Icve  ? 
If  then  one  is,  or  hath,  or  means  to  be. 
That  one  meets  Hedlor ;  if  none  elfe,  I  am  he. 

NeJ},  Tell  him  of  Neitor,  one  that  was  a  mrm 
When  Hector's  grandfire  fuck'd:  he  is  old  now  ; 
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But,  if  there  be  not  in  our  Grecian  holl 
(3ae  noble  man  that  liath  one  (park  of  fire. 
To  anfvvcr  for  his  love.  Tell  him  from  me,— 
I'll  hide  my  fiiver  beard  in  a  gold  beaver. 
And  in  my  vantbrace  put  this  witlier'd  brawn  ; 
And,  meeting  him,  v^ill  tell  Jiim,  That  my  lady 
Was  fairer  than  his  grr.ndame,  and  a.s  chaiie 
As  may  be  in  the  world  :  His  youth  in  Hood, 
I'll  pawn. this  truth  with  my  three  drops  of  blood. 

Ai7ie.  Novv^  heaven  forbid  fach  fcarcity  of  }'oath  \ 

TJlyJ,  /i-nen. 

Jga,  Fair  lord  ^Encas,  let  me  touch  your  hand  ; 
To  our  pavilion  fliali  I  lead  you,  f:r. 
/Ichilles,  fliail  have  .word  of  this  intent ; 
So  fl-iall  cacl]  lord  of  Greece,  from  tent  to  tent ; 
Yourfelf  fliall  fjafl:  with  us  before  you  go. 
And  find  the  welcom.e  of  a  noble  foe.  [^Exeunt, 
Manent  Uly/Jss  a7id  'Ne/tov. 

Ulyff,  Neilor,— 

Ihft,  What  fays  Uh  fies  ? 

lJlyJ]\  I  have  a  young  conception  in  my  brain^ 
iie  vou  my  tirac  to  bring  it  to  fome  fhape. 

''Neft,  AVhatis't? 

IJllff,  l-^his  'tis : 
Blunt  wedges  rive  hard  knots  :  The  feeded  pride 
That  hath  to  its  maturity  blown  up 
In  rank  Achilles,  maifl  or  nov/  be  cropt, 
Or,  fhedding,  breed  a  nurfery  of  like  evil. 
To  over-bulk  U6  ail. 

AV/?.  Weil,  and  how  ? 

JJyJf.  This  challenge  that  the  gallant  He£lor  fenda. 
However  it  is  fpread  in  general  name, 
Ilelates  in  purpofe  only  to  Achilles. 

Nefi.  The  purpofe  is  perfpicuous  even  as  fubHance, 
Whofe  groffaefs  little  characlers  fum  up : 
And,  in  the  publication,  make  no  ftrain. 
But  that  Achilles,  were  his  brain  as  barren 
j^s  banks  of  Lybia, — though  Apollo  knows, 
'Tis  dry  enough, — will  w  ith  great  fpced  of  judgment. 
Ay,  _ with  celerity,  find  Hector's  purpofe 
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Pointing  on  him. 

Ulyjj:  And  wake  him  to  the  anfwer,  think  you  ? 
NeJL  Yes,  'tis  mofl  meet :   Whom  may  you  elfc 
oppofe. 

That  can  from  Hedor  bring  thofe  honours  cSi, 

If  not  Achilles  ?  Though  't  be  a  fportful  cpmbat. 

Yet  in  this  trial  much  opinion  d\Yells  ; 

For  here  the  Trojans  talleour  dear'ft  repute 

With  their  finTt  palate  :  And  truft  to  me,  UlyiTes,. 

Our  imputation  ihall  be  oddly  pois'd 

In  the  wild  adion  :  for  the  fuccefs. 

Although. particular,  fliail  give  a  fcantling 

Of  go';d  or  bad  unto  the  general  ; 

And  in  fuch  indexes,  although  fmall  pricks 

To  their  fubfequent  volumes,  there  is  feen 

The  baby  figure  of  the  giant  mafs 

Of  things  to  come  at  large.    It  is  fuppos'd. 

He,  that  meets  Hedor,  ifTaes  from  our  choice  : . 

And  choice,  being  mutual  a£l  of  all  our  fouls. 

Makes  merit  her  eledion  ;  and  doth  boil, 

As  'tv/ere  from  forth  us  all,  a  man  diftill'd 

Out  of  our  virtues  ;  who  mifcarrying, 

What  heart  receives  from  hence  a  conquering  part. 

To  ileal  a  flrong  opinion  to  themfelves  ? 

V/hich  entertain'd,  limbs  are  in  his  inftruments. 

In  no  lefs  working,  than  are  fv.  ords  and  bows 

Diredive  by  the  limbs. 

Uhjf.  Give  pardon  to  my  fpeech 
Therefore  'tis  meet,  Achilles  meet  not  Hedor. 
Let  us,  like  merchant,<x,  fliew  our  fouleft  wares. 
And  think,  perchance,  they'll  fell  ;  if  not. 
The  luftre  of  the  better  Hiall  exceed. 
By  fnewing  the  worft  firll.    Do  not  confent,  . 
I'hat  ever  Hedor  and  Achilles  meet  ; 
For  both  our  honour  ai-d  our  (hame,  in  this. 
Are  dogg'd  with  twoflrange  follov/ers. 

Nefl,  1  fee  them  not  with  my  old  eyes  ;  What  are 
they  ? 

^bj[f'  What  glory  our  Achilles  Hiares  from  Hedor, 
Were  he  not  proud,  we  all  ihould  fhare  with  him: 
P  z 
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Bat  he  already  is  too  iniblent  : 
And  V.  e  v/ere  better  parch  in  Africk  fun. 
Than  in  the  pride  and  lalt  Icorn  of  nis  eyes. 
Should  he  'fcape  Hector  fair:  if  he  v»'ere  foiPd> 
V/h}%  then  we  did  our  main  opinion  crufh 
In  taint  of  our  bell  man.    No,  make  a  lottery ; 
And,  by  device,  let  blockilli  Ajax  draw 
The  fort  to  Mght  with  Hedtor  :  iimong  ourfelves, 
Give  him  allowance  as  the  better  man. 
For  that  will  phyllc  the  great  M)  rmidon. 
Who  broils  in  load  applauie ;  and  make  him  fall 
His  creil,  that  prouder  than  blue  Iris  bends. 
If  the  dull  brainlefs  Ajax  come  fafe  off. 
We'll  diefs  him  up  in  voices :  If  he  fail. 
Yet  go  we  under  our  opinion  fliil. 
That  v.  e  have  better  men.    Bat,  hit  or  mifs. 
Our  projed's  life  this  ihape  of  fc-nfe  aiTun^s, — 
Ajax,  employ 'd,  plucr.i>  down  Achilles'  plumes. 
UhiVes, 

Now  1  begin  to  relifn  thy  advice  ; 
And  I  will  give  at  aire  of  it  forthwith 
To  Agamemnon  :  go  we  to  him  ftraight. 
Two  curs  lhall  tame  each  other  ;  Pnae  alone 
Mufi  tarre  the  mailiiFs  on,  as  'tv/ere  tiicir  bone. 


A  C  T    XL  SCENE!. 

The  Grecian  Ca7np, 
Enter  Ajax,  and  Therjltes, 
.^>.v.^HERSITES,  

Ther.  X  Agamemnon — how  if  he  had  boils  r  full,  ali 
over,  generally  ? 

Ajax.  Therfites,  

Ther.  And  thofe  boils  did  run  ?  Sr.y  fo.  did 

not  the  general  run  then  ?  were  not  tnut  abotthy  core  i: 
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Jjax,  Dog, — 

Ther,  Then  there  would  come  fome  matter  from 
him  ;  I  fee  none  now. 

Jjax.  Thou  bitch-wolPs  fon,  canft  thou  not  hear  ? 
Feei  then.  [Strikes  him, 

Ther.  The  plague  of  Greece  upon  thee,  thou  mun- 
grel  beef-witted  lord  ! 

Ajax.  Speak  then,  thou  urifalted  leaven,  ipeak  :  I 
will  beat  thee  into  handiomeiiels. 

Ther,  i  ihaii  ibouer  rail  tiiee  into  wit  and  hoiinefs ; 
but,  I  tiunk>  tliy  liorie  v.  ill  iooaer  con  an  oration, 
than  thou  leaui  a  prayer  without  book.  Thou  can  1 
ilrike,  canit  thour  a  icd  marraino'  thy  jade's  tiicks  ! 

Ajax,  Toads-itooi,  learn  nie  the  prociamatioa. 

Ther,  Doit  thou  think,  I  have  no  lenfe,  tnou  itrik'il 
me  thus  ? 

Ajax*  The  proclamation,  

Ther,  Thou  arc  procluim'd  a  too],  I  think. 

Ajax.  Do  notj  pjixupine,  do  not  .  my  nngers  itch. 
l'''.0fciia,  tiiou  didit  itch  from  head  to  foot, 
and  i  had  the  trie  fcratching  of  txiee  ;  i  ^  uiud  makie 
thee  the  loathfomeit  fcab  in  oreece.    Wnen  thou  art 
forth  in  the  incurfions,  thou  ilrikeilas  ilov.  as  another. 

Ajax,  I  fay,  the  pro  lamation,  

Thet\  Thou  grumbleil  and  raileil  ery  hour  on 
Achilles ;  and  thou  art  as  full  of  envy  at  his  greatnefs, 
as  Cerberus  is  at  Proferpma's  beauty,  ay,  chat  thou 
bark'il  at  him. 

Ajax.  Miftrefs  Therfites  I 

7 her.  Thou  fnould'fl:  itrike  him. 

Ajax.  Cobioaf ! 

Ther,  He  would  pun  thee  into  ftiivers  with  his  fill, 
as  a  Tailor  breaks  a  bdcuit. 

Ajax.  You  whoreioncur  !  [Beating  him. 

Ther.  Do,  do. 

Ajax.  Thou  Itool  for  a  witch  ! 

Ther.  Ay,  do,  do  ;  thou  fodden-witted  lord  !  thou 
haft  no  more  brain  than  I  have  in  my  elbows ;  an 
alTmego  may  tutor  thee :  Thou  fcurvy  valiant  afs  I 
thou  art  here  put  to  thrafh  Trojans;  and  thou  art 
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brought  and  fold  among  thofe  of  any  wit,  like  a  Bar- 
barian llave.  If  thou  ufe  to  beat  me,  I  v/ill  begin  at 
thy  heel  and  tell  v,  hat  thou  art  by  inches,  thou  thing 
of  no  bowels,  thou  ! 

Jjax,  You  dog ! 

Iher.  You  fcurvy  lord  ! 

Ajax,  You  cur  !  S^B eating  him, 

Thcr,  Mars  his  id  cot  !  do,  rudenefs  ;  do,  cr.mel  ; 
do,  do. 

Enter  Achillea,  and  Patroclus, 
Achil,  Why,  how  now,  Ajiix  ?  wherefore  do  you 
thus  ? 

How  now,  Therfites  r  ^vhat's  the  matter,  man  r 
Ther,  You  fee  him  there,  do  you  ? 
Achil,  Ay  ;  What's  the  matter  ? 
Ther,  Nay  look  upon  him. 
AchiL  So  1  do;  What's  the  matter  ? 
Thcr.  Nay,  but  regard  him  v.  ell. 
Achil,  Well,  why  I  do  fo. 

T'hcr,  But  yet  you  look  not  well  upon  him  :  for; 
whofoe\  er  you  take  him  to  be,  he  is  Ajax. 
AchiL  I  know  that,  fool. 
2her,  Ay,  but  the  fool  knows  not  liimfelf. 
Ajax,  Therefore  1  beat  thee. 

Ther.  Lo,  lo,  lo,  lo,  yvhat  modicums  of  wit  he 
utters !  his  cvafions  have  ears  thus  long.  1  have 
bobb'dhis  brain,  more  than  he  has  beat  my  bones :  1 
will  buy  ninefparrows  for  a  penny,  and  his//^  7nater'\^ 
not  worth  the  nintn  part  of  a  fparrow.  This  lord, 
Acliilles,  Ajax, — who  wears  his  wit  in  his  belly,  and 
liis  guts  in  iiis  head, — V\\  tell  you  wJiat  I  fay  of  him. 

Achil,  What  i' 

Ther.  1  fay,  this  Ajax — ^ — 

Achil,  Nay,  good  Axjax. 

\^Ajax  offers  to  Jirike  hinj,  Achilles  irAerpofes. 

Tfoer.  Has  not  fo  much  wit 

Achil,  Nay  I  muft  hold  you. 

Ther,  As  will  Hop  the'eye  of  Helen's  needle  for 
whom  he  comes  to  fight. 
AchiL  Peace,  fool  1 
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Ti?er.  I  would  have  peace  and  quietnefs,  but  the 
fool  ^viil  not :  He  there  ;  that  he,  look  you  there. 

Ajnx,  O  thou  d.imn'd  cur  !  I  ihall  

AehiL  Will  you  fet  yourv/it  to  a  fool's  ? 

Ther.  No,  I  warrant  you  ;  for  a  fool's  will  fhameit. 

Pair,  Good  words,  Therfites. 

AchiL  What's  the  quarrel  ? 

Ajax.  I  bade  the  vile  owl  go  learn  me  the  tenaur  of 
the  proclamation^  and  he  rails  upon  me. 
Ther.  I  ferve  th«e  not. 
Ajax,  Well,  go  to,  go  to. 
Ther.  I  ferve  here  voluntary. 

AchiL  Your  lafu  fervice  v/as  fuiterance,  'twas  not 
voluntary ;  no  man  is  beaten  voluntary  :  Ajax  was 
here  the  voluntary,  and  you  as  under  an  imprefs. 

21:e)\  Even  for — a  great  deal  of  your  wit  too  lies 
in  your  finews,  or  elie  there  be  liars.  Hedlor  ih.all 
have  a  great  catch,  if  he  knock  out  either  of  your 
brains ;  'a  were  as  good  crack  a  fully  nut  with  no 
kernel. 

AchiL  W^hat,  with  rne  too,  Therntes  r 
Ther,  Th.cre's  UlyfTes  and  old  Neftor, — whofe  wit 
was  mouldy  ere  your  grandfires  had  nails  on  their 
toes, — yoke  you  like  draft  oxen^    and  make  you 
plough  up  the  war. 
AchiL  What,  what? 

Ther.  Yes,  good  footh;  To,  Achilles  1  to  Ajax  !  to  ! 

Ajax.  I  fhall  cut  out  your  toncrue. 

Ther.  'Tis  no  matter  ;  I  fhall  fpeak  as  much  as  thou, 
afterwards. 

Patr.  No  more  words,  Therfites;  peace. 

Ther.  I  ^vi]l  hold  my  peace  when  Achilles'  orach 
bids  me,  fhall  1  ? 

AchiL  There's  for  you,  Patrcclus. 

Ther.  I  will  fee  you  hang'd,  like  clotpoles,  ere  I 
come  any  more  to  your  tents ;  I  will  keep  wliere  there 
is  wit  (lirring,  and  leave  the  faflion  of  fools.  \^Exit. 

Patr.  A  g<>od  riddance. 

AchiL  Marry  this,  fir,  is  proclaimed  through  alloiir 

liGiL  :' 

That  Hcclor,  by  the  fifth  hour  of  the  fun^ 
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Will,  with  a  trumpet,  'tv/ixt  our  teras  and  Troy, 
To-morrow  morning  call  Tome  knight  to  arms. 
That  hath  a  flomach  ;  and  fuch  a  one,  that  dare 
Maintain — I  know  not  what  ;  'tis  trafh  :  Farewell. 

Ajax.  Farewell.    Who. iliall  anfwer  him  ? 

AchiL  I  know  not,  it  is  put  to  lottery  ;  otherwife. 
He  knev,'  his  man. 

Ajax,  O,  meaning  you  : — Pll  go  learn  more  of  it. 

\  Exeunt. 

S    C    E    N    E  II. 
T  R  O  1\ 
Priam* s  Palace, 
Enter  Priam,  Pled  or,  Trcilus,  Paris,  and  Helenus. 
Pri.  After  fo  many  hours,  lives,  fpeeches  fpent. 
Thus  once  again  fays  Neflor  from  the  Greeks  ; 

Deliver  Helen,  and  all  damage  elfe  

As  honour,  lofs  of  time,  ira^vely  e:< pence. 

Wounds  y  friends,  and  ivhat  elfe  dear  that  is  confum' d 

In  hot  digeftion  of  this  cormorant  i.':ar,  

Shall  be Jiriick  off: — Hedor,  what  fay  you  to 't  ? 

He.^t,  Though  no  man  le/T^r  fears  the  Greeks  than  L 
As  flir  as  touchcth  my  particular,  yet., 
Dread  Priam, 

There  is  no  lady  of  more  fofter  bowels,, 
Mcrefpungy  to  fuck  in  tlie  fenfe  of  fear, 
More  ready  to  cry  out — Who  kno=i'js  ^vjhat  follo^ivs  F 
Than  Kecior  is  :.  The  wound  of  peace  is  fureiy. 
Surety  fecure  ;  but  modeft  doubt  is  call'd 
The  iDeacon  of  the  wife,  the  tent  that  fearches 
To  the  bottom  of  the  woril.    Let  Helen  go  : 
Since  the  lirll  fword  "was  drawn  about  this  queilionj. 
Every  tithe  foul,  'mongd  many  thoufand  difmes. 
Hath  been  as  dear  as  Helen ;  1  mean,  of  ours  : 
If  we  have  lofl  many  tenths  of  ours. 
To  guard  a  thing  not  ours ;  not  worth  to  us, 
Had  it  our  name,  the  value  of  one  ten  ; 
What  merit's  in  that  reafon,  wliich  denies 
The  yielding  of  her  up  ? 
Trot,  Fie,  fie,  my  brother! 
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WeigH  you  the  worth  and  honour  of  a  king. 

So  great  as  our  dread  father,  in  a  fcale 

Of  common  ounces  ?  will  you  with  courtiers  fum 

The  paft-proportion  of  his  infinite  ? 

And  buckle-in  a  waiH  mofl  fathomlefs. 

With  fpans  and  inches  fo  diminutive 

As  fears  and  reafons  ?  fie,  for  godly  fhame  ! 

HeL  No  marvel,  though  you  bite  fo  fnarp  at  reafons. 
You  are  fo  empty  of  them.    Should  not  our  father 
Bear  the  great  fway  of  his  arTairs  with  reafons, 
Becaufe  your  fpeech  hath  none,  that  tells  him  fo  ? 

Troi.  You  are  for  dreams  and  flumbers,  brother  prieft. 
You  fur  your  gloves  with  reafon.    Here  are  your  rea- 
fons : 

You  knov/,  an  enemv  intends  you  harm  ; 
You  know,  ?>  fword  employ'd  is  perilous. 
And  reafon  flies  the  object  of  all  harm  : 
Who  marvels  then,  when  Helenus  beholds 
A  Grecian  and  his  uvord,  if  he  do  fet 
The  very  Vv  ings  of  reafon  to  his  heeis  ; 
And  fly  like  chidden  Mercury  from  Jove, 
Or  like  a  flar  dif-orb'd? — Nay,  if  we  talk  of  reafon. 
Let's  fnut  our  gates,  and  fieep  :  Manhood  and  honour 
Should  have  hare  hearts,  would  they  but  fat  their 
thoughts 

With  this  cramm'd  reafon  :  reafon  and  rcfpecl 
Make  livers  pale,  and  luftyhood  dejecl. 

HefL  Brother,  fhe  is  not  worth  what  fhe  doth  coil 
The  holding. 

2roi,  What  is  aught,  but  as  'tis  valu'd? 

Hed.  But  value  dwells  not  in  particular  will ; 
It  holds  his  eflimate  and  dignity 
As  well  wherein  'tis  precious  of  itfelf. 
As  in  the  prizer  :  'tis  mad  idolatry. 
To  make  the  ferv ice  greater  than  the  god  ; 
And  the  will  dotes,  that  is  inclinable 
To  A  hat  infe^tioufly  itfelf  ^ffeds. 
Without  fome  image  of  the  afTi^vTred  merit. 

TroL  1  take  to-dav  a  wife,  and  ray  eleclion 
Is  led  on  in  the  condu(^  of  my  will  ; 
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My  will  enkindled  by  mine  eyes  and  ears, 
Two  traded  pilots  'twixt  the  dangerous  Ihores 
Of  will  and  judgment ;  Kow  may  I  avoid. 
Although  my  will  dillaile  what  it  elected. 
The  wife  I  chofe  ?  There  can  be  no  evafion 
To  blench  from  this,  and  to  Hand  firm  by  honour  : 
We  turn  not  back  the  fiiks  upon  the  merchant, 
Wi.en  we  have  foiPd  them  ;  nor  the  remainder  viands 
We  do  not  throw  in  unrefpedive  fieve, 
Becaufe  we  nov/  are  full.    It  was  thought  meet, 
Paris  fliould  do  fome  vengeance  on  the  Greeks : 
Your  breath  of  full  confent  belly'd  his  liuis  ; 
Tiie  feas  and  winds  (old  wranglers)  took  a  truce. 
And  did  him  fervice  :  he  touched  the  ports  defir'd  ; 
And,  for  an  old  aunt,  whom  the  Greeks  held  captive, 
He  brought  a  Grecian  queen,  whcfe  youtli  and  fre(h- 
nefs 

Wrinkles  Apollo's,  and  m^akes  pale  the  morning. 
Why  keep  we  her  ?  The  Grecians  keep  our  aunt : 
Is  ihe  worth  keeping?  Why,  fne  is  a  pearl, 
V/hofe  price  hath  launched  above  a  thoufand  fliips. 
And  turn'd  crown'd  kings  to  merchants. 
If  you'll  avouch,  'twas  wifdom.  Paris  went, 
(As  you  muft  needs,  for  you  all  cry'd — Go,  go,) 
3f  you'll  confefs,  he  brought  home  noble  prize, 
(As  you  mu  ft  needs,  for}ou  all  clapp'd  your  hands. 
And  cry'd — Ineftim^bie  ! J  why  do  you  now 
The  ifTue  of  your  proper  wifdo tis  rate  ; 
And  do  a  deed  that  fortune  never  did. 
Beggar  the  eftimation  which  youpriz'd 
Richer  than  fca  and  land  r  O  theft  mOil:  bafe  ; 
Tiv.t  we  have  del  en  what  we  do  fear  to  keep  ! 
But,  thieves,  unworthy  of  a  thing  To  Rolen, 
That  in  their  country  did  them  thai  Gifgrace, 
We  fear  to  warrant  in  our  native  place  1 

Caf,  \^^jjithin\  Cry,  Trojans,  cry  ! 
Whatnoife?  Vv'hac  fnriek  is  this  ? 

Trci.  'Tis  our  mad  fil!:er,  J  do  knovr  her  voice. 

Ci7j\  {-vjiihirTx  Cry,  Trojans ! 

Re:l.  It  is  CafTandra. 


Enter  Cajfandra,  raving, 
Caf.  Cry,  Trojans,  cry  !  lend  me  ten  thoufand  eyes. 
And  I  will  fill  them  with  prophetic  tears. 
He^,  Peace,  fifler,  peace. 

Caf,   Virgins  and  boys,  mid-age  and  wrinkled 
elders. 

Soft  infancy,  that  nothing  canft  but  cry. 
Add  to  my  clamours  !  let  us  pay  betimes 
A  moiet)'  of  that  m.afs  of  moan  to  come. 
Cry,  Trojans,  cry  !  pradife  your  eyes  v-'it,]i  tears ! 
Troy  mull  not  be,  nor  goodly  llion  iland  ; 
Our  fire-brand  brother,  Paris,  burns  us  all. 
Cry,  Trojans,  cry!  a  Helen,  and  a  v/oe  : 
Cry,  cry  !  Troy  burns,  or  elfe  let  Helen  go.  [-S'^/r. 
Be^t,  Now,  youthful  Troilus,  do  not  thefe  high 
ft  rains 

Of  divination  in  our  fifter  work 
Some  touches  of  remorfe  ?  or  is  your  blood 
So  madly  hot,  that  no  difcourfe  of  reafon. 
Nor  fear  of  bad  fuccefs  in  a  bad  caufe. 
Can  qualify  the  fame  ? 

Troi,  Why,  brother  He6lor, 
We  may  not  think  the  juftnefs  of  each  afl 
Such  and  no  other  than  event  doth  form  it  ; 
Nor  once  dejedl  the  courage  of  our  minds, 
Becaufe  Caffandra's  mad  ;  her  brain-fick  raptures 
I     Cannot  diftafte  the  goodnefs  of  a  quarrel, 
j     Which  hath  our  feveral  honours  all  engag'd 
To  make  it  gracious.    For  my  private  part, 
!     i  am  no  more  touched  than  all  Priam's  fons : 
And  Jove  forbid,  there  fhould  be  done  among  us 
Such  things  as  would  offend  the  weakeft  fpleen 
To  fight  for  and  maintain ! 
1       Par,  Elfe  might  the  world  convince  of  levity 
I    As  well  my  undertakings,  as  your  counfels  : 
1    But  1  attell  the  gods,  your  full  confent 
I    Gave  wings  to  my  propenfion,  and  cut  oiF 
I    All  fears  attending  on  fo  dire  a  projed. 
I    For  what,  alas,  can  thefe  my  fmgle  ar.Tis  ? 
1    What  propugnation  is  in  one  man's  valcur, 
I       Vol.  VIL  CL 
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To  ftand  the  puHi  and  enmity  of  thofe 
This  quarrel  would  excite  r  Yet,  I  proteft. 
Were  I  alone  to  pafs  the  difficulties. 
And  had  as  ample  power  as  I  have  will, 
Paris  Ihould  ne'er  retradl  what  he  hath  done. 
Nor  faint  in  the  purfuit. 

Pri,  Paris,  you  fpeak 
Like  one  befotted  on  your  fweet  delights  : 
You  have  the  honey  ftill,  but  thefe  the  gall; 
So  to  be  valiant,  is  no  praifeatall. 

Par,  Sir,  I  propofe  not  merely  to  myfelf 
The  pleafure  fuch  a  beauty  brings  with  it  ; 
But  1  would  have  the  foil  of  her  fair  rape 
Wip*d  off,  in  honourable  keeping  her. 
What  treafon  were  it  to  the  ranfack'd  queen, 
Difgrace  to  your  great  worths,  and  fhame  to  me. 
Now  to  deliver  her  pollelTion  up. 
On  terms  of  bafe  compulfion  ?  Can  it  be. 
That  fo  degenerate  a  llrain  as  this. 
Should  once  fet  footing  in  your  generous  bofomsr 
There's  not  the  meaneil  fpirit  on  our  party. 
Without  a  heart  to  dare,  or  fword  to  c^raw. 
When  Helen  is  defended  ;  nor  none  fo  noble, 
Whofe  life  were  ill-beftow'd,  or  death  unfam'd. 
Where  Helen  is  the  fubjedl :  then,  I  fay. 
Well  may  we  fight  for  her,  whom,  we  know  well. 
The  world's  large  fpaces  cannot  parallel. 

He^i.  Paris,  and  Troilus,  you  have  both  faid  well; 
And  on  the  caufe  and  queilion  now  in  hand. 
Have  gloz'd,  but  fuperficially  ;  not  much 
Unlike  young  men,  whom  Arillotle  thought 
Unfit  to  hear  moral  philofophy  : 
The  reafons  you  allege,  do  more  conduce 
To  the  hot  palTion  of  dillemper'd  blood. 
Than  to  mal  e  up  a  free  determination 
'Twixt  right  and  w  rong  ;  For  pleafure,  and  revenge^ 
Have  ears  more  deaf  than  adders  to  the  voice 
Of  any  true  decifion.    Nature  craves. 
All  duts  be  rendered  to  their  owners  i  Now 
What  nearer  debt  in  all  humanity. 
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Than  wife  is  to  the  huiban  J  ?  If  this  law 
Of  nature  be  corrupted  through  affeftion  ; 
And  that  great  minds,  of  partial  indulgence 
To  their  benumbed  wills,  fcfiil:  the  fame  ; 
There  is  a  law  in  each  well  order'd  nation. 
To  curb  thoie  r  aging  appetites  that  are 
Moll  difobedient  and  refractory. 

If  Helen  then  be  wif-  to  Sparta's  king,  

As  it  is  known  fhe  is,  -thefe  moral  laws 

Of  nature,  and  of  nations,  fpeak  aloud 

To  have  her  back  returned  :  Thus  to  perfiil 

In  doing  wrong,  exteauates  not  wrong, 

But  makes  it  much  more  heavy.    Hedlor's  opinion 

Is  this,  in  v/ay  of  truth  :  yet,  n^'erthelefs. 

My  fprightly  brctlircn,  I  propend  to  you 

In  relblution  to  keep  Helen  ilill  ; 

For  'tis  a  caufe  that  hath  no  mean  dependence 

Upon  our  joint  and  feveral  dignities. 

Troi,  Why,  there  you  touch  the  life  of  our  defign 
Were  it  not  glory  that  we  more  aiFedied 
Than  the  performance  of  our  heaving  fpleens, 
I  would  not  wilh  a  drop  of  Trojan  blood 
Spent  more  in  her  defence.    But  ^vorthy  Hetlor, 
She  is  a  theme  of  honour  and  renown  ; 
A  fpur  to  valiant  and  magnanimous  deeds ; 
Whofeprefent  courage  may  beat  down  our  foes. 
And  fame,  in  time  to  come,  canonize  us  : 
For,  I  prefame,  brave  He£lor  would  not  lofe 
So  rich  advantage  of  a  promis'd  glory. 
As  fmiles  upon  the  forehead  of  this  a^lion, 
For  the  wide  world's  revenue. 
He^t.  I  am  ^  ours. 

You  valiant  offspring  of  great  Priamus.  • 

I  have  a  roilting  challenge  fent  amongil 

The  dull  and  fadious  nobles  of  the  Greeks, 

Will  ftrike  amazement  to  their  drowfy  fpirits : 

I  was  advertised  their  great  general  flept, 

Whilii  emulation  in  the  army  crept  ; 

This,  I  prefume,  will  wake  him.  [^Exeu'ii 
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SCENE  111. 

The  Grecipji  Camp. 
Achilles^  Tent,    Enter  Therjites, 

How  now,  Therfites  ?  what,  loft  in  the  labyrinth 
of  thy  fury  ?  Shall  the  elephant  Ajax  carry  it  thus  ? 
He  heats  me,  and  I  rail  at  him  :  O  worthy  fatisfadlion ! 
Vould  it  were  otherwife,  that  I  could  beat  him,  whilfl 
he  raii'd  at  me  :  'Sfoot,  I'll  learn  to  conjure  and 
raife  devil's,  but  I'll  fee  fome  iiTue  of  my  fpiteful 
execrations.  Then,  there's  Achilles, — a  rare  engineer. 
If  Troy  be  not  taken  'till  thefe  two  undermine  it, 
the  wails  will  ftand  'till  tliey  fall  of  themfelves.  O 
thou  great  thunder-darter  of  Olympus,  forget  that 
thou  art  jove  the  king  of  gods ;  and  Mercury,  lofe  all 
the  fcrpentine  craft  of  thy  Caducens  ;  if  ye  take  not  that 
little,  little,lefs-than-little  wit  from  tliemthat  they  have ! 
which  fliort-arm'd  ignorance  itlelf  knows  is  fo  abun- 
dant fciirce,  it  will  net  in  circumvention  deliver  a  fly 
froiTi  a  fpider,  without  drawing  the  mafly  iron,  and 
cutting  the  web.  After  this,  the  vengeance  on  the 
whole  camp  I  or,  rather,  the  bone-ache  !  for  that,  me- 
thinks,  ii  the  curfe  dependant  on  thofe  that  war  for  a 
placket.  I  have  faid  my  prayers ;  and  devil  envy,  fay 
Amen.    What,  ho  I  my  lord  Achilles ! 

Enter  Patroclus. 

Pafr,  Who's  there?  Therfites?  Good  Therfites, 
come  in  and  rail. 

Thcr.  If  I  could  have  remember'd  a  gilt  counterfeit, 
tliou  Vv'ould 'ft  not  have  flipped  out  of  my  contempla- 
tion :  but  it  is  no  matter,  Thyfelfupon  thyfelf !  Tlie 
common  curfe  of  mankind,  folly  and  ignorance,  be 
thine  in  great  revenue !  heaven  blefs  thee  from  a 
tutor,  and^  difcipline  come  not  near  thee !  Let  thy 
blood  be  thy  diredlion  'till  thy  death  1  then  if  Ihe 
that  lays  thee  out,  fays — thou  art  a  fair  corfe,  I'll  be 
fworn  and  fworn  upon 't,  fhe  never  Ihrouded  any  but 
lazars.    Am.en.    Where's  Achilles  ? 

Fair,  What,  art  thou  devout?  waO:  thou  in  prayer  r 

Ther,  Ay  ;  The  heavens  hear  me  ! 
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Enter  Achilles. 
JchiL  Who's  there  ? 
Patr,  Therfites,  my  lord. 

JchiL  Where,  where  ?  Art  thou  come  ?  Why, 

my  cheefe,  my  digeflion,  why  haft  thou  not  ferv'd 
thyfelf  in  to  my  table  fo  many  meals  ?  Come,  what's 
Agamemnon  ? 

2her.  Thy  commander,  Achilles ; — Then  tell  me, 
Patroclus,  what's  Achilles  ? 

Pair.  Thy  lord,  Therfites ;  Then  tell  me,  I  pray 
thee,  Avhat's  thyfelf? 

Ther,  Thy  knower,  Patroclus;  Then  tell  me.  Fa- 
troclus,  what  art  thou  ? 

Patr,  Thou  may'ft  tell,  that  know'ft. 

AchiL  O,  tell,  tell. 

Ther.  ril  decline  the  whole  queftion.  Agamemnon 
commands  Achilles ;  Achilles  is  my  lord  ;  I  am  Patro- 
clus* knower ;  and  Patroclus  is  a  fool, 

Patr,  You  rafcal  ! 

Ther,  Peace,  fool ;  I  have  not  done. 

AchiL  He  is  a  privileg'd  man. — Proceed,  Therfites. 

Ther,  Agamemnon  is  a  fool ;  Achilles  is  a  fool ; 
Therfites  is  a  fool ;  and,  as  aforefaid,  Patroclus  is  a 
fool. 

AchiL  Derive  this  ;  come. 

Ther,  Agamemnon  is  a  fool ;  to  oiFer  to  command 
Achilles ;  Achilles  is  a  fool  to  be  commanded  of  Aga- 
memnon ;  Therfites  is  a  fool,  to  ferve  fuch  a  foolj 
and  Patroclus  is  a  fool  pofitive. 

Patr,  Why  am  I  a  fool  ? 

Ther,  Make  that  demand  of  the  prover. — It  fu/Hces 
me,  thou  art.    Look  you,  who  comes  here  ? 
Efiter  Agamemnon,  Ulyjfesy  Nejior,  Diomedes,  a7id  Ajax. 

AchiL  Patroclus,  Til  fpeak  with  no  body  :  

Come  in  with  me  Therfites.  \^Exit. 

Ther,  Here  is  fuch  patchery,  fuch  juggling,  and 
fuch  knavery  I  ail  the  argument  is — a  cuckold,  and  a 
whore ;  A  good  quarrel,  to  draw  emulous  fadions, 
and  bleed  to  death  upon.    No  w  the  dry  ferpigo  on  the 
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iah]zdi !  and  war,  and  lechery  ,  confound  them  all ! 

[Exit. 

Aga,  Where  is  Acliilles  ? 

Patr.  Within  his  tent ;  but  ill-difpos'd,  my  lord, 

Aga,  Let  it  be  known  to  him,  that  we  are  here. 
Tie  Ihent  our  mefTcngcrs :  and  we  lay  by 
Our  appertainments,  vifiting  of  him  : 
Let  him  be  told  fo ;  lefl:  perchance,  he  think 
We  dare  not  move  the  quefdon  of  oar  place. 
Or  know  not  v»'hat  we  are. 

Fatr.  I  fliall  fo  fay  to  him.  [Exif. 

Uhjf.  We  faw  him  at  the  opening  of  his  tent , 
He  is  not  fick. 

Ajax,  Yes,  Hon-fick,  fick  of  a  proud  heart ;  you 
may  call  it  melancholy,  if  you  will  favour  the  man; 
but,  by  my  head,  'tis  pride  :  But  ^vhy,  why  ?  let  him 
Ihew  us  a  caufe. — A  word,  my  lord.  [To  Agamemnon. 

Nejl,  What  moves  Ajax  thus  to  bay  at  him  ? 

Vlyjf,  Achilles  hath  inveigled  his  fool  from  him. 

Neji,  Who  ?  Therfites  ? 

Ulyf,  He. 

NeJL  Then  will  Ajax  lack  matter,  if  he  have  loft 
his  argument. 

Uljilf.  No  ;  you  fee,  he  is  his  argument,  that  has  his 
argument;  Achilles. 

Nejt.  All  the  better  ;  their  fradion  is  more  our  wifli, 
than  their  fadion ;  But  it  was  a  llrong  compofure,  a 
fool  could  difunite. 

Ulyjf.  The  amity,  that  Avifdom  knits  i\ot,  folly  may 
eafily  untye.    Here  comes  Patroclus. 

Re-enter  Patroclus. 

Nejf.  No  Achilles  w  ith  him. 

UlyJJ'*  The  elephant  hath  joints,  but  none  for  courtefy; 
His  legs  are  for  neceffity,  not  for  flexure. 

Patr,  Achilles  bids  me  fay — he  is  much  forry. 
If  any  thing  more  than  your  fport  and  pleafure 
Did  move  your  greatnefs,  and  this  noble  Hate, 
To  call  on  him ;  he  ]iopes,  it  is  no  other. 
But,  for  your  health  and  your  digeilion  fake> 
Aa  af.er-dianer's  breath* 
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Jga,  Hear  you,  Patroclus ;  

We  are  too  well  acquainted  with  thefe  anfwers  : 
But  his  evafion,  wing'd  thus  fwift  with  fcorn. 
Cannot  out-fly  our  apprehenfions. 
Much  attribute  he  hath  ;  and  much  the  reafon 
Why  we  afcribe  it  to  him  :  yet  all  his  virtues, — • 
Not  virtuoufly  on  his  own  part  beheld, — 
Do,  in  our  eyes,  begin  to  lofe  their  glois  ; 
Yea,  like  fair  fruit  in  an  unwholefome  dilh, 
Ars  like  to  rot  untafted.    Go  and  tell  him. 
We  come  to  fpeak  to  him  :  And  you  fliall  not  /in. 
If  you  do  fay — we  think  him  over^proud. 
And  under-honeft  ;  in  felf-afTumption  greater. 
Than  in  the  note  of  judgment  j  and  worthier  than  him- 
felf. 

Here  tend  the  favage  ftrangenefs  he  puts  on ; 
Difguife  the  holy  ftrength  of  their  command. 
And  under-write  in  an  obferving  kind 
His  humourous  predominance  ;  yea,  watch 
His  pettilh  lunes,  his  ebbs,  his  flows,  as  if 
The  pafliige  and  whole  carriage  of  this  adion 
Rode  on  his  tide.    Go,  tell  him  this ;  and  add. 
That,  if  he  over-hold  his  price  fo  n^uch, 
W e'U  none  of  him  ;  but  let  him,  like  an  engine 
Not  portable,  lye  under  this  report — 
Bring  adlion  hither,  this  cannot  go  to  war  : 
A  flirring  dwarf  we  do  allowance  give 
Before  a  lleeping  giant : — Tell  hini  fo. 

Patr.  I  fl:iall ;  and  bring  his  anfwer  prefently.  [Exit, 
^ga.  In  fecond  voice  we'll  not  be  fatisficd. 
We  come  to  fpeak  with  him. — Ulyflfes,  enter  you. 

lExit  Ulyfes. 

yljax.  What  is  he  more  than  another? 
Aga.  No  more  than  what  he  thinks  he  is. 
j4jax.  Is  he  fo  much?  Do  you  not  think,  he  thinks 
himfelf 
A  better  man  than  I  ? 
^g(^-  No  queiUon. 

Jjax.Y/iW  you  fubfcribe  his  thought,  and  fay, — he  is? 
Jiga,  No,  noble  Ajax ;  you  are  as  ftrong,  as  valiant,., 
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As  wife,  and  no  lefs  noble,  much  more  gentle, 
And  altogether  more  tradable. 

Ajax,  Why  fhould  a  man  be  proud  ? 
How  doth  pride  grow  ?  I  know  not  what  pride  is. 

Aga»  Your  mind's  the  clearer,  Ajax,  and  your  virtues 
The  fairer.    He  that's  proud,  eats  up  himfelf : 
Pride  is  his  own  glals,  his  own  trumpet,  his 
Own  chronicle  :  and  whate'er  praifes  itfelf 
But  in  the  deed,  devours  the  deed  i'  the  praife. 

Jjax.  I  do  hate  a  proud  man^  as  I  hate  the  engen- 
dering of  toads. 

Nejf,  \_Afide,'\  And  yet  he  loves  himfelf;  Is  it  not 
flrange  ? 

Re-enter  Uhjfes, 

VlyJJ\  Achilles  will  not  to  the  field  to-morrow, 

Aga,  What's  his  excufe  ? 

VlyJT*  He  doth  rely  on  none  ; 
But  carries  on  the  llream  of  his  difpofe. 
Without  obfervance  or  refped  of  any. 
In  will  peculiar  and  in  fclf-admilTion. 

Aga,  Why  will  he  not,  upon  our  fair  requeft, 
Untent  his  perfon,  and  lhare  the  air  with  us  ? 

rZ/v^J  Things  fmall  as  nothing,  for  requeft'sfike only, 
He  makes  important :  PoiTeft  he  is  v  ith  greatnefs ; 
And  fpeaks  not  to  himfelf,  but  with  a  pride 
That  quarrels  at  felf  breath:  iniagin'd  worth 
Holds  in  his  blood  fuch  fwoln  and  hot  difcourfe. 
That,  'twixt  his  mental  and  his  adlive  parts, 
Kingdom'd  Achilles  in  commotion  rages. 
And  batcers  dov.  n  himfelf :  What  fliould  I  fay  ? 
He  is  fo  plaguy  proud,  that  the  death  tokens  of  it 
Cry—  J^o  reco'very. 

jiga.  Let  Ajax  go  to  him. — 
Dear  lord,  go  you  and  greet  him  in  his  tent  : 
'Tis  fiid,  he  holds  you  well ;  and  v.  ill  be  led. 
At  your  requeft,  a  little  from  himfelf. 

Vlyjf.  O  Agamemnon,  let  it  not  be  fo  ! 
We'll  confecrate  the  fteps  that  Ajax  makes. 
When  they  go  from  Achilles  :  Shall  the  proud  lord, 
That  balks  his  arrogance  with  his  own  feam  \ 
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And  never  fuffers  matter  of  the  world 

Enter  his  thoughts, — fave  fuch  as  do  revolve 

And  ruminate  himfelf, — fhall  he  be  worihipp'd 

Of  that  we  hold  an  idol  more  than  lie  ? 

No,  this  thrice- worthy  and  right- valiant  lord 

Mull  not  fo  flale  his  palm,  nobly  acquir'd  j 

Nor,  by  my  v%411,  alTubjngate  his  merit. 

As  amply  titled  as  Achilles  is. 

By  going  to  Achilles  : 

That  were  to  enlard  his  fat-already  pride  : 

And  add  more  coals  to  Cancer,  when  he  burns 

With  entertaining  great  Hyperion. 

This  lord  go  to  him  !  Jupiter  forbid ; 

And  fay  in  thunder — Achilles  go  to  him. 

Ncjl,  O,  this  is  well :  he  rubs  the  vein  of  him. 

Dio.  And  how  his  filence  drinks  up  this  applaufe  ! 

Ajax,  If  I  go  to  him,  with  my  armed  fift 
I'll  palh  him  o'er  the  face. 

yjga,  O,  no,  you  fliall  not  go. 

Jjax,  An  he  be  proud  with  me,  I'll  pheeze  his 

pride :  

Let  me  go  to  him. 

Vhiff  '.  Not  for  the  w^orth  that  hangs  upon  our  quarrel, 

Jjax.  A  paltry  infclent  fellow  , — 

Nifr.  How  he  defcribes  himfelf !  [JfJe. 

Jjax.  Can  he  not  be  fociable  ? 

Vh//]  The  raven  chides  blacknefs. 

Ajax.  I'll  let  his  hum.ours  blood. 

Aga.  He  will  be  the  phyfician,  that  fhould  be  the 

patient.  \_Afide. 
Ajax,  An  all  men  were  o'  my  mind, — 
Vlyff,  Wit  would  be  out  of  falhion.  \^Afide* 
Jjax.  He  fnould  not  bear  it  fo. 
He  fliould  eat  fwords  hrll: :  Shall  pride  carry  it  ? 
Nejl,  An  't\\  culd,  you'd  carry  half.  {^Afide. 
Vlyjf,  He  would  have  ten  fnares.  \_Afide, 
Ajax.  Twill  knead  him,  Til  make  him  fupple : — 
l>ej}.  He's  not  yet  thorough  warm:  force  him  with 

praifes :  [  /^fidg. 
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Four  in,  pour  in  ;  his  ambition  is  dry. 

UlyJ]\  My  lord,  you  feed  too  much  on  this  diflike. 

[7o  Agamemnon* 

Nej"}.  Our  noble  general,  do  not  do  lb. 

Dio,  You  muft  prepare  to  fight  without  Achilles. 

^bJf'  Why,  'tis  the  naming  of  him  do»s  him  harm. 
Here  is  a  man — But  'tis  before  his  face  ; 
I  Avill  be  fiient. 

NeJI,  Wherefore  fhould  you  fo  ? 
He  is  not  emulous,  as  Achilles  is. 

UlyJl.  Know  the  whole  world,  he  is  as  i^aliant. 

Jjax,  A  vrhorefon  dog,  that  lhall  palter  thus  with  us ! 
Wouid,  he  were  a  Trojan! 

NeJ},  What  a  vice  were  it  in  Ajax  no'>v— 

UlyJ/'.  If  he  were  proud  ? 

Dio,  Or  covetous  of  praife  ? 

Ulv/f.  Ay,  or  furl y  borne? 

Dio,  Or  Urange,  or  felf-afFedled  ? 

Uhjf,  Thank  the  heavens,  lord,  thou  art  of  fweet 
compofure ; 

Praife  him  th^t  got  thee,  flie  that  gave  thee  fuck  : 

Fam'd  be  thy  tutor:  and  thy  parts  of  nature 

Thrice- fam'd,  beyond  ail  erudition: 

But  he  that  difciplin'd  thy  arms  to  fight. 

Let  Mars  divide  eternity  in  twain. 

And  give  him  half:  and,  for  thy  vigour. 

Bull-bearing  Milo  his  addition  yield 

To  finewy  Ajax.    I  w  ill  not  praife  thy  wifdonr, 

W^hich,  like  a  bourn,  a  pale,  a  fhore,  confines 

Thy  fpacious  and  dihited  parts :  Here's  Neilor,— 

Intruded  by  the  antiquary  times. 

He  mufl,  he  is,  he  cannot  but  be  wife  ;  

But  pardon^  fcUher  Neftor,  were  your  days 
As  green  as  Ajax,  and  your  hrain.fo  tempered. 
You  fhould  not  have  the  eminence  of  him. 
But  be  as  Ajax. 

Jjax,  Shall  I  call  you  father  ? 

Nefl,  Ay,  my  good  fon. 

Dio.  Be  rui'd  by  him,  lord  Ajax. 

Ulvff',  There  is  no  tarrying  here  ;  the  hart  Aclillle^ 
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Keeps  thicket.    Plcafe  it  our  great  general 

To  call  together  all  his  ftate  of  war  ; 

Frefh  kings  are  come  to  Troy  :  To-morrow, 

We  muft  with  all  our  main  of  po  wer  fland  fail  : 

And  here's  a  lord, — come  knights  from  eafl:  to  well. 

And  cull  their  flov/er,  Ajax  fhall  cope  the  heft. 

Aga,  Go  we  to  council.    Let  Achilles  Heep. 
Light  boats  fail  fwift,  though  greater  hulks  draw  deep. 

^Exeunt, 


ACT    III.       SCENE  I. 

TROT. 

The  Palace, 
Enter  Pandarus^  and  a  Sernjant.  ^Ivhijlc  i)jiihin.\ 

Fan,  TT^RIEND  !  you  !  pray  you,  a  word  :  Do  not 
X     you  follow  the  young  lord  Paris  ? 

^er^.  Ay,  fir,  when  he  goes  before  me. 

Fan,  You  do  depend  upon  him,  1  mean? 

Bew,  Sir,  1  do  depend  upon  the  lord. 

Pan,  You  -do  depend  upon  a  noble  gentleman ;  I 
jnuft  needs  praife  him. 

Ser^j,  The  lord  be  praifed  ! 

Pan,  You  know  m.e,  do  you  not  ? 

8er<^j,  'Faith,  fir,  fuperfcially. 

Pan,  Friend,  know  me  better  j  I  am  the  lord  Pan- 
idarus. 

Sew,  I  hope,  I  fhall  know  your  honour  better. 

Pan,  I  do  defire  it. 

Ser^j,  You  are  in  the  flate  of  grace  ? 

Fan,  Grace  !  not  fo,  friend  ;  honour  and  lord  (hip 
are  my  titles  : — What  muiic  is  this  ? 

Ser^,  I  do  but  partly  know,  fir;  it  is  mufic  i^i 
parts. 

Fan,  Know  you  the  muftcians  ? 
Uer-j,  Wholly,  fir. 
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Pa?t,  Who  play  they  to  ? 

Ser'v.  To  the  hearers,  fir* 

Pan,  At  whofe  pleafure,  friend  ? 

Serv,  At  mine,  fir,  and  theirs  that  love  mufic. 

Pan,  Command,  I  mean,  friend  ? 

Ser^,  Who  (liall  I  command,  ftr  ? 

Pan.  Friend,  we  underiland  not  one  another;  I 
am  too  courtly,  and  thou  art  too  cunning !  At  whofe 
requeft  do  thefe  men  play  ? 

Ser-u,  That's  to  't,  indeed,  fir :  Marry,  fir,  at  the 
requell  of  Paris  my  lord,  v/ho  is  therein  perfon;  with 
him,  the  mortal  Venus,  the  heart-blood  of  beauty, 
love's  invifible  foul,  

Pan.  Who,  my  coufm  CrefTida  ? 

Ser'v.  No  fir,  Helen ;  Could  you  not  find  out  that 
by  her  attributes  ? 

Pan.  It  (liould  feem,  fellow,  that  thou  haft  not 
fecn  the  lady  CrefTida.  I  come  to  fpeak  with  Paris 
from  the  Prince  Troilus:  I  will  make  a  complimental 
affault  upon  him,  for  my  bufinefs  feeths. 

Serv.  Sodden  bufinefs  !  there's  a  ftew'd  phrafe,  in- 
deed! 

En^cr  Paris y  and  Helen ^  attended^ 

Pan.  Fair  be  to  you,  my  lord,  and  to  all  this  fair 
company  !  fair  defires,  in  all  fair  meafure,  fairly 
guide  them! — efpecially  to  you,  fair  queen  I  fair 
thoughts  be  your  fair  pillow  ! 

Helen.  Dear  lord,  you  are  fall  of  fair  words. 

Pan.  You  fpeak  your  fair  pleafure,  fweet  queen.— 
Fair  prince,  here  is  good  broken  mufic. 

Par.  You  have  broke  it,  coufin :  and,  by  my  life, 
you  fhall  make  it  whole  again  ;  you  fliall  piece  it  f  ut 
with  a  piece  of  your  performance  ; — Nell,  he  is  f'.i^ 
of  harmony. 

Pan.  Truly,  lady,  no. 

Plelen.  O,  lir, — 

Pan.  Rude,  in  footh  ;  in  good  footk,  very  rude. 
Par.  Well  faid,  my  lord  !  well,  you  fay  lo  in  f  ' 
Pan.  I  have  bufinel's  to  my  lord,  dear  queen  * 
iord,  will  you  vcuchfaf^  me  a  ^yord•? 
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Helen,  Nay,  this  lliall  not  hedge  us  out ;  we*ll  hear 
you  fmg,  certainly. 

Pan,  Well,  fweet  queen,   you  are  pleafant  with 

me.— But  (marry)  thus,  my  lord.  My  dear  lord, 

and  moll  efteemed  friend,  your  brother  Troilus — 

Helen,  My  lord  Pandarus  ;  honey-fweet  lord,— 

Pan,  Go  to,  fweet  queen,  go  to  : — commends  him- 
felf  mod  affedlionatel}'  to  you. 

Helen,  You  fhall  not  bob  us  out  of  our  melody ;  If 
you  do,  our  melancholy  upon  your  head  ! 

Pan,  Sweet  queen,  fweet  qneen ;  that's  a  fweet 
queen,  i'faith. 

Helen,  And  to  make  a  fweet  lady  fad,  is  a  four  of- 
fence. 

Pan,  Nay,  that  fliall  not  ferve  your  turn ;  that  fhall 
it  not,  in  truth,  la.  Nay,  I  care  not  for  fuch  words  ; 
no,  no. — And,  my  lord,  he  defires  you,  that,  if  the 
king  call  for  him  at  fupper,  you  w  ill  make  hisexcufe. 

Helen,  My  lord  Pandarus,  

Pan,  What  fays  my  fweet  queen  ;  my  very  very 
fw^eet  queen  ? 

Par,  What  exploit's  in  hand  ?  where  fups  he  to- 
night ? 

Helen,  Nay,  but  my  lord, — 

Pan,  What  fays  my  fweet  queen?  My  coufin  will 
fall  out  with  you. 

Helen,  You  mull  not  knov/  where  he  fups. 

Par.  I'll  lay  my  life,  with  my  difpofer  CrefTida. 

Pan,  No,  no,  no  fuch  matter,  you  are  wide ;  come^* 
your  difpofer  is  fick. 

Par,  Well,  I'll  make  excufe. 

Pan,  Ay,  good  my  lord.    Why  fhould  ycu  fay— 
Crefilda  ?  no  your  poor  difpofer' s  fick. 
Par,  I  fpy. 

Pan,  You  fpy  !  what  do  you  fpy  ? — Com.e,  give  me 
an  inflrument. — Now,  fweet  queen. 

Helen.  V7hy,  this  is  kindly  done. 

Pan.  My  niece  is  horribly  in  love  wich  a  thing  yoit 
have,  fweet  queen. 
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Helen,  She  ftiall  have  it,  my  lord,  if  it  be  not  my 
lord  Paris. 

Pan,  He !  no  (he^ll  none  of  him  ;  they  two  are 
twain. 

Helen,  Falling  in,  after  falling  out,  may  make  them 
three. 

Pan,  Come,  come,  Fll  hear  no  more  of  this;  I'll 
fmg  you  a  fong  now. 

Helen,  Ay,  ay,  pr'ythee  now.    By  my  troth,  fweet 
lord,  thou  hall  a  fine  forehead. 
Pan,  Ay,  you  may,  you  may. 
Helen,  Let  thy  fong  be  love :  this  love  will  undo  us 
all.    Oh,  Cupid,  Cupid,  Cupid  ! 
Pan,  Love,  ay,  that  it  lliall,  i' faith. 
Par,  Ay,  good  now,  love,  love,  nothing  but  love. 
Pan,  In  good  troth,  it  begins  fo  : 

Love,  love,  nothing  but  love,  ftill  more ! 
^'  For,  oh,  love's  boAv 
^'  Shoots  buck  and  doe  : 

The  fhaft  confounds 
"  Not  that  it  wounds, 
•      But  tickles  ftill  the  fore. 

Thefe  lovers  cry — Oh  !  oh  !  they  die  ! 

Yet  that  which  feems  the  wound  to  kill, 
Doth  turn  oh  !  oh  !  to  ha  !  ha  !  he  ! 
"  So  dying  love  ii^es  ftiil  : 
Ch  !  oh  !  a  while,  hvt  ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! 
Oh  !  oh  !  groans  out  for  ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! 

Hey  ho!'' 

Helen.  In  love,  i' faith,  to  the  very  tip  of  the  nofe. 
Par,  He  eats  nothing  but  doves,  love  ;  and  thiit 
breeds  hot  blood,  and  hot  blood  begets  hot  thoughts, 
and  hot  thoughts  beget  hot  deeds,  and  hot  deeds  is 
love. 

Pan,  Is  this  the  generation  of  love  ?  hot  blood,  hot 
thoughts,  and  hot  deeds  ? — Why,  they  are  vipers :  Is 
love  a  generation  of  vipers?  Sweet  lord,  who's  a-field 
to-day  ? 

Par.  Heftor,  Deiphobus,  Helenus,  Antenor,  and 
all  the  gallantry  of  Troy  :  I  w  ould  fain  have  arm '  a 


A^i  III,  TROiLLTS   AND    CRESSIDA.  I95 

to-day,  but  my  Nell  would  not  have  it  fo  :  How 
chance  my  brother  Troilus  went  not  ? 

//^to.  He  hangs  the  lip  at  fometliing  ; — you  know 
all,  lord  Pandarus. 

Pa}2,  Net  1.  honey-fweet  queen. — I  long  to  hear 
hov/  they  fpeed  to-day. — You'll  remember  yuur  hvo- 
ther's  excufe  ? 

Par.  To  a  hair. 

Pa^j,  Farewell,  fv^^eet  queen. 

thUn,  Commend  me  to  your  niece. 

Pa/2,  I  will,  fweet  aueen.      [Exit.  Sound  a  retreat. 

Par,  They  are  come  from  £eld  :  let  us  to  Priam's 
hai]. 

To  greet  the  warriors.    Svrcct  Helen,  I  mud  woo  yoa 
To  help  unarm  our  Hedor  :  his  ftubborn  buckles^ 
With  thefe  your  white  enchanting  fingers  touch'd.. 
Shall  more  obey,  than  to  the  edge  of  ileel. 
Or  force  of  Greckifh  fmews  ;  you  (hall  do  more 
Than  all  theilland  kings,  difarm  great  He£lor. 

Helen,  'Twill  make  us  proud  to  be  his  fervant^  Pari? ; 
Yea,  what  he  ihiali  receive  of  us  in  duty 
Gives  as  more  palm  in  beauty  than  we  hav^e  5 
Yea,  over-ihines  ourfelf. 

Far,  Sv.  ect,  above  thought  I  love  thee,  \Ei>ieunt^ 

SCENE  n. 

F  and  arils''  Garden. 
Enter  PandaruSy  and  IrcihP  man* 
Fan,  How  now  ?  where's  thy  mailer  ?  at  my  coa- 
•  fin  CreHlda's  ? 

Ser^,  No,  fir  ;  he  irays  for  you  to  condu£l  him  thi- 
ther. 

Enter  Troilus, 

Fan,  O,  here  he  comes.— How  now,  how  novv  ? 

2roi,  Sirrah,  walk  off. 

Fan,  Have  you  feen  my  coulin  ? 
<  Trot,  N03  Pandarus :  I  ilalk  a.bout  her  door. 
Like  a  ftrange  foul  upon  the  Stygian  banks 
Staying  for  waftage.    O,  be  thou  my  Charon, 
And  give  me  fwifc  tranfportance  to  thofe  fields. 
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Where  1  may  wallow  in  the  lily  beds 
Propos'd  for  the  deferver  !  O  gentle  Pandarus, 
From  Cupid's  fhoulder  pluck  his  painted  wings. 
And  fly  with  me  to  CrefTid  ! 

Pan»  Walk  here  i'  the  orchard,  I  will  bring  her 
flraight.  lExit  Pa?idarus, 

Troi,  I  am  giddy  ;  expe6lation  whirls  me  round. 
The  imaginary  relifh  is  fo  fweet 
That  it  enchants  my  fenie  ;  What  will  it  be. 
When  that  the  watry  palate  taftes  indeed 
Love's  thrice- reputed  nediar  ?  death,  1  fear  me  ; 
Swooning  deflruclion  ;  or  fome  joy  too  fine. 
Too  fubtle  potent,  tun'd  too  fharp  in  fweetnefs. 
For  the  capacity  of  my  rucier  powers  : 
I  fear  it  much  ;  and  I  do  fear  befides. 
That  I  fhall  lofe  diftindlion  in  my  joys  ; 
As  doth  a  battle,  when  they  charge  on  heaps 
The  enemy  flying. 

Re-enter  Pandarus. 

Pan.  She's  making  her  ready,  fhe'll  come  flraight; 
you  moft  be  witty  now.  She  does  fo  blufh,  and 
fetches  her  vvind  fo  fhort,  as  if  flie  were  frayed  with 
a  fprite  :  Til  fetch  her.  It  is  the  prettiefl  villain  :| — 
fhe  fetches  her  breath  as  fhort  as  a  new-ta'en  fparrow. 

[j?.r/V  Pandarus, 

Trci.  Even  fuch  a  pafTion  doth  embrace  my  bofom  : 
My  heart  beats  thicker  than  a  feverous  pulfe ; 
And  all  my  powers  do  their  bellowing  lofe. 
Like  vafTalage  at  unawares  encount'ring 
The  eye  of  majeily. 

Enter  Pandarus,  and  Crefjida. 

Pan.  Come,  come,  what  need  you  blufh?  ihame's 
a  baby. — Here  flie  is  now  :  fwear  the  oaths  now  to  her, 
that  you  have  fworn  to  me. — What,  are  you  gone 
again  ?  you  mufl  be  watch' d  ere  you  be  made  tame,  muiu 
you  ?  Come  your  ways,  come  your  ways  ;  an  you 
draw  backward,  v/e'll  put  you  i'  the  files. — Why  do 
you  not  fpeak  to  her! — Come  draw  this  curtain,  and 
let's  fee  your  pifture.  Alas  the  day,  how  loth  you 
are  to  offend  day  light !  an  'twere  dark,  you'd  cioiz 
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fjoner.  So,  fo;  rub  on,  and  kifs  the  miftrefs.  How- 
no  w,  a  kifs  in  fee-farm !  build  there,  carpenter  ; 
the  air  is  fweet.  Nay,  yoa  fhall  fight  your  hearts  out, 
ere  I  part  you.  The  faulcon  as  the  tercel,  for  all  the 
ducks  i'  the  river :  go  to,  go  to. 

Troi.  You  have  bereft  me  of  all  words,  lady. 

Pan,  Words  pay  no  debts,  give  her  deeds  :  but 
fhe'll  bereave  you  of  the  deeds  too,  if  fhe  call  your 
aflivity  in  queliion.  What,  billingjagain  ?  here's— 
In  ivitnefs  njjhereof  the  parties  interchangeably— Qovsx^ 
in,  come  in  ;  I'll  go  get  a  fire. 

\Exit  Pandarus^ 

Cre,  Will  you  walk  in,  my  lord  ? 
Troi  O  Creilida,  how  often  have  I  wifh'd  me  thus  ? 
Cre,  Wifh'd,  my  lord  ? — The  gods  grant ! — O  my 
lord. 

7roi,  What  sliould  they  grant?  what  makes  this 
pretty  abruption?  What  too  curious  dreg  efpies  my 
fweet  lady  in  the  fountain  of  our  love  ? 

Cre,  More  dregs  than  water,  if  my  fears  have  eyes. 

Troi,  Fears  make  devils  of  cherubims ;  they  never 
fce  truly. 

Cre.  Blind  fear,  that  feeing  reafon  leads,  finds  fafer 
fooling  than  blind  reafon  flumbling  without  fear  :  To 
fear  the  wor.-l:,  oft  cures  the  worfi:. 

Troi.  O,  let  my  lady  apprehqud  no  fear:  in  all 
Cupid's  pageant  there  is  prefented  no  monlter, 

Cre.  Nor  nothing  monltrous  neither  ? 

Troi,  Nothing,  but  our  undertakings ;  when  we 
vow  to  weep  f^as,  live  in  fires,  eat  rocks,  tame  tygers  ; 
thinking  it  harder  for  our  nidrefs  to  devife  impohtioii 
enough,  than  for  us  to  undergo  any  diliiculty  impofed* 
This  is  the  monitruofity  in  love,  lady, — that  the  will 
is  infinite,  and  the  execution  confin'd  ;  that  the  defire 
is  boundlefs,  and  the  ad  a  Have  t'o  limit. 

Cre,  They  fay,  all  lovers  fwcar  more  performance 
than  they  are  able,  and  yet  referve  an  ability  that  they 
never  perform  ;  vowing  more  than  the  perfedion  of 
ten,  and  difcharging  lefs  than  the  tenth  part  of  €>ne, 
R  z 


TitOlLUS  AND  CRESSIDA. 


Aa  III. 


They  that  have  the  voice  of  lions,  and  the  ad'  of 
hares,  are  they  not  monflers  ? 

2roi,  Are  there  fiich  ?  fiich  are  not  we  :  Praife  us  as 
we  are  tailed,  allow  us  as  we  prove ;  our  head  fliall 
go  bare,  'till  merit  crown  it :  no  perfedlion  in  rever- 
lion  fhall  have  a  praife  in  prefent :  we  \vill  not  name 
defert,  before  his  birth  ;  and  being  born,  his  addi- 
tion {hall  be  hurnble.  Few  words  to  f^iir  faith :  Troi- 
lus  fhall  be  fuch  to  CrefTid,  as  what  envy  canfay  worft, 
fhall  be  ainock  for  his  truth  ;  and  what  truth  can  fpeak 
trueft,  not  truer  than  Troilus. 

Cre,  Will  you  walk  in,  my  lord  ? 

Re-enter  l  anciarus. 

Pan,  What,  blufhing  ftill  ?  have  you  not  done  talk- 
ing yet  ? 

Cre,  Well,  uncle,  Avhat  folly  I  com.mit,  I  dedicate 
to  you. 

Pan,  I  thank  you  for  that  ;  if  my  lord  get  a  boy  of 
you,  you'll  give  him  m.e  :  Be  true  to  my  lord  ;  if  he 
flinch,  chide  me  for  it. 

Troi,  You  know  now  your  hoflages  ;  your  uncle's 
word,  and  my  firm  faith. 

Pan,  Nay,  Til  give  my  v/ord  for  her  too ;  our 
l^ndred,  though  they  be  long  ere  they  arc  Vv'oo'd, 
they  are  contlant,  being  won  :  they  are  burrs,  I  cm 
tell  you  ;  they'll  ftick  where  they  are  thrown. 

Cre,  Boldnefs  comes  to  me  now,  and  brings  me 
heart  :  ■ 

Prince  Troilus,  I  have  lov'd  you  night  and  day, 
For  many  weary  months. 

Trci,  Why  v/as  my  CreiTid  then  fo  hard  to  win  ? 

Cre,  Hard  to  feem  won ;  but  1  v/as  won,  my  lord. 

With  the  firll  glance  that  ever  Pardon  me  : — 

If  I  confefs  much,  you  w  ill  play  the  tyrant, 
I  love  you  now  ;  but  not,  'till  now,  fo  much 

But  1  might  mailer  it :  in  faith,  I  lie  ; 

My  thoughts  were  like  unbridled  children,  grov/n 
Too  hccidfirong  for  their  motiier  :  See,  Vv  e  fools  ! 
Why  have  I  blabb'd  >  who  ihall  be  true  to  us. 
When  we  are  fo  uniecret  to  ourfelves  ? 
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But  though  I  lov'd  you  well,  I  woo'd  you  not  ; 

And  yet,  good  faith,  I  wifh'd  myfelf  a  man  ; 

Or,  that  we  women  had  men's  privilege 

Of  fpeaking  firil.    Sweet,  bid  me  hold  my  tongue  \ 

For,  in  this  rapture,  I  {hall  furely  fpeak 

The  thing  1  fhall  repent.    See,  fee,  your  filence. 

Cunning  in  dumbnefs,  from  my  weaknefs  draws 

My  very  foul  of  counfel :  Stop  my  mouth. 

Troi,  And  fhall,  albeit  fweet  mufic  iffues  thence. 

Pan,  Pretty,  i'  faith. 

Cre.  My  lord,  I  do  befeech  you,  pardon  me ; 
^Twas  not  my  purpofe,  thus  to  beg  a  kifs  : 
I  am  afham'd  ;^ — O  heavens  !  what  have!  done  !— 
For  this  time  will  I  take  my  leave,  my  lord. 

Troi,  Your  leave,  fweet  CrelTid  ? 

Pan,  Leave !  an  you  take  leave  'till  to-morrow 
morning,  

Cre.  Pray  you,  content  you. 

Trot,  What  offends  you,  lady  ? 

Cre.  Sir,  mine  own  cmpany. 

7roi,  Y'Hi  cannot  fhun  yourfelf. 

Cre.  Let  me  go  and  try  : 
1  have  a  kind  of  felf  refides  with  y  ou  ; 
But  an  unkind  felf,  thatitfelf  will  leave. 

To  be  another's  fool. — I  will  be  gone :  

Where  is  my  wit  ?  1  fpeak  I  know  net  what. 

7m.  Well  know  they  v/hat  they  fpeak,  that  fpeak 
fjo  wifely. 

Cre,  Perchance,  my  lord,  I  Ihcv/  more  craft  than 
love  ; 

And  fell  fo  roundly  to  a  large  confefTion  ; 
To  angle  for  your  thoughts  :  But  you  are  wife  ; 
Or  elfe  you  love  not ;  For  to  be  wife,  and  love, 
Exceeds  man's  might  ;  that  dwells  with  gods  above, 

Troi,  O,  that  I  thought  it  could  be  in  a  Vv  onian^ 
(As,  if  it  can,  I  will  prefume  in  you) 
To  feed  for  aye  her  lamp  and  flames  of  love  ; 
To  keep  her  conflancv  in  plight  and  youth. 
Out-living  beauties  outvvard,  w  ith  a  mind 
That  doth  renew  fv/ifter  than  blocd  decays ! 
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Or  that  perfuarion  could  but  thus  convince  me, — 

That  my  integrity  and  truth  to  you 

Might  be  affronted  with  the  match  and  weight 

Of  fuch  a  winnovv  'd  purity  in  love  ; 

How  were  I  then  uplifted  !  bat  alas, 

\  am  as  true  as  truth's  iimplicity. 

And  fimpler  than  the  infancy  of  truth. 

Cre,  In  that  I'll  war  with  you. 

Trot,  O  virtuous  fight. 
When  right  with  right  wars  who  (hall  be  mod  right  1 
True  fwains  in  love  fhall,  in  the  world  to  come. 
Approve  their  truths  by  Troilus :  when  their  rhymes. 
Full  of  proteit,  of  oaths,  and  big  compare, 

V/ant  fmiilies,  truth  tir'd  with  iteration,  

As  true  as  Heel,  as  plantage  to  the  moon. 
As  fun  to  day,  as  turtle  to  her  mate. 

As  iron  to  adamant,  as  earth  to  the  centre^  

Vet  after  all  cornparifons  of  truth. 
As  truth's  authentic  author  to  be  cited, 
As  true  as  Troilus  fnall  crown  up  the  verfe, 
A.nd  faiidify  the  numbers. 

Crs.  Prophet  may  you  be  ! 
If  1  be  filfe.  or  fwerve  a  hair  from  truth. 
When  time  is  old  and  hath  forgot  itfelf. 
When  water-drops  have  w  orn  the  llones  of  Troy, 
And  blind  oblivion  iwallo.w'd  cities  up, 
And  mighty  ilates  charaderlefs  are  grated 
To  duRy  nothing  ;  yet  let  meniory. 
From  falfe  to  falfe,  among  falfe  rnaids  inlove. 
Upbraid  my  falfliood  !  when  they  have  faid — as  falfe 
As  air,  as  water,  wind,  or  fandy  earth. 
As  fox  to  lamb,  as  wolf  to  heifer's  calf. 
Paid  to  the  hind,  or  ilep-damc  to  her  fon  ; 
Yea,  let  them  fay,  to  ftick  the  heart  of  fallhood. 
As  falfe  asCreiPid. 

Pan,  Go  to,  a  bargain  made  :  fcal  it,  fcal  it  :  I'll 

be  the  witnefs.  Here  1  hold  your  hand  ;  here,  my 

coufm's.  If  ever  you  prove  falfe  to  one  another, 
fmce  I  have  taken  fuch  pains  to  bring  you  together, 
let  all  pitiful  goers-bet^veen  be  called  to  t}>e  w  orld's 
end  after  my  name,  call  them  all — Pandars ;  let  all 
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irxconflant  men  be  Trcilus's,  all  falfe  women  CrefTids, 
and  all  brokers-between  Pandars !  fay  amen. 

Troi.  Amen. 

Crs.  i\men. 

Pan.  Amen.    Whereupon  I  will  fhew  you  a  bed- 
chamber ;  v;hich  bed,  becaufe  it  lhall  not  fpeak  of 
your  pretty  encounters,  prefs  it  to  death  :  away. 
And  Cupid  grant  ail  tongue-ty'd  maidens  here. 
Bed,  chamber,  Pandar  to  provide  this  gear  ! 

[  Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 
The  Grecian  Camp, 
Enter    Jgame?nncn,    Ulvffesy    Diomed,    Nejfor,  JjaXi 
Menelaus  ^  and  Caleb  as. 

CaL  Now  princes,  for  the  fervice  I  have  doneyou^ 
The  advantage  of  the  time  prompts  me  aloud 
To  call  for  recompence.    Appear  it  to  your  mind. 
That,  through  the  fight  I  bear  in  things,  to  Jove, 
I  have  abandon'd  Troy,  left  my  poiTefTions, 
Incurred  a  traitor's  name  ;  exposed  myfelf. 
From  certain  and  pofTefl:  conveniences. 
To  doubtful  fortunes  ;  fcqueflring  from  me  all 
That  time,  acquaintance,  cuiiom,  and  condition^ 
Made  tame  and  mod  familiar  to  my  nature  ; 
And  here,  to  do  you  fervice,  am  become 
As  new  into  the  world,  firange,  unacquainted: 
i  do  befeech  you,  as  in  way  of  tafte. 
To  give  me  now  a  little  benefit. 
Out  of  thofe  m.any  regifter'd  in  promife. 
Which,  you  fay,  live  to  come  in  my  behalf. 

Aga,  What  would'fl:  thou  of  us,  Trojan  ?  make 
demand, 

Cal.  You  have  a  Trojan  prifoner,  calPd  Antenor, 
Yefterday  took  ;  Troy  holds  him  very  dear. 
Oft  have  you  (often  have  you  thanks  therefore) 
Defir'd  my  CreJfTid  in  right  great  exchange. 
Whom  Troy  hath  ftill  deny'd  :  Eut  this  Antenor^ 
I  know,  is  fuch  a  w'reft  in  theii*  aflairs. 
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That  their  negociations  all  rnu;!  flacls. 

Wanting  his  manage  ;  and  they  will  alnioO: 

Giv^e  us  a  prince  of  blood,  a  ion  of  Priam, 

In  change  of  him  :  let  him  be  fent,  great  princes,. 

And  he  fhali  buy  ii>}^atigh,ter ;  and  her  prefence 

Shall  quite  llrike  olf  all  fervice  I  have  done. 

In  moil  accepted^pain. 

Agci.  Let  Diomedes  bear  him. 
And  bring  us  CreiTid  hither ;  Calchas  mall  have 
What  he  reqiiefts  of  as. — Good  Diomed, 
Furniih  you  Eiirly  for  this  intercliange  : 
Withal,  bring  v;oid — if  Hedor  will  to-mcrrow 
Be  anfwer'd  in  his  cl.allenge  :  Ajax  is  ready. 

Dicjii,  This  fhall  I  undertake ;  and  'tis  a  burden 
Which  I  am  proud  to  bear.  Diomed y  aud  Calchas, 
Enter  /hhilles  and  Patrcclus,  before  their  tent, 

I/'/^  Achilles  Rands  i'  the  entrance  of  his  tent: 
•Pleale  it  our  general  to  pafs  ftrangely  by  him. 
As  if  he  were  forgot     ^and,  princes  idl, 

Lay  negligent  and  loofe  regard  upon  him  ;  

1  T.'ill  ccrne  lall: :  '  Tis  like  he'll  quellion  me, 

W^hy  fueh  unplau/lve  eyes  are  bent,  why  turn'd  on  him  : 

If  fo,  I  have  derifion  med'cinrd^Ie, 

To  ufe  bet\^  een  ycur  itrangenefs  and  his  pride. 

Which  his  ov  n  will  fl^all  have  defire  to  drink  ; 

It  may  do  good  :  pride  hath  no  other  ghifs 

To  f/iew  itfclf,  but  pride  ;  for  fupple  knees 

Feed  arrcgance,~and  are  the  proud  man's  feesr 

Aga,  VVe'll  execute  year  purpofe,  and  put  on 

A  form  of  flrangenefs  as  we  pafs  along ;  

So  do  ec:ch  lord*;.,  and  eidier  greet  him  not, 

Or  elfe  difdainfall?,  which  ihall  fhake  him  more 

Thdn  if  not  locked  on.    I  will  lead  the  v/ay. 

AchiL  What,  comes  the  general  to  fpeak  with  me  ? 
You  know  my  mind,  Pll  fight  no  more  'gainfl  Troy. 

Aga,  What  fays  Achilles  :  would  he  aught  with  us? 

l^efi.  Would  you,  my  lord,  aught  witli  the  general } 

JchiL  No. 

Nejf.  Nothing,  my  lord  ? 

Aga,  The  better. 

Achil,  Good  day,  gcod  day. 
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Me?i.  How  do  you  ?  how  do  you  ? 

AchiL  What,  does  the  cuckold  fcorn  me  ? 

Jjax,  How  no V/,  Patroclus  ? 

AchiL  Good  morrow,  Ajax. 

Jjax.  Ha? 

AchiL  Good  iTicrrow. 

Ajax.  Ay,  and  good  next  day  too.  [Exeunt. 
AchiL  What  mean  thcfe  fellows  ?  know  they  not 
Achilles  ? 

P^/r.Theypafs  by  flrangely :  they  wereus'd  to  bend, 
To  fend  their  finiles  before  them  to  Achilles ; 
To  corne  as  liurnbly;  as  they  ufed  to  creep 
To  holy  altars. 

Achil  Whatj  am  I  poor  of  late  ? 
'Tis  certain,  greatnels,  once  fallen  out  vrith  fortune, 
Mull:  fall  out  with  men  too  :  V/hat  the  declin'd  is. 
He  fliall  as  foon  read  in  the  eyes  of  others. 
As  feel  in  his  own  fall :  for  men,  like  butterflies. 
Shew  not  their  mealy  wings,  but  to  the  fummer ; 
And  not  a  man,  for  being  fimply  man, 
Kath  any  honour;  but's  licnour'd  for  tkefe  honours 
That  are  without  him,  as  place,  riches,  favour. 
Prizes  of  accident  as  oft  as  merit  : 
Which  when  they  fall,  as  being  ilippery  flanders. 
The  love  that  lean'd  on  them  as  illppcry  too. 
Doth  one  pluck  down  another,  and  together 
Die  in  the  f;ill.    But  'tis  not  fb  with  me  : 
Fortune  and  1  arc  friends ;  i  do  enjoy 
At  ample  point  all  that  J  did  poiTeis, 
.Save  thefe  men's  locks  ;  who  do,  methinks,  fini  out 
^SomethiPig  in  me  not  wortli  that  rich  beholding 
-^is  they  have  often  given.    Here  is  Ulyfles ; 
ril  interrupt  his  reading.  How  now,  UlylTes  ? 

Vlyj[T.  Now,  great  Thetis' fon  : 

AchiL  What  are  you  reading  ? 

IJlyff^  A  ftrange  fellow  here 
Writes  me.  That  man — how  dearly  ever  parted. 

How  much  in  having,  or  without,  or  in,  — 

Cannot  make  boaft  to  have  that  which  he  hath. 
Nor  feels  not  what  he  owes,  but  by  relic dion  ; 
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As  when  his  virtues  fhining  upon  others 
Heat  them,  and  they  retort  that  heat  again 
To  the  firil  giver. 

AchiL  This  is  not  ftrange,  Uly/Ti^s. 
The  beauty  that  is  home  here  in  the  face. 
The  bearer  knows  not,  but  commends  itfelf 
To  others'  eyes  :  nor  doth  the  eye  itfelf 
{That  mofl:  pure  fpirit  of  fenfs)  behold  itfelf, 
Not  going  from  itlelf;  but  eye  to  eye  oppos'd 
Salutes  each  other  with  each  other's  form. 
F'or  fpecuiation  turns  not  to  itfelf. 
Till  it  hath  travelled,  and  is  marry 'd  there 
Where  it  may  fee  itielf :  this  is  not  firange  at  all. 

Vh^ff.  I  do  not  ftrain  at  the  position. 
It  is  flimiliar;  but  at  the  author's  drift : 
Who,  in  his  circumflance,  exprefsly  proves — 
That  no  man  is  the  lord  of  any  thing, 
(Though  in  and  of  him  there  is  muchconfifting) 
'Till  he  communicates  his  parts  to  others  : 
Nor  doth  he  of  himfelf  knc  vv  them  for  aught 
'Till  he  behold  them  form'd  in  the  applaufe 
Where  they  are  extended  j  which,  like  anarch,  rever- 
berates 

The  voice  again ;  or  like  a  gate  of  fleel 
Fronting  the  fun,  receives  and  renders  back 
His  ligure  and  his  heat.    I  was  much  rapt  in  this ; 
And  apprehended  here  immediately 
'I'he  unknown  Ajax. 

Heavens,  v/hal  a  man  is  there  I  a  very  horfe ; 
That  has  he  knows  not  what.    Nature,  what  things 
there  are, 

WiO^  abjed  in  regard >  and  dear  in  ufe  ! 

Vv'^hat  t:iings  again  moll  dear  in  the  efleem. 

And  poor  in  worth  \  Now  ihali  v.'e  fee  to-morrow 

An  acl  that  very  chance  doth  throw  upon  him, 

Ajax  renovvn'd.    O  heavens,  what  fome  mxn  do, 

VVhile  fome  men  leave  to  do  ! 

Kow  fome  men  creep  in  fKittirh  fortune's  hall. 

While  others  play  the  idiots  in  her  eyes  ! 

How  one  man  eats  into  another's  pride. 
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While  pride  is  feafting  in  his  wantonnefs ! 
To  fee  thefe  Grecian  lords  ! — why,  even  already 
They  clap  the  lubber  Ajax  on  the  fhoulder  ; 
As  if  his  foot  were  on  brave  Hector's  breail. 
And  great  Troy  fhrinking. 

Achil.  I  do  believe  it  :  for  they  pafs'd  by  me. 
As  mifers  do  by  beggars ;  neither  gave  to  ine 
Good  word,  nor  look:  What,  are  my  deeds  forgot? 

Ulyff^  Time  hath,  my  lord,  a  wallet  at  his  back. 
Wherein  he  puts  alms  for  oblivion, 
K  great  fiz'd  raoniler  of  ingratitudes : 
Thofe  fcraps  are  good  deeds  pail ;  v.  hicli  are  devoured 
As  faft  as  they  are  made,  forgot  as  foon 
As  done  :  Per>/;  vera  ace,  dear  my  lord. 
Keeps  honour  bright :  To  have  done,  is  to  hang 
Quite  out  of  fafhion,  like  a  ruily  m.ail 
In  monumental  mockery.    Take  the  infiPJit  way  ; 
For  honour  travels  in  a  freight  fo  narrow. 
Where  one  but  goes  abreaft  :  keep  then  the  path : 
For  emulation  hath  a  thoufand  fons, 
That  one  by  one  purfue ;  If  you  give  v/ay. 
Or,  hedge  afide  from  the  direcl  forthright. 
Like  to  an  entred  tide,  they  all  rulh  by. 
And  leave  you  hindmoll ; — 
Or  like  a  gallant  horfe  fallen  in  firft  rank. 
Lie  there  for  pavement  to  the  abjedl  rear, 
Q-errun  and  trampled  on:  Then  w^hat  they  doin  prefent. 
Though  lefs  than  yours  in  pail,  muft  o'er-top  yours : 
For  time  is  like  a  fiifhionable  holl. 
That  nightly  fhakes  his  parting  guefl  by  the  hand ; 
And  with  his  arms  outflretch'd,  as  he  v/ould  fly, 
Grafps-in  the  comer  :  Welcome  ever  fmlles. 
And  farewell  goes  out  fighing.  O,  let  not  virtue  feek 
Remuneration  for  tlie  thing  it  was  ;  for  beauty,  wit. 
High  birth,  vigour  of  bone,  defert  in  fervice. 
Love,  friendlhip,  charity,  are  fubjedls  all 
To  envious  and  calumniating  time. 
One  touch  of  nature  makes  the  whole  v/orld  kin,— 
That  all,  with  one  confent,  praife  new-born  gawds. 
Though  they  are  made  and  moulded  of  things  pafl ; 
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And  faew  to  clufl,  that  is  a  little  gilt. 

More  laud  than  gilt  o'er-dulied. 

The  prefent  eye  praifes  the  piefsnt  obje<fi:  : 

I'hen  marvel  not,  thou  great  and  complete  man. 

That  all  the  Greeks  begin  to  worfnip  Ajax  ; 

Since  things  in  motion  iboner  catch  the  eye. 

Than  what  not  fiirs.    The  cry  went  once  on  thee. 

And  llill  it  might,  and  yet  it  may  again. 

If  thou  wouldll  not  entomb  thyfeif  alive. 

And  cafe  thy  reputation  in  thy  tent ; 

Whofe  glorious  deeds,  but  in  thefe  fields  of  late. 

Made  emulous  milTicns  'mongfl  the  gods  themfelves, 

a\n-d  tlravc  great  IVIars  to  fadion. 

AchiL  Of  this  my  privacy 
I  have  ilrong  reafons. 

lJly£\  But  'gainft  your  privacy 
The  reafons  are  more  potent  and  heroical; 
^  ris  knc\^  n,  Achilles,  that  you  are  in  love 
With  one  of  Priam's  daughters. 

Achil,  Hal  known? 

Dlyff.  Is  that  a  wonder  ! 
The  Providence  that's  in  a  watchful  Hate, 
Knows  almoit  every  grain  of  Pluto's  geld. 
Finds  bottom  in  the  uncomprehenfive  deeps ; 
Keeps  place  ^vith  thought;  and  ahnoil,  like  the  gcds. 
Does  thoughts  unveil  in  their  dumb  cradles. 
There  is  a  myftery  (with  v/hom  relation 
Durll  never  meddle)  in  the  foul  of  ilatc  ; 
Which  hath  an  operation  more  divine. 
Than  breath,  or  pen,  can  give  exprefkire  to  : 
All  the  commerce  that  you  have  had  with  Troy, 
As  perfedly  is  ours,  as  yours,  my  lord; 
And  better  would  it  fit  Achilles  much. 
To  throw  down  Pleilcr,  than  Polyxena  : 
But  it  mull:  grieve  young  Fyrrhus  now  at  home. 
When  Fame  fhall  in  our  iiiands  found  her  trump  ; 
And  all  the  Greekifn  girls  fhall  tripping  fmg, — 

Great  Hedor's  filler  did  Achilles  win ; 

But  our  great  Ajax  bravely  beat  do^vn  him." 
Farewell,  my  lord  :  I  as  your  lover  fpeak  \ 
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The  fool  Hides  o'er  the  ice  that  you  flio  old  break.  \^Exit, 
Parr.  To  this  efFecl,  Achilles,  have  I  rnov'd  you  : 
A  woman  impudent  and  mannifh  grown 
Is  not  more  loathM  than  an  effeminate  man 
In  time  of  aclion.    I  Hand  condemn'd  for  this  : 
They  think,  my  little  ilomach  to  the  \var. 
And  your  great  love  to  me,  retrains  you  thus  : 
Sweet,  roufe  yourfclf;  and  the  weak  wanton  Cupid 
Shall  from  your  neck  unloofe  his  amorous  fold. 
And,  like  a  dew-drop  from  the  lion's  mane. 
Be  Ihook  to  air. 

^chiL  Shall  Ajax  .fight  with  Heaor  ? 
Patr,  Ay  ;  and,  perhaps,  receive  much  hoaour  by 
him. 

AchiL  I  fee,  my  reputation  is  at  flake  \ 
My  fame  is  Ihrewdly  gor'd. 

Patr,  O,  then  beware  ; 
Thofe  wounds  heal  ill,  that  men  do  give  themfelves : 
Omifiion  to  do  what  is  neceflary 
Seals  a  commiffion  to  a  blank  of  danger  ; 
And  danger,  like  an  ague,  fubtly  taints 
Even  then  when  we  fit  idly  in  the  fun. 

Achil.  Go  call  Therfites  hither,  fweet  Patroclus  \ 
Til  fend  the  fool  to  Ajax,  and  defire  him 
To  invite  the  Trojan  lords  after  the  combat. 
To  fee  us  here  unarm'd  :  I  have  a  woman's  longing. 
An  appetite  tliat  I  am  fck  withal. 
To  fee  great  FIe6lor  in  his  w  eeds  of  peace  ; 
To  talk  with  him,  and  to  behold  his  vifag®, 
Even  to  m.y  full  of  view.    A  labour  fav'd  I 
Enter  Therfites, 

Ther,  A  wonder  !  ^ 

Achil  What? 

Ther.  Aiax  goes  up  anu  down  the  held,  cuTung  for 

himfeif. 
AchiL  Flow  fo  ? 

The.r,  He  mull  £ght  fmgly  to-morrow  with  Hefloi 
and  is  fo  prophetically  proud  of  an  heroical  cudgel 
ling,  that  he  raves  in  faying  nothing, 

Achil.  Kovv  can  that  be  ? 
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Ther.  Why,  he  ftalks  up  and  down  like  a  peacock, 
a  il  ride,  and  a  iiand  :  ruminates,  like  an  hoftefs,  that 
hath  no  arithmetic  but  her  brain  to  fet  down  her  reck^ 
oning  :  bites  his  lip  with  a  politx  regard,  as  Avho 
iliGuid  fay — there  were  wit  in  this  head,  an  'twould 
cut  ;  and  To  there  is  ;  but  it  lies  as  coldly  in  him. as 
f.rc  in  a  flint,  which  will  not  fhew  without  knocking. 
The  man's  undone  forever;  for  if  Hedor  break  not 
his  neck  i'  the  com.bat,  heUl  break  it  himfelf  in  vain- 
glory. He  knows  nr  tme  :  I  faid.  Good-morrow,  Ajax  ; 
ani  he  replies.  Thanks,  Agamjmno:t,  What  think 
ycu  of  this  man,  that  takes  me  icx  the  general  ?  He's 
grown  a  very  land-fifli,  languagelefs,  a  monfter.  A 
plague  of  opinion  !  a  man  may  wear  it  on  both  fides, 
like  a  leather  jerkin. 

Achil,  Thou  mult  be  my  ambaffador  to  him,  The?- 
fites. 

7  her.  Who,  T  ?  why,  he'll  anfwer  no  body  ;  he 
prcfelfes  not  anfwering  \  fpeaking  is  for  beggars  ;  he 
^^  ears  his  tongue  in  his  arms.  1  v/iil  put  on  his  pre- 
fcnce;  let  Patrcclus  make  demands  to  me,  you  fhall  fee 
the  pageant  of  Ajax. 

AchiL  To  him,  Patrcclus:  Tell  him  — I  humbly 
d:?Iire  the  valiant  Ajax  to  invite  the  moil  valorous 
He<llor  to  ccme  unarmM  to  my  tent;  and  to  procure 
fafe  condu£l  for  his  perfon,  of  the  magnanimous,  and 
moil  illuRrious,  fix-or-feven-times-hcnour'd  captain- 
general  of  the  Grecian  army,  Agamemnon,  &c.  Do 
this. 

Fatr,  Jove  blefs  great  Ajax  ! 
Ther.  Hum  ! 

Patr.  I  come  from  the  worthy  Achilles. 
Thcr.  Ha  ! 

Patr,  Who  moll  humbly  defires  ycu  to  invite  Hec- 
tor to  his  tent. 
Ther,  Hum ! 

Patr,  And  to  procure  fafc  condu<fl:  from  Agamem- 
non. 

Thcr.  Agamemnon  ? 
Pair,  Ay  my  lord. 
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Ther,  Ha  1 

Patr.  What  fay  you  to 't  ? 

Ther,  God  be  Avi'  you,  with  all  my  heart* 

Patr,  Your  anfwer,  fir. 

71:er,  If  to-morrow  be  a  fair  day,  by  eleven  o'clock 
it  will  go  one  way  or  other  ;  ho^vfoever^  he  (hall  p^iy^. 
for  me  ere  he  has  me. 

Pair,  Your  anfwer,  fir. 

Thsr.  Fare  you  well,  with  all  my  heart. 

AchiL  Why,  but  he  is  not  in  this  tune,  is  he  ? 

Ther,  No,  but  he's  out  o' tune  thus.  What  mufic 
^^ill  be  in  him  when  He6lor  has  knock'd  out  his 
brains,  I  know  not;  But,  I  am  fure,  none;  unlefs  the 
fidler  Apollo  get  his  finews  to  make  catlings  on. 

AchiL  Come,  thou  (halt  bear  a  letter  to  him  flraight. 

Ther.  Let  me  bear  another  to  his  horfe ;  for  that's 
the  more  capable  creature. 

AchiL  My  mind  is  troubled,  like  a  fountain  ilirr'd; 
And  1  myfelf  fee  not  the  bottom  of  it, 

[Exeunt  Achilles^  a7td  Patroichis. 

Ther,  'Would  the  fountain  of  your  mind  were  clear 
again,  that  I  might  w^ater  an  afs  at  it!  I  had  rather- 
be  a  tick  in  a  Iheep,  than  fuch  a  valiant  ignorance. 


A  G  T    IV.       SCENE  I. 

A  Street  in  7roy, 
Enter  at  one  do  r  jEneas,  and  Servant,  nvith  a  torch  ;  at 
another  Paris,  Deiphoous,  Antencvy  and  Diomed^t^c. 
^jjith  torches. 

P^r.QEE,  ho  !  who  is  that  there  ? 

Dei,  O-     is  the  lord  ^neas. 

^Ene,  Is  the  prince  there  in  perfon  ?~ 
Had  I  fo  goodoccafion  to  lie  long. 
As  yru,  prince  Paris,  nought  but  heavenly  buf  nefs 
S  z.  ^ 
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Shcukl  rob  my  bed-mate  of  my  company. 
Dlv,  That's  my  mind  too.  Good  morrow,  lord 

Far.  A  valiant  Greek,  ^neas ;  take  his  hand  :- 
\Vitne{s  the  procefs  of  yourfpeech,  wherein 
You  told — how  Diomcd,  a  whole-  week  by  days. 
Did  haunt  you  in  the  field. 

u'Ene,  Health  to  you,  valiant  f.r. 
Daring  all  queftion  of  the  gentle  truce  : 
But  when  1  meet  youarm'd,  as  black  defiance. 
As  heart  can  think,  or  courage  execute. 

Dio.  The  one  and  other  Diomed  embraces. 
Our  bloods  are  now  in  calm ;  and.  To  long,  health ; 
But  Tv'hen  c  ontention  and  occafion  m.eet, 
By  Jove,  I'll  play  the  hunter  for  thy  life. 
With  all  my  force,  purfuit,  and  policy. 

ALne.  And  thou  fhalt  hunt  a  lion,  that  will  fly 
With  his  face  backward.    Inhumane  gentlenefs, 
V/elcome  to  Troy  1  now,  by  AnchilesMife, 
"Welcome,  indeed  !  By  Venus'  hand  I  fvvear. 
No  man  alive,  can  love,  in  fuch  a  fort. 
The  thing  he  means  to  kill,  m.ore  excellently. 

Dio,  We  fympathize  :  Jove,  let  ^^neas  live,. 

If  to  my  fvvord  his  fate  be  not  the  glory, 
A  thoufand  complete  courfes  of  the  fun  ! 
But,  in  mine  emulous  honour  let  him  die. 
With  every  joint  a  wound  ;  and  that  to-morrow  ! 
JEne,  We  know  each  other  well. 
Dh,  We  do  ;  and  long  to  know  each  other  wor 
Far,  This  is  the  mofi  defpightful  gentle  greeting 
The  noblell  hateful  love,  that  e'er  I  heard  of^ — 
Wliat  bufinefs,  lord,  fo  early? 

jE7ie.  I  was  fe.nt  for  to  tlie  king ;  but  why, 
kno'\^  not. 

'   Per,  liis  purpcie  meets  you ;  '  Twas^to  bring  this- 
Greek 

To  Galenas' houfe  ;  r  nd  there  to  render  him 
For  tlie  cnfrc?^  Antt:ncr,  the  fair  Crefhd  : 
Let's  Lave  your  company  ;  or,  if  you  pieafe, 
Haile  there  before  us':  \  couftant'v  dut'ank. 
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(Or,  ratlicr  call  my  thought  a  certain  knowledge) 
My  brother  Troilus  lodges  there  to-night  ; 
Roufc  hirn,  and  give  him  note  of  our  approach. 
With  the  whole  quality  wherefore  :  I  fear, 
We  fhall  be  much  unwelcome. 

M.ne,  'I'hat  1  alTure  you  : 
Troilus  had  rather  Troy  were  borne  to  Greece, 
Than  Crellid  borne  from  Troy. 

Pan,  There  is  no  help  ; 
The  bitter  difpofition  of  the  time 
Will  have  it  fo.    On,  lord  ;  we'll  follow  you. 

Mne,  Good  morrow,  all.  \Exit, 

Far,  And  tell  me,  noble  Diomed  ;  'faith,  tell  me 
true. 

Even  in  the  foul  of  found  good-fellowTnip,—  

Who,  in  your  thoughts,  merits  fair  Helen  befl:, 
Myfelf,  orMenelaus  ? 

Dio.  Both  alike  : 
He  merits  >vell  to  have  her,  that  doth  feek  her 
(Not  making  any  fcruple  of  her  foylure) 
With  fuch  a  hell  of  pain,  and  world  of  charge  ; 
And  you  as  well  to  keep  her,  that  defend  her 
(Not  palating  the  tafte  of  her  diflionour) 
With  fuch  a  coflly  lofs  of  wealth  and  friends  : 
He,  like  a  puling  cuckold,  would  drink  up 
The  lees  and  dregs  of  a  flat  tamed  piece  ; 
You*  like  a  lecher,  out  of  whorifh  loins 
Are  pleas'd.  to  breed  out  your  inheritors  : 
Both  merits  pois'd,  each  weighs  nor  lefs  nor  more  y 
But  he  as  he,  the  heavier  for  a  w  hore. 

Par,  You  are  too  bitter  to  your  country-woman. 
Dio.  She's  bitter  to  her  country:  Hear  me,  Paris, — 
For  every  filfe  drop  in  her  bavv^dy  veins 
A  Grecian's  life  hath  fun'<  ;  for  every  fcruple 
Of  her  contaminated  carrion  weight, 
A  Trojan  hath  been  flain  :  fmce  ihe  could  fpeak, 
.She  iiath  not  given  fo  many  good  words  breath, 
Ag  for  her  Greeks  and  Trojans  fuifer'd  death. 

^^ar.  Fair  Diomed,  you  do  as  chapmen  d0:> 
IJifpraife  the  thing  that  you  defire  to  buy  : 
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But  we  in  filence  hold  this  vdrtue  well,  

We'll  not  cojpmend  what  ^ve  intend  to  fell. 
Here  lies  our  way. 

SCENE  II. 

Fandarus^  Houfe, 
Enter  Troilus,  and  CreJJida, 

Troi,  Dear,  trouble  not  yourfelf ;  the  morn  is  cold^ 

Cre,  Then,  Tveet  my  lord,  I'll  call  my  uncle  down; 
He  fliall  unbolt  the  gates. 

Troi,  Trouble  him  not  ; 
To  bed,  to  bed:  Sleep  kill  thofe  pretty  eyes. 
And  give  as  foft  attachment  to  thy  fenfes. 
As  intants'  empty  of  all  thought  ! 

Cre,  Good  morrov/  then. 

2roi^  1  pr'ythee  now,  to  bed. 

Cre,  Are  you  ^^  eary  of  me  ? 

Troi.  O  ercfTida !  bat  that  the  bufy  day, 
Wak'd  by  the  lark,  hasrouz'd  the  ribald  cro^vs,. 
And  dreaming  night  ^^  ill  hide  our  joys  no  longer. 
I  would  not  from  thee. 

Cre,  Night  hath  been  too  brief. 

2;-£//.  Beihrew  the  witch   with  venomous  wights  Ihe: 
ftays, 

As  tedioufly  as  hell ;  but  flies  the  grafps  of  love, 
With  wings  more  n^omentary  fwifcthan  thought. 
You  will  catch  cold,  and  curfe  me. 

C;v.  Pr'ythee,  tarry  ; — you  men  will  never  tarry. 

0  foolilh  Creffida !— I  might  have  ftiil  held  off, 

And  then  you  would  have  tarry'd.    Hark  !  there's 
oae  up. 

Fan,  \nxithin\  What's  all  the  doors  open  here? 
Trci*  It  is  your  ur.cie. 

E?Uer  Pandarus, 
Cre,  A  pei!ilence  on  him  1  now  will  he  be  mocking  : 

1  fnail  have  fuch  a  life,  

Pan,  How  now,  how  now  ?  how  go  maidenheads  r  

Here,  you  maid  !  where's  my  coufm  Creffid  ? 

Cre,  Go  hang  yourfelf,  you  naughty  mocking  uncle ! 
You  bring  me  to  do,  and  then  you  flout  me  too. 


[  Exeunt^ 
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Pan,  To  do  what  ?  to  do  what  ? — let  her  fay  what : 
What  have  i  brought  you  to  do  ? 

Cre.  Come,  come  ;  bellirew  your  heart  !  you'll 
ne'er  be  good, 
Mor  fufFer  others. 

Pan,  Ha,  ha  !  Alas,  poor  wretch !  a  poor  capec- 
chia  ! — hail:  not  Hept  to-night?  would  he  not,  a 
n>Lighty  man,  let  it  ileep  ?  a  bugbear  take  him  ! 

\One  knocks, 

Cre.  Did  not  I  tell  you?  'wouldhe  were  knock'd 

o'  the  head  !— 

Who's  that  at  door  ?  good  uncle,  go  and  fee.  

My  lord,  corne  you  again  into  my  chamber  : 
You  fmile,  and  mock  me,  as  if  I  meant  naughtily. 

7roi,  Ha,  ha  ! 

Cre,  Come,  you  are  deceived,  I  think  of  no  fuch 
thing. — 

How  earneilly  thev  knock  ! — pray  you,  come  in  ? 

{Knock. 

T  would  not  for  half  Troy  have  you  feen  here.  [Exeunt. 

Pan,  Who's  there?  what's  the  matter  ?  will  you 
beat  down  the  door?  How  now  ?  what's  the  matter.^ 
Enter  ELneas^ 

JEne,  Good  morrow,  lord,  good  morrow. 

Pan,  Who's  there?  my  lord  i£neas  ?  By  my  troth, 
I  knew  you  not :  What  news  with  you  fo  early  ? 

JEne,  Is  not  prince  Troilus  here  ! 

Pan,  Here  !  what  (hould  he  do  here  ? 

.£ne.  Come,  he  is  here,  my  lord,  do  not  deny  him  ; 
It  doth  import  him  much,  to  fpeak  with  me. 

Pan,  Is  he  here,  lay  you?  'tis  more  than  1  know, 
ril  be  fworn  :  For  my  own  part  I  came  in  late: — • 
What  Ihoaid  be  do  here  ? 

JEne,  Who!   nay,  then:  

Come,  come,  yoa'll  doliim  wrong  ere  you  are  'ware  : 

You'll  be  fo  true  to  him,  to  be  faife  to  him  : 

Do  not  you  know  of  him,  but  yet  fetch  him  hither  ; 

Go. 

jds  Pandarus  is  going  out_^  enter  l-^oiluu 
Trci,  IIqxv  now?  what's  the  matter?. 
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j^ne.  My  lord,  I  fcaixehave  leifure  to  faiuteyou. 
My  matter  is  fo  rafh  :  There  is  at  hand 
Paris  your  brother,  and  Deiphobus, 
Tlie  Grecian  Diomed,  and  our  Antenor 
Delirer'd  to  us ;  and  for  hiin  forth^vith. 
Ere  the  firft  facrince,  within  this  hour. 
We  rnufl:  give  up  to  Diomedes*  hand 
The  lady  CrelTida. 

Trci,  Is  it  conckided  fo  ? 

A'  fie,  By  Priam,  and  the  general  fiate  of  Troy 
They  are  at  hand,  and  ready  to  affefl  it. 

T roL  How  my  atchievements  mock  me !  ■■  — 
I  will  go  meet  them  ;  and  my  Icrd  ili^ncas. 
We  met  by  chance ;  you  did  not  find  me  here. 

JEjie,  Good,  good,  m}  lord,  the  fecrets  of  neigh- 
bour Pandar 
Have  not  more  gift  in  taciturnity. 

[  Exeunt  Troilus  and  jEneas, 

Prji.  Ts't  pofTible?  no  fooner  got,  but  loll?  The 
devil  take  Antenor  !  the  young  prince  will  go  mad. 
A  plague  upon  Antenor  1 1  would  they  had  brokc's  neck. 
Enter  CreJJida, 

Cre,  How  now  ?  What's  the  matter  ?  Who  was  here  ? 

Pan.  Ah,  ah! 

Cre,  Why  figh  you  fo  profoundly  ?  \vhere's  my  lord  ? 
gone  r 

Tell  me,  fweet  uncle,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Pa?i,  Would  I  were  as  deep  under  the  earth,  as  I 
am  above ! 

Cre,  O  the  gods ! — what's  the  matter  ? 

Pc^n,  Pr'ythee,  get  thee  in:  Would  thcuhad'll  ne'er 
been  born  !  I  knew,  thou  would'ft  be  his  death  : 
O  poor  gentlem.an  1 — A  plague  upon  Antenor  ! 

Cre.  Good  Uncle,  I  befeech  >ou  on  my  knees,  I 
befeech  you,  what's  the  m.atter? 

Pan,  Thou  mull  be  gone,  wench,  thou  mull  begone  ; 
thou  art  chang'd  for  Antenor  :  thou  m.uiUo  thy  father, 
and  be  gone  from  Troilus;  'twill  be  his  death;  'twill 
be  his  bane ;  he  cannot  bear  it. 

Cre.  O  you  immortal  gods! — I  will  not  go. 
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Pa?2.  Thou  rnufl. 

Cre,  I  ^'vill  not  uncle  ;  I  have  forgot  my  father; 
I  know  no  touch  of  confanguinity  ; 
No  kin,  no  love,  no  blood,  no  foul  fo  near  n^.e. 
As  the  fvveet  Troilus. — O  you  gods  divine! 
Make  CrefFid's  name  the  very  crown  of  falflicod. 
If  ever  {he  leaves  Troilus !  Time,  force,  and  death. 
Do  to  this  body  what  extremes  you  can  ; 
But  the  ilrong  bafe  and  building  of  my  love 
Is  as  the  very  centre  of  the  earth. 
Drawing  all  things  to  it — I'll  go  in,  and  weep. — 

Pa^.  Do,  do. 

Cre,  Tear  my  bright  hair,  and  fcratch  my  praifed 
cheeks  ; 

Crack  my  clear  voice  with  fobs,  and  break  my  heart 
With  founding  Troilus.    I  will  not  go  from  Troy. 

[  Exeunt, 

SCENE  III. 

Before  Fandarus''  koufe. 
Enter  Paris,  Troilus y  JEneas,  Dio?nede(S,  fefr. 
Par,  It  is  great  morning  ;  and  the  hour  prenx'd 
Of  her  delivery  to  this  valiant  Greek 

Comes  fall  upon  :  Good  my  brother  Troilus, 

Tell  you  the  lady  what  flie  is  to  do. 
And  halle  her  to  the  purpofe. 

Troi,  Walk  into  her  iioufe  ; 
I'll  bring  her  to  the  Grecian  prefently  : 
And  to  his  hand,  when  I  dehiver  her. 
Think  it  an  altar  ;  and  thy  brother  Troilus 
/\  priell,  there  oiFeiing  to  it  his  ovv^n  heart. 

\_Exit  Troilus,  ■ 

Par.  I  know  what  'tis  to  love  ; 

And  'v/ould,  as  I  fnall  pity,  I  could  help!-  

Pleafe  you,  walk  in,  my  lords.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Apariment  in  P andarus\^  houfe. 
Enter  Pandarus  and  Cr'ijjida* 

Pan.  Be  moderate,  be  moderate. 
Cre,  Why  tell  youme^f  modeiation  ? 
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The  grief  is  fine,  full,  perfed,  tliat  I  tafle. 

And  violenteth  in  a  fenfe  as  ftrong 

As  that  which  caufeth  it  :  How  can  I  moderate  it? 

If  I  could  temporize  with  my  afFedlion, 

Or  brew  it  to  a  weak  and  colder  palate. 

The  like  allayment  could  I  give  my  grief : 

My  love  admits  no  qualifying  drofs  ; 

No  more  my  grief,  in  fuch  a  precious  lofs. 

Enter  Trcilus. 

Pan.   Here,  here,  here  he  comes.  Ah  fweet 

ducks  ! 

Cre.  O  Troilus !  Troilus  ! 

Fan.  What  a  pair  of  fpedacles  is  here  !  Let  me  em- 
brace too  :  0  hearty — ^as  the  goodly  faying  is, — 

 Q  heart,  o  heauy  heart, 

^^hy  figh''Ji  ihcu  ivithcut  breaking  P 
Where  he  anfvvers  again, 

Becaufe  thou  canjt  not  eafe  thy  fmart 
By  friencljhipy  nor  by  f peaking. 
There  never  ^vas  a  truer  riiyme.    Let  us  call  away 
nothing,  for  we  may  live  to  have  need  of  fuch  a  verfe; 
wc  fee  it,  we  fee  it.— How  now  lambs  ? 

Troi.  Crefhd,  I  love  thee  in  fo  ftrain'd  a  purity. 
That  the  blefl:  gods — as  angry  with  my  fancy. 
More  bright  in  zeal  than  the  devotion  which 
Cold  lips  blow  to  their  deities — take  thee  from  me. 

Cre.  Have  the  gods  envy  ? 

Pan.  Ay,  ay,  ay,  ay;  'tis  too  plain  a  cafe. 

Cre.  And  is  it  true,  that  I  mull  go  from  Troy  ? 

Troi.  A  hateful  truth. 

"Cre.  What,  and  from  Trcilus  too  ? 

Troi.  From  Troy,  and  Troilus. 

Cre.  Is  it  pOiTibk  r 

iroi.  And  fuddenly  ;  where  injury  of  chance 
Puts  back  leave-taking,  juMes  roughly  by 
All  time  of  paufe,  rudely  beguiles  our  lips 
Of  all  rejoindure,  forcibly  prevents 
Our  lock'd  embrafures,  hrangles  our  dear  vows 
P^ven  in  the  birdi  of  our  own  labouring  breath: 
We  two,  that  with  f©  many  thoufand  fighs 
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Did  buy  each  other,  mull:  poorly  fell  ourlelves 

With  the  rude  brevity  and  difcharge  of  one. 

Injurious  time  now,  with  a  robber's  hafte. 

Crams  his  rich  thievery  up,  he  knows  not  how  : 

As  many  farewells  as  be  ftars  in  heaven, 

With  dillindl  breath,  and  confign'd  kifTes  to  them^ 

He  fumbles  up  into  a  loofe  adieu  ; 

And  fcants  us  with  a  fmgle  famifli'd  kifs, 

Diilafted  with  the  fait  of  broken  tears. 

JE?2eas  l^uuitbin'].  My  lord  !  is  the  lady  ready  ? 

Troi.   Hark  1  you  are  call'd :   Some  fay,  the  Ge- 
nius fo 

Cries,  Come  !  to  him  that  inftantly  mull  die. — 
Bid  them  have  patience  ;  fhe  fliall  come  anon. 

Pan.  Where  are  my  tears  ?  rain,  to  lay  this  wind^ 
Or  my  heart  will  be  blown  up  by  tlie  root. 

\_Exif  Pandaru:^ 

Cre,  I  muH  then  to  the  Grecians  ? 
Trci^  No  remedy. 

Crc,  A  woeful  Crefiid  'nicngfl  the  merry  Greeks ! 
When  fliali  we  fee  again  ? 

Tt^oI.  Hear  me,  my  love  : — Be  thou  but  true  of 
heart,  

Cre,  I  true!  how  now?  what  v/icked  deem  is  this? 

7roi.  Nay,  we  mull  ufe  expoflulation  kindly. 

For  it  is  parting  from  us :  

I  fpeak  not,  be  thcu  true,  as  fearing  thee  ; 
For  I  will  throw  my  glove  to  death  himfelf, 
That  there's  no  maculation  in  thy  heart : 
•But,  be  thou  trucy  fay  I,  to  falliion  in 
My  frequent  pro. t.l:ation  j  be  thou  true. 
And  I  will  fee  thee. 

Cre,  O,  you  fliall  be  expcs'd,  my  lord,  to  dangers 
As  infmite  as  imminent  I  but,  I'll  be  true. 

Troi,   And  I'll  grow  friend  v/ith  danger.  Wear 
this  ileeve. 

Cre.  And  you  this  glove.    When  fhdl  I  fee  you  ? 

Troi.  I  will  corrupt  the  Grecian  centinels. 
To  give  thee  nightly  vifitation. 
But  yet,  be  true. 

Vol.  VII.  T 


2l8 


TPvOILUS   AND  CRESSIDA. 


Mi  IK 


Cre.  Q-'heavens ! — be  true^  again? 
TroL  Hear  why  I  fpealc  it,  love  :   The  Greciaji 
youths 

Are  well  compos'd,  with  gifts  of  nature  flowing. 

And  fwelling  o'er  with  arts  and  exercife  ; 

HoAV  novelties  may  move,  and  parts  with  perfon, 

Alas,  a  kind  of  godly  jealoufy 

(Which,  I  befeech  you,  call  a  virtuous  fni) 

Makes  me  afeard. 

Cre.  O  heavens  !  you  love  me  not. 

7roL  Die  I  a  villain  then  ! 
In  this  I  do  not  call  your  faith  in  queflion. 
So  mainly  as  my  merit :  I  cannot  fmg, 
-Korheel  the  high  lavolt,  nor  fweeten  talk. 
Nor  play  at  fubtle  games  ;  fair  virtues  all. 
To  which  the  Grecians  are  moft  prompt  and  pregnant: 
But  I  can  tell,  that  in  each  grace  of  thefe 
There  lurks  a  ftill  and  dumb-difcourfive  devil. 
That  tempts  moil  cunningly  :  but  be  not  tempted. 

Cre.  Do  you  think,  I  will  ? 

7rci.  No. 

But  fom.ething  may  be  done,  that  we  will  not  : 
And  fometimes  we  are  devils  to  ourfelves. 
When  we  will  tempt  the  fi'ailty  of  our  powers, 
Premming  on  their  changeful  potency. 

/Eneas  [jwithin.^  Nay,  good  my  lord  

Troi.  Come,  kifs  ;  and  let  us  part. 

Paris  l^^nthin.']  Brother  Troilus ! 

Troi.  Good  brother,  come  you  hither  ; 
And  bring  ^Eneas,  and  the  Grecian^  with  you. 

Cre,  My  lord,  Avill  you  be  true  ? 

2^'oi.  Who,  I?  alas,  it  is  my  vice,  my  fault  : 
While  others  frfn  with  craft  for  great  opinion, 
I  with  great  truth  catch  mere  limplicity  ; 
Whilflfome  with  cunning  gild  their  copper  crowns^ 
With  truth  and  plainnefs  1  do  v/ear  mine  bare. 
Fear  not  my  truth  ;  the  moral  of  my  wit 
Is — plain,  and  true,— there's  all  the  reach, of  it 

Enter  IiLneas,  Paris,  and  Diomed, 
Welcome,  fir  Dipmed  !  here  is  the  lady. 
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Whom  for  Antenor  we  deliver  you : 
At  the  port,  lord,  I'll  give  her  to  thy  hand  ; 
And,  by  the  way,  pofTefs  thee  what  Ihe  is. 
Entreat  her  fair  ;  and,  by  my  foul,  fair  Greek, 
If  e'er  thou  (land  at  mercy  of  my  fword. 
Name  CrefTid,  and  thy  life  fnaU  be  as  fafc 
As  Priam  is  in  Ilion. 

Dio,  Fair  lady  CrefFid, 
So  pleafe  you,  five  the  thanks  this  prince  expe6ls ; 
The  luftre  in  your  eye,  heaven  in  your  cheek. 
Pleads  your  fair  ufage  ;  and  to  Diomed 
You  fhall  be  miilrefs,  and  command  him  wholly. 

TroL  Grecian,  thou  doft  not  ufe  me  courteouily. 
To  fliame  the  zeal  of  my  petition  to  thee. 
In  prailing  her  :  I  tell  thee,  lord  of  Greece, 
She  is  as  far  high-foaring  o'er  thy  praifes. 
As  thou  unworthy  to  be  called  her  fervant. 
I  charge  thee,  ufe  her  well,  even  for  my  charge  ; 
For,  by  the  dreadful  Pluto,  if  thou  doft  not. 
Though  the  great  bulk  Achilles  be  thy  guard. 
I'll  cut  thy  throat. 

Bio,  O  be  not  mov'd,  prince  Troilus : 
Let  me  be  privileged  by  my  place,  andmeffagc. 
To  be  a  fpeaker  free  ;  v/hen  I  am  hence, 
I'll  anfwer  to  my  lull :  And  know  you,  lord, 
I'll  nothing  do  on  charge  :  to  her  own  worth 
She  fhall  be  priz'd ;  but  that  you  fay — be't  fo, 
1  fpeak  it  in  my  fpirit  and  honour, — no. 

Trri.  Come,  to  the  port. — I'll  tell  thee,  Diomed, 
This  brave  fhall  oft  make  thee  to  hide  thy  head. — 
Lady,  give  me  your  hand ;  and,  as  we  walk. 
To  our  ow^n  felves  bend  we  our  needful  talk. 

[Exeunt  Troilus  and  Crejfida,    Sound  trumpet. 

Par,  Hark  \  Hedlor's  trumpet. 

JEne,  How  have  we  fpent  this  morning  ! 
The  prince  muft  think  me  tardy  and  remifs. 
That  fwore  to  ride  before  him  to  the  field. 

Par,  'Tis Troilus'  fault:  Come,  come,  to  field  with 
him. 

Dio,  Let  us  make  ready  flraight. 
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JE^ne,  Yea,  with  a  bridegroom's  frefh  alacrity. 
Let  us  addrefs  to  tend  on  Hector's  heels  : 
The  glory  of  our  Troy  doth  this  day  lie 
On  his  fair  worth,  and  fmgle  chivalry.  \^Exeunt^ 

SCENE  V. 

T'js  Grecian  Camp, 
Enter  Ajax  arnidy    Agcjne^nnon,    Achilles y  Patrcclus^ 
Mcnchus,  Vlyjjes,  Neflcr,  ^c. 

Aga,  Here  art  thou  in  appointment  frefii  and  fair 
Anticipating  time  with  ftarting  courage. 
Give  with  thy  trumpet  aloud  note  to  Troy, 
Thou  dreadful  Ajax  ;  that  the  appalled  air 
May  pierce  the  head  of  the  great  combatant, 
And  hale  him  hither, 

Ajax,  Thou,  trumpet,  there's  my  purfe : 
Now  crack  thy  lungs,  and  fplit  thy  brazen  pipe : 
Blow,  villain,  till  thy  fphered  bias  cheek 
Out'fwell  the cholic  of  puff'd  Aquilon: 
Come,  Rretch  thy  chefl:,and  let  thy  eyes  fpout  blood  ; 
Thou  blow'u  for  Hedor. 

Ulyf.  No  trumpet  anfwers. 

Achil.  'Tis  but  early  days. 

Aga,  Is  not  yon  Diomed,  v^'ith  Calchas'  daughter? 

Vlyf,  'Tis  he,  I  ken  the  manner  of  his  gait  ? 
He  rifes  on  his  toe  ;  that  fpirit  of  his 
In  afpiration  lifts  bim  from  the  earth. 

Enter  Diomed ,  n.'jith  Crejjula, 

Aga,  Is  this  the  lady  CrefTida? 

Dio,  Even  ihe. 

ylga,  MoH  dearly  v/elcome  to  the  Greeks,  fweet  lady. 

Nejl.  Our  general  doth  falute  you  with  a  kifs. 

JJlyf,  Yet  is  the  kindnefs,  but  particular ; 
'Twere  better  ilie  were  kifs*d  in  general. 

Nej^,  And  very  courtly  counfcl  ;  I'll  begin. 
So  much  for  Nellor. 

ylchil.  I'll  take  that  winter  from  your  lips,  fair  lad; 
Achilles  bids  you  vrelcome. 

Men,  I  had  good  argument  for  kilTmg  once. 

Patr,  But  that's  no  argument  for  kifhng  now  ; 
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For  thus  popp'd  Paris  in  his  hardiment  ; 
And  parted  thus  you  and  your  argument. 

UIvl/l  O  deadly  gall,  and  theme  of  all  our  fcorns  1 
For  -xvhich  we  lofe  our  heads,  to  gild  his  horns. 

FrJr.  The  firft  was  Menelaus'  kifs  ;  this,  mine  ; 
Patroclus  kiffes  you. 

Me/2,  O,  this  is  trim  I 

Patr.  Paris,  and  I,  kifs  ev^ermore  for  him. 

Me^.  I'll  have  my  kifs,  fir: — Lady,  by  your  leave. 

Cre.  In  killing,  do  you  render,  or  receive  ? 

Patr.  Both  take  and  give. 

Crc^.  rii  make  my  match  to  live. 
The  kifs  you  take  is  better  than  you  give  ; 
I'herefore  no  kifs. 

AJc?!.  Pil  give  you  boot,  I'll  give  you  three  for  one, 

C,  e.  You're  an  odd  man  ;  give  even,  or  give  none. 

Men.  An  odd  man,  lady  ?  every  man  is  odd. 

Cre.  No,  Paris  is  not ;  for,  you  knov/,  tis  true. 
That  you  are  odd,  and  he  is  even  with  you. 

Men.  You  fillip  mc  o'  the  head. 

Cre.  No,  I'll  be  fv/orn. 

U/y//'.  It  were  no  match,  your  nail  againll  his  horn. — 
May  I,  fweetlady,  beg  a  kifs  of  you  ? 
Cre.  You  may. 
Ulj//:  I  do  defire  it. 
C're.  Why,  beg  then. 

UI}^.  Why  then,  for  Venus'  fake,  give  me  a  kifs, 
V/hen  Helen  is  a  maid  again,  and  jiis. 

Cre.  I  am  your  debtor,  chdm  it  when  'tis  due. 

U/)i//l  Never'' s  niy  day,  and  then  a  kifs  of  you'. 

Div.  Lady  a  w^ord  ;  Til  bring  you  to  your  father. 

[  Diomed  leads  out  Cr-^ljida. 

Neft.  A  woman  of  quick  fenfe. 

VlyJT.  Fie,  f  e,  upon  her  ! 
There's  language  in  her  eye,  her  cheek,  her  lip. 
Nay,  her  foot  fpeaks  ;  her  wanton  fpirits  lock  out 
At  every  joint  and  motive  of  her  body. 
O,  thefe  encounterers,  fo  ^.^J:  i->ngue. 
That  give  a  coaifing  w^elcome  cre  it  comes. 
And  wide  unciafp  the  tables  of  their  thoughts 
T  3 


222 


TROILUS   ANB  CRESSIDA. 


Aa  IF. 


To  every  ticklifh  reader  !  fet  them  down 

For  fluttifn  fpoils  of  opportunity. 

And  daughters  of  the  game.  [^Trumpet  ^uuithin, 

AIL  The  Trojans'  trumpet ! 

Aga,  Yonder  comes  the  troop. 

Enter  Hedor,  JEneas,  Troilus,  l£c,  uuith  attendants. 

JEne.  Hail,  all  the  ftate  of  Greece  !  What  fhall  be 
done  to  him 
That  vi6lory  commands  ?  Or  do  you  purpofe 
A  vi6lor  fhall  be  known  ?  Will  you,  the  knights 
Shall  to  the  edge  of  all  extremity 
Purfue  each  other ;  or  fhall  they  be  divided 
By  any  voice  or  order  of  the  field  ? 
Hedor  bade  afk. 

Aga,  Wliich  way  would  He(5lor  have  it  ? 

Mne,  He  cares  not,  he'll  obey  conditions. 

Aga,  'Tis  done  like  Hedor  ;  but  fecurely  done, 
A  little  proudly,  and  great  deal  mifprifing 
The  knight  oppos'd. 

JEne,  If  not  Achilles,  fir. 
What  is  your  name  ? 

Achil.  If  not  Achilles,  nothing. 

^.'zf. Therefore  Achilles:  But,  whate'er,  know  this : 
In  the  extremity  of  great  and  little. 
Valour  and  pride  excel  themfelves  in  Hedor ; 
The  one  almoil  as  infinite  as  all. 
The  other  blank  as  nothing.    Weigh  him  well. 
And  that,  which  looks  like  pride,  is  courtefy. 
This  Ajax  is  half  made  of  Hedor's  blood; 
In  love  whereof,  half  Hc<5lor  Itays  at  home  ; 
Half  heart,  half  hand,  half  Heitor  comes  to  feek 
This  blended  kalght^  half  Trojan,  and  half  Greek. 

AchlL  A  maiden  battle  then  ? — O,  I  perceive  you* 
Re-enter  Diomed. 

Aga,  Here  is  fir  Diomed  : — Go,  gentle  knight, 
Stand  by  our  Ajax  :  as  you  and  lord  it^neas 
Confent  upon  tiie  order  of  their  fight. 
So  be  it ;  either  to  the  uttermoll, 
Or  clfe  a  breath  :  tiie  combatants  being  kin. 
Half  flints  their  llrife  before  their  fi:rokes  begin. 

Vlyjf.  They  are  oppos'd  already. 
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Aga,  What  Trojan  is  that  lame  which  lovoks  fo  heavy? 

UtyJ/,  The  youngeft  Ion  of  Priam,  a  true  knight ; 
Not  yet  mature,  yet  matchlcfs  ;  firm  of  word ; 
Speaking  in  deeds,  and  dcedlcfs  in  his  tongue  ; 
Not  foon  provok'd,nor,  being  provok'd,  foon  calm'd  : 
His  heart  and  hand  both  open  ;  and  both  free  ; 
For  what  he  has,  he  gives,  what  thinks,  he  fhews; 
Yet  gives  he  not,  till  judgment  guide  his  bounty, 
Nor'dignifies  an  impair  thought  with  breath: 
Manly  as  Hedor,  bat  more  d.jngerous : 
For  Hedlor,  in  his  biaze  of  wrath,  fubfcribes 
To  tender  objeds  ;  but  he,  in  heat  of  adion. 
Is  more  vindicative  than  jealous  love: 
They  call  him  I  roilus,  and  on  him  ere6l 
A  fecond  hope,  as  fairly  built  as  Hedor. 
Thus  fays  iEneas ;  one  that  knows  the  youth 
Even  to  his  inches,  and,  with  private  foul. 
Did  in  great  Jiion  thus  tranflate  him  to  me. 

[  Alarum .    Hector  and  Ajax  fight . 

Aga.  They  are  in  adinn. 

'Neft,  Nov/,  Ajax,  hold  thine  own  ! 

Troi,  Hedor,  thou  fleep'il,  awake  thee  ! 

Aga,  His  blows  are  well  difpos'd  : — there  Ajax  ! 

\Tru7npeti  ceafe. 

Dio,  You  mufl  no  more. 

JEne.  Princes,  enough,  fo  pleafe  you. 

Ajax,  1  am  not  warm  yet,  let  us  fight  again. 

Dio,  As  Hedor  pleafes. 

Hect,  Why  then,  will  I  nc  more  :  

Thou  art,  great  lord,  my  father's  fiber's  fou, 

A  coufm-german  to  great  Priarp/s  feed  ; 

The  obligation  of  our  blood  forbids 

A  gory  emulation  'tvvixt  us  t\^  ain  : 

Were  thy  commixtion  Greek  and  Trojan  fo. 

That  thou  could'll  fay — ''this  hand  is  Grecian  all, 

''  And  this  is  Trojan  ;  the  fmews  of  this  leg 

*^  All  Greek,  and  this  all  Troy  ;  mv  mother's  blood 

Runs  on  the  dexter  ^heek,  and  this  liniHer 
**  Bounds-ill  my  father's;"  by  Jove  multipotent. 
Thou  IhouidH  not  bear  from  me  a  Greekiih  member 
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Wherein  my  iVord  had  not  imprefTiire  made 
Of  our  rank  feud:  But  the  juft  Gods  gainfav. 
That  any  drop  thou  borro^v 'It  from  thy  mother. 
My  facred  aunt,  ihould  by  my  mortal  ta  ord 
Be  drain'd  !  Let  me  embrace  thee,  Ajax  : 
Ev  him  that  thunders,  thou  nail  lufty  arms  ; 

Hedtor  would  have  them  fall  upon  hiiu  thus :  

Coufm,  ail  honour  to  thee  ! 

j^jax,  I  thank  thee,  Hedor : 
Thou  art  too  gentle,  and  too  free  a  man ;  • 
I  C3.m.e  to  1:111  tnee,  coufm,  and  bear  hence 
A  great  adduiion  earned  in  thy  death . 
Hecf.  NotNeoptoIemus  fo  mirable  . 
On  whofe  bright  crefi  Fame  with  her  loud'll:  O  yes 
Cries,  T/::s  is  he)  could  promifc  to  himrelf 
A  thought  of  added  honour  torn  from  Hector. 

^■fie.  There  is  expediancc  here  from  both  the  fide?. 
What  further  you  will  do. 

HccJ  We'li  anfwer  it; 
The  illue  is  embracement : — ,  Ajax,  fare.vell. 

/jjax.  If  I  might  in  entreaties  tind  fjccefs, 
(As  feld  I  have  the  chance)  I  would  defire 
My  famous  coufm  to  our  Grecian  tents. 

[Dio.  'Tis  Agamemnon's  vvim  ;  and  great  Achilles 
Doth  long  to  fee  unarm 'd  the  valiant  Hector. 

Hc^K  ^'ilneas,  call  my  brother  Troll  us  to  me; 
And  fignifr  this  loving  interview 
To  the  expeclers  of  our  Trojan  part : 
Defire  them  home. — Give  me  thy  hand,  my  coufn; 
I  will  go  eat  with  thee,  and  fee  \  our  knighcs. 
Jjax.  Great  Agamemnon  comes  to  meet  us  here. 
He.'i,  The  wortnleR  of  them  tell  me  name  by  name; 
Eat  for  Achilles,  m^  own  feurc'ung  eyes 
Shall  fnd  him  by  his  large  and  portly  fize. 

ylga.  Worthy  of  arms !  as  welcome  as  to  one 
That  would  be  rid  of  fuch  an  enemy  : 
But  that's  no  welcome  :  Underiland  more  clear. 
What's  paft,  and  what's  to  come,  is  itrew'd  v,  itiihufks 
And  forrnleis  ruin  of  oblivion  ; 
Eut  in  this  extant  memento  faith  and  troth. 
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Strained  purely  from  all  hollow  bias-drawing. 

Bids  thee,  with  moft  divine  integrity. 

From  heart  of  very  heart,  great  Heftor,  welcome. 

Hed,    I  thank  thee,  moll:  imperious  Agamemnon. 

Jga.  My  vvell-fam'd  lord  of  Troy,  no  lefs  to  you. 

\_'To  Troilus, 

Men,  Let  me  confirm  my  princely  brother's  greet- 
ing 

You  brace  of  warlike  brothers,  w^elcome  hither. 
HeCi,  Whom  mail  we  anfwer  ? 
Men.  The  noble  Menelaus. 

HeH,  O  you,  my  lord  ?  by  Mars  his  gauntlet,  thanks  \ 
Mock  not,  that  I  aftedt  the  untraded  oath  ; 
YoMV  quondcijn  wife  fwears  ftili  by  Venus'  glove  : 
She's  well,  but  bade  me  not  commend  her  to  yoa. 

Men.  Name  her  not  now,  fir ;  file's  a  deadly  theme-. 

Heel.  O,  pardon;  1  offend. 

Nefi.  I  have,  thou  gallant  Trojan,  feen  thee  oft. 
Labouring  for  defliny,  make  cruel  way 
Through  ranks  of  Greekiih  youth :  and  I  have  feen 
thee 

As  hot  as  Per  feus,  fpur  thy  Phrygian  freed, 
'DQ{'pi{mg  many  forfeits  and  fubduments. 
When  thou  hali  hung  thy  advanced  fword  i'  the  air 
Not  letting  it  decline  on  the  declined  ; 
That  I  have  faid  to  fome  my  ftanders-by, 
LOy  Jupiter  is  yonder ,  dealing  life  ! 
And  I  have  feen  thee  paufe,  and  take  thy  breath 
When  that  a  ring  of  Greeks  have  hemm'd  thee  in. 
Like  an  Olympian  wreftling  :  This  have  I  feen 
But  this  thy  countenance.  Hill  lock'd  in  fleel, 
I  never  faw  till  now.    1  knew  thy  grandfire. 
And  once  fought  w  ith  him  :  he  was  a  foldier  good.  \ 
But,  by  great  Mars,  the  captain  of  us  all. 
Never  like  thee  :  Let  an  old  man  embrace  thee  ; 
And  worthy  w^arrior,  welcome  to  our  tents. 
j^rne.  'Tis  the  old  Neilor. 

Hz^^.  Let  m.e  embrace  thee,  good  old  chronicle. 
That  hail  fo  long  w  alk'd  iiand  in  hand  with  time 
MojI  reverend  Nellor,  I  am  glad  to  clafp  thee. 
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Nefl.  I  would^  my  arms  could  match  thee  in  con- 
tention, 

,  As  they  contend  with  thee  in  courtefy. 
Hea.  I  would  they  could. 

Neft.  Ha  !  by  this  white  beard,  I'd  fight  with  thee^ 
to-morrow. 

Well,  welcome,  welcome  !  I  have  feen  the  time~ 

Vlyf.  I  wonder  nov/  how  yonder  city  Hands, 
When  we  have  here  her  bafe  and  pillar  by  us. 

Heci,  I  know  your  favour,  lord  UlyfTes,  well. 
Ah  fir,  there's  many  a  Greek  and  Trojan  dead. 
Since  firll  I  faw  yourfelf  and  Diomed 
In  Jlion,  on  your  Greekifn  embafiy. 

Ulyf,  Sir,  1  foretold  you  then  what  would  enfue  : 
My  prophecy  is  but  half  his  journey  yet ; 
For  yonder  v/alls  that  pertly  front  your  town. 
Yon  towers,  whofe  wanton  tops  do  bufs  the  clouds^, 
Mull  kifs  their  own  feet. 

Hed,  I  mufl  not  believe  you  : 
There  they  Hand  yet ;  and  modeflly  I  think. 
The  fall  of  every  Phrygian  ilone  will  coft 
A  drop  of  Grecian  blood  :  The  end  crowns  all  ; 
And  that  old  common  arbitrator,  time. 
Will  one  day  end  it- 

Vlyf,  So  to  him  we  leave  it. 
Mou  gentle,  and  moil  valiant  He6lor,  'welcome  : 
After  the  general,  I  befeech  you  next 
To  feaHwith  me,  ?md  fee  me  at  my  tent. 

JcbiL  I  fhall  foreilall  thee,  lord  Ulyffes,  thou  ! — 
Xvfow,  Hedlor,  I  have  fed  mine  eyes  on  thee  ; 
I  have  with  exr.61  view  perus'd  thee,  Hedor, 
And  quoted  joint  by  joint. 

HeL  Is  this  Achilles  ? 

AchiL  lam  Achilles. 

Ilea,  Stand  fair,  I  pray  thee  :  let  me  look  on  thee. 
Jchil.  Behold  thy  fill. 
Hea.  Nay,  I  have  done  already. 
AchiL  Thou  art  too  brief',  i  v/ill  the  fecond  time. 
As  I  would  buy  thee,  view  thee  limb  by  limb. 

Hea.  O,  like  a  book  of  fport  thou'lt  read  me  o'er  ^ 
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But  there's  more  in  me  than  thou  underftandTi. 
Why  doli:  thou  fo  opprefs  me  with  thine  eye  ? 

AchiL  Tell  me,  you  heavens,  in  which  part  of  his 
body 

Shall  I  deftroy  him  ?  whether  there,  there,  or  there  ? 
That  I  may  give  the  local  wound  a  name ; 
And  make  dilHndtthe  very  breach,  "svhfTeoat 
Heftor's  great  fpirit  flew  :  Anrwer  me,  heavens  ! 

He^,  It  would  difcredit  the  blefl  gods,  proud  man. 
To  anfwer  fuch  a  queiHon  :  Stand  again  : 
Think'il  thou  to  catch  my  life  fo  pleafantly. 
As  to  prenominate  in  nice  conjeciure. 
Where  thou  wilt  hit  me  dead  ? 

AchiL  I  tell  thee,  yea. 

Ueii,  Wert  thou  an  oracle  to  tell  me  fo, 
ri'd  not  believe  thee.    Henceforth  guard  thee  well  ; 
For  ril  not  kill  thee  there,  nor  there,  nor  there  ; 
But,  by  the  forge  that  ftithy'd  Mars  his  helm, 
I'll  kill  thee  every  where,  yea,  operand  o'er. — 
You  wifeft  Grecians,  pardon  me  this  brag. 
His  infolence  draws  folly  from  my  lips  ; 
But  I'll  endeavour  deeds  to  match  thefe  words. 
Or  may  I  never  

Ajax,  Do  not  chafe  thee,  coulin  ; — — 
And  you,  Achilles,  let  thefe  threats  alone, 
Ti]l  accident,  or  purpofe,  bring  you  to  't: 
You  may  have  every  day  enough  of  Hedor, 
If  you  have  ftom.ach  ;  the  general  ftate,  I  fear. 
Can  fcarce  entreat  you  to  be  odd  v/ith  him. 

He^.  I  pray  you,  let  us  fee  you  in  the  uf  Id  : 
We  have  had  pelting  wars,  fmce  you  refas'd 
The  Grecians'  caufe. 

AchiL  Doft  thou  entreat  me,  Hedor  ? 
To-morrovv^  do  I  meet  thee,  fell  as  death  ; 
To-night,  all  friends. 

Bed,  Tliy  hand  upon  that  match. 

Aga.  Firil,  all  you  peers  of  Greece,  go  to  my  tent  ; 
There  in  the  full  convive  we  :  afterwards, 
AsHedor's  leifure  and  your  bounties  ihall 
.Concur  together,  feverally  intreat  him. — — 
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Beat  loud  the  tabourines,  let  the  trumpets  blo^v, 
That  this  great  foldier  may  his  welcome  know. 

[Exeuf:f, 

Manent  Troilns,  and  Ulyffes, 

Trot,  My  lord  UlyfTes,  tell  me,  1  befeech  you. 
In  what  place  of  the  field  doth  Calchas  keep  ? 

Vlvf,  At  Menelaus'  tent,  moil:  princely  Troilus  : 
There  Diomed  doth  feaft  with  him  to-night  ; 
Who  neither  looks  on  heav-en,  nor  on  the  earth. 
But  gives  all  gaze  and  bent  of  amorous  vie'vv 
On  the  fair  CrefTid. 

7m.  Shall  1,  fweetlord,  be  bound  to  you fo much. 
After  A\e  part  from  Agamemnon's  tent. 
To  bring  me  thither  ? 

Ulyf.  You  fhall  command  me,  fir. 
As  gentle  tell  me,  of  what  honour  was 
This  CrefTida  in  Troy  ?  Had  flie  no  lover  there. 
That  wails  her  abfence  ? 

Troi.  O,  fir,  to  fuchas  boafting  fhew  their  fears 
A  mock  is  due.    Will  vou  walk  on,  my  lord  ? 
She  Y/as  belov'd,  flie  lov'd  ;  fhe  is,  and  doth : 
But,  Hill,  fv.  eet  love  is  food  for  fortune's  tooth. 

\_Exeimt, 


A  C  T    V.       S  C  E  N  E  L 

Achllks'  Tent. 
Enter  Achilles,  and  Pairoclus, 
AchzLT'Lh  heat  his  blood  with  Greekifh  wine  to- 
JL  t]ight. 

Which  with  my  fcimitar  Til  cool  to-morrow.  ' 

Patroclus,  let  us  feaft  him  to  the  height. 
Patr.  Here  comes  Therntes. 

Efzicr  Therfites, 
AchiL  How  now,  thou  core  of  envy  ? 
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Thou  crufly  batch  of  nature,  what's  the  news  ? 

2 her.  Why,  thou  picture  of  what  thou  feemell,  and 
idol  of  idiot-worihippers,  here's  a  letter  for  thee. 

AchiL  From  whence,  fragment  ? 

Ther.  Why,  thou  full  difn  of  fool,  from  Troy. 

Pair,  Who  keeps  the  tent  now  ? 

Ther,  The  furgeon's  box,  or  the  patient's  v/ound. 

Pair,  Well  faid,  adverfity  !  and  what  need  thefe 
tricks  ? 

Ther.  Pr'ythee  be  filent,  boy  ;  I  profit  not  by  thy 
talk  :  thou  art  thought  to  be  Achilles'  male  varlet, 

Patr.  Male  varlet,  you  rogue !  what's  that  ? 

Ther,  Why,  his  mafculine  whore.  Now  the  rotten 
difeafes  of  the  fouth,  the  guts-griping,  ruptures,  ca- 
tarrhs, loads  o'  gravel  i'  the  back,  lethargies,  cold 
palfies,  raw  eyes,  dirt-rotten  livers,  wheezing  lungs, 
bladders  full  of  impofthume,  fciaticas,  lime-kilns  i' 
the  palm,  incurable  bone-ach,  and  the  rivelPd  fee- 
fimple  of  the  tetter,  take  and  take  again  fuch  pre- 
pofterous  difcoveries  ! 

Pair,  Why,  thou  damnable  box  of  envy,  thou> 
what  mcaneft  thou  to  curfe  thus  ? 

T'her,  Do  I  curfe  thee  ? 

PaU\  Why,  no,  you  ruinous  butt ;  you  whorefori 
undiftinguifhable  cur,  no. 

Ther,  No?  why  art  thou  then  exafperate,  thou  idle 
immaterial  Ikein  of  fleevefilk,  thou  green  farcenet  flap 
for  a  fore  eye,  thou  taffel  of  a  prodigal's  purfe,  thou? 
Ah,  how  the  poor  world  is  pefter'd  with  fuch  water- 
flies  ;  diminutives  of  nature  ! 

Pair,  Out,  gall! 

Ther,  Finch  egg  ! 

AchiL  My  fweet  Patroclus,  I  am  thwarted  quite 
From  my  great  purpofe  in  to-morrow's  battle. 
Here  is  a  letter  from  queen  Hecuba : 
A  token  from  her  daughter,  my  fair  love ; 
Both  taxing  me,  and  gaging  me  to  keep 
An  oath  that  I  have  fworn.    I  will  not  break  itr 
Fall,  Greeks ;  fail,  fame ;  honour,  or  go,  or  ftay  ; 
My  major  vow  lies  here,  this  I'll  obey.  . 

Vol.  vn.  y 
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Come,  come,  Therfites,  help  to  trim  my  tent; 

This  night  in  banqueting  muft  all  be  fpent.  

Away,  Fatroclus.  [Exeunt, 
Ther,  With  too  much  blood,  and  too  little  brain 
thefe  too  may  run  mad :  but  if  with  too  much  brain 
and  too  little  blood,  they  do,  I'll  be  a  curer  of  mad- 
men. Here's  Agamemnon,-^an  honeil:  fellow  enough, 
a-iid  one  that  loves  quails  ;  but  he  hath  not  fo  much 
brain  as  ear-wax  :  And  the  goodly  transformation  o/ 
Jvpiter  there,  his  brother,  the  bull, — the  primitive 
llatue,  and  oblique  memorial  of  cuckolds:  a  thrifty 
fhooting-horn  in  a  cliain,  hanging  at  his  brother's 
leg, — to  what  form,  but  that  he  is,  Ihould  wit  larded 
with  malice,  and  malice  forced  with  wit,  turn  him  ? 
To  an  afs,  were  nothing  :  he  is  both  afs  and  ox:  to 
an  ox  v/ere  nothing  ;  lie  is  both  ox  and  afs.  To  be  a 
dog,  a  mule,  a  cat,  a  fitchew,  a  toad,  a  lizard,  an 
owl,  a  puttock,  or  a  herring  without  a  roe,  I  would 
not  care  :  but  to  be  a  Menelaus, — 1  would  confpire 
againfl  defliny.  Afk  me  not  what  I  would  be,  if  I 
were  not  Therfites  ;  for  I  care  not  to  be  the  loufe  of 

a  lazar,  fo  I  were  not  Menelaus.  Heyday!  fpirits, 

and  £res  ! 

Enter  HeSior,  7rcilus,  j^jax^  Agamem^ioriy  UlyJJes^ 
Nejior,  and  Diomedy  rjjith  lights* 

Aga,  We  go  wrong,  we  go  wrong. 

Ajax.  No,  yonder  'tis  ; 
There,  where  we  fee  the  light. 

HeH,  I  trouble  you. 

Jjax,  No,  not  a  whit. 

Vlyf.  Here  comes  himfelf  to  guide  you. 

Enter  Achilles. 

AchiL  Welcome,  brave  Hedor  ;  ^^'elcome,  priR- 
ces  all. 

Aga,  So  now%  fair  prince  of  Troy,  I  bid  good 
jiight.    Ajax  commands  the  guard  to  'tend  on  you. 
Hcii.  Thanks ,  and  good  night,  to  the  Greeks'  general . 
Men,  Good  night  my  lord. 
//.^7.  Good  night,  Uveet  lord  Menelaus,. 
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Ther,  wSweet  draught :  Sweet,  quoth  a  !  Twee t  fink, 
fweet  fewer. 

AchiL  Good  night,  and  wekome,  both  at  once,  to 
thole 
That  go,  or  tarry. 

Aga.  Goodnight.  \Exetint  Agum,  and  MeneL 

AchiL  Old  Nellor  tarries  :  and  you  too,  Diomed, 
Keep  Heclor  company  an  hour  or  two. 

Dio.  I  cannot,  lor<l  ;  I  have  important  buHnefs, 
The  tide  whereof  is  now. — Goodnight,  great  Kedlor. 

He^t,  Give  me  your  hand. 

Vlyf,  Follow^  his  torch,  he  goes  to  Calchas'  tent ; 
I'll  keep  you  company.  \To  Iroilus^ 

Trci,  Sweet  fir,  you  honour  me. 
HeU,  And  fo,  good  night. 
AchiL  Come,  come,  enter  my  tent-. 

\_Exeunt  fe^verally, 

Tijcr,  That  fame  Diomed' s  a  falfe-hearted  rogiie, 
a  mod  unjufi  knave;  I  will  no  more  truft  him  when 
he  leers,  than  I  will  a  ferpent  when  he  hilTes  :  he 
will  fpend  his  mouth,  and  promife,  like  Brabler  the 
hound  ;  but  when  he  performs,  aftronomers  foretel 
it  ;  it  is  prodigious,  there  will  come  fome  change  ; 
the  fun  borrows  of  the  moon,  when  Diomed  keeps 
his  word.  I  will  rather  leave  to  fee  He£lor,  than  not 
%o  dog  him  :  they  fay,  he  keeps  a  Trojan  drab,  and 
ufes  th.e  traitor  Calchas  his  tent  :  I'll  after. — Nothing 
but  lechery  I  all  incontinent  varlets  ! 

SCENE  II. 
Calchas'*  Tent.    Enter  Dicmed, 
Bio,  What,  are  you  up  here,  ho  r  fpeak. 
CaL  W\iO  calls  ? 

Dio,  Diomed.  

Calchas,  I  think.    Where  is  your  daughter  ? 
CaL  She  comes  to  you. 

Enter  Troilus,  and  Uhjjes  at  a  diftance  /  after  them 
Th  erf  J  85, 

IJlyf  Stand  where  the  torch  may  not  difcover  us. 


TROILUS  AND  CRESSIDA. 


Enter  Crejfida, 

Troi.  CrefTida  come  forth  to  liim  J 

Dio,  How  now,  my  charge  ? 

Cre,  Now,  my  fweet  guardian  '.—Hark, 
A  word  with  you.  \}V hi/per 

Troi.  Yea,  fo  familiar  \ 

Ulyf,  She  will  fmg  any  man  at  lirll  iight. 

Ther,  And  anv  man 
May  iingher,  if  he  can  take  her  cliff ;  fhe's  noted. 

Dio,  Will  you  remxember  ? 

Cre,  Remember  r  yes, 

Dio,  Nay,  but  do  then; 
And  let  your  mind  be  coupled  with  your  words. 

Troi,  What  fhould  fhe  remember  ? 

tZ/v/  Lift ! 

Cre,  Sweet  honey  Greek,  tempt;  me  no  more  to 

folly. 
T^^r.  Roguery  ! 

Dio,  Nay  then,  

Cre,  ril  tell  you  what. 

Dio,  Pho  !  pho  !  come,  tell  a  pin  :  You  are  for- 
fworn  

Cre,  In  faith,  I  cannot :  What  would  you  have  me 
(io  ? 

Ther,  A  juggling  trick,  to  be — fecretly  open. 
Dio,  What  did  youfwegr  you  would  bellow  on  me? 
Cre,  I  pr'ythee,  do  not  hold  me  to  mine  oath  ; 
Bid  me  do  any  thing  but  that,  fweet  Greek. 
Dio,  Good  night. 
7roi,  Hold,  patience  ! 
Ulyf.  How  now,  Trojan } 
Cre,  Diomed, — 

Dio,  No,  no,  good  night :  Til  be  your  fool  n» 
more. 

Troi,  Thy  better  muft. 

Cre,  Hark,  one  word  in  your  ear. 

Troi,  O  plague  and  madnefs  ! 

Ulyf,  You  are  mov'd,  prince  ;  let  us  depart,  I  pray 
you, 

Lefl  your  difpleafure  (hould  enlarge  itfelf 
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To  wrathf^al  terms :  this  place  is  dangerous ; 
The  time  right  deadly  ;  i  befeech  you  go. 

Iroi,  Behold,  I  pray  you  ! 

Ulyf,  Now  good  my  lord,  go  ofF : 
¥ou  flow  to  great  diilradlion  :  come,  my  lord. 

Troi,  I  pr'ythee,  ilay. 

Ulyf,  You  have  not  patience  ;  come, 

TroL  1  pray  you,  flay;  by  hell>  and  by  hell's  tor- 
ments, 
I  will  not  fpeak  a  word. 

Dio.  And  To  good  night, 

Cre.  Nay,  but  you  part  in  anger.  - 

IroL  Doth  that  grieve  thee  ? 

0  wither'd  truth  ! 

Ulyf,  Why,  how  now,  my  lord  r 
Troi,  By  Jove,  I  will  be  patient. 
Cre,  Guardian  ! — why,  Greek  ! 
Dio,  Pho,  pho  I  adieu  ;  you  palter. 
Cre,  In  faith,  I  do  not  ;  come  hiiner  once  again, 
Ulyf,  You  fhake,  my  lord,  atfometliing ;  wiii  you  go  ? ' 
You  will  break  out. 
Troi,  She  ih'okes  his  cheek  ! 
UlyJ\  Come,  come. 

Ji'oi,  Nay,  ilay  ;  by  Jove,  I  will  not  fpcak  a  v/ordo 
There  is  between  my  will  and  all  offences 
A  guard  of  patience  :— flay  a  little  while. 

Ther:  How  the  devil  luxury,  with  his  fat  rump, 
and  poKtoe  finger,  tickles  thefe  together!  Fry,  le- 
chery, fi*y  1 

Dio.  But  will  you  then  ? 

Ore,  In  fiiith,  I  v^/iil,  la;  never  truil  me  elfe. 

Dio,  Give  me  fome  token  for  the  furety  of  it. 

Ore,  I'll  fetch  you  one. 

Ulyf.  You  have  fworn  patience. 

Troi.  Fear  me  not,  my  lord  ; 

1  will  not  be  myfelf,  nor  have  cognition 
Of  what  I  feel ;  I  am  ail  patience. 

Re-enter  Crefjlda, 
2 her.  Now  the  pledge  ;  now,  now,  now  I 
€fre.  Here,  Diomed,  keeo  thi^  fleeve. 
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Trci.  O  beauty  ! 
Where  is  thy  faith  ? 
Ulyf.  My' lord,  

Trci,  I  will  be  patient ;  outwardly  I  will. 
Cre*  You  look  upon  that  Aeeve  :  Behold  it  well.-— 
He  lov'd  me — O  falfe  wench  1  Give  it  me  again. 
Dio,  Whofe  was  it  ? 

Cre,  It  is  no  matter,  now  I  have  it  again. 
I  will  not  meet  with  you  to-morrow  night  : 
I  pr'ythee,  Diomed,  vifit  me  no  more. 

Thsr,  Now  ilie  fnarpens; — Well  faid,  v/hetfione. 

Dio.  I  fhall  have  it. 

Cre.  W'nat,  this  ? 

Dio.  Ay,  that. 

Cre.  O,  all  ye  gods ! — O  pretty,  pretty  pledge  ! 
Thy  mailer  now  lies  thinking  on  his  bed 
Of  thee,  and  me  ;  and  fighs,  and  and  takes  my  gIo^'e; 
And  gives  memorial  dainty  kifles  to  it, 
As  I  kifs  thee. — Nay,  do  not  fnatch  it  from  me  ; 
He,  that  takes  that,  muft  take  my  heart  withal. 

Dio.  I  had  your  heart  before,  this  follows  it. 

Troi.  I  did  fwear  patience. 

Cre.  y ou  {hall  not  have  it,  Diomed ;  faith  you  fhall 
not ; 

I'll  give  youfomethingelie. 

Dio,  1  will  have  this  ;  Whofe  was  it  p 

Cre.  It  is  no  matter. 

Dio,  Come,  tell  me  whofe  it  was. 

Cre.  'Twas  one's  that  lov'd  me  better  than  you  will. 
But  now  you  have  it,  take  it. 

Dio.  Whofe  was  it : 

Cre.  By  all  Diana's  waiting  women  yonder. 
And  by  herfelf,  I  will  not  teli  you  whofe. 

Die.  To-morrow  w  ill  I  w  ear  it  on  my  helm  ? 
And  grieve  his  fpirit,  that  dares  not  challenge  it. 

Trji.  Wer't  thou  the  devil,  and  wor  il  it  on  thy 
horn. 

It  fhould  be  challenged. 

Cre.  Well,  well,  'lis  done,  'tis  pail; — And  yet  it 
is  not  ; 
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1  will  not  keep  my  word. 

Dio,  Why  then,  farewell ; 
Thou  never  fhalt  mock  Diomed again. 

Cre.  You  fhall  not  go: — One  cannot  fpeak  a  word^ 
But  it  ftraight  ilarts  you. 

Dio.  1  do  not  like  this  fooling. 

Ther.  Nor  I,  by  Pluto  :  but  that  that  likes  not  you, . 
Pieafes  me  beft. 

Dio,  What,  fhall  I  come  ?  the  hour  ? 

Cre,  Ay,  come:  O  Jove!  

Do,  com.e: — I  fliall  be  plagu'd. 

Dio.  Farewell,  till  then  :  [Exit. 

Cre,  Goodnight.    Ipr'ythee,  come. 
Troilus,  farewell  1  one  eye  yet  looks  on  thee  ; 
But  with  my  heart  the  other  eye  doth  fee.— 
Ah!  poor  our  fex  I  this  fault  in  us  1  fmd. 
The  error  of  our  eye  dire(5ls  our  mind  : 
What  error  leads,  muil  err  ;  O  then  conclude. 
Minds,  fway'd  by  eyes,  are  full  of  turpitude.  [Exito 

Her,  A  proof  of  iirength  (he  could  not  publifh  more^ 
Unlefs  Hie  fay.  My  mind  is  now  turn'd  whore, 

Ulyf,  All's  done,  my  lord. 

Troi,  It  is. 

Ulyf^  Wh.y  Hay  we  then  ? 

Troi,  To  make  a  recordation  to  my  foul 
Of  every  fyllable  that  here  was  fpoke. 
But,  if  I  tell  how  thefe  two  did  co-ad. 
Shall  1  not  lie  in  pubiifhing  a  truth  ? 
Sith  yet  there  is  a  credence  in  my  heart. 
An  efpera.nce  fo  obliinately  ftrong. 
That  doth  invert  the  attell  of  eyes  and  ears  ; 
As  if  thofe  organs  had  deceptious  functions. 
Created  only  to  calumniate. 
VvTas  CrelTid.here  ? 

Ulyf,  I  cannot  conjure,  Trojan.. 

Troi.  She  v/as  not,  fure. 

Uljyf.  Moitfure,  ihe  was. 

Troi.  Why,  my  negation  hath  no  talle  of  madnefs*  . 
Ulyf,  Nor  mine,  my  lord :  Creflid  was  here  but  i>ow, 
2]'oi,  Let  it  not  be  believed  for  womanhood ! 
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Think,  ve  had  mothers  ;  do  not  give  advantage 
To  ftubborn  critics — apt,  without  a  theme. 
For  depravation — to  fquare  the  general  fex 
By  CrefTid's  rule  :  rather  think  this  not  Creflid. 

JJlyf.  What  hath  Ihe  done,  prince,  that  can  foil  our 
mothers  ? 

Troi,  Nothing  at  all,  unlefs  that  this  were  fh-e. 

Ther,  Will  he  fwagger  himself  out  on'sown  eyes?' 
Iroi.  This  Tne?  no,  this  is  Diomed's  Crefiida. 
If  beauty  have  a  foul,  this  is  notfhe  ; 
If  fouls  guide  vows,  if  vows  be  fandimony-, 
.rf  fan6limony  be  the  gods'  delight^ 
If  there  be  rule  in  unity  itfelf. 
This  is  not  fhe.    O  madnefs  of  difcourfe/ 
That  caufe  fets  up  with  and  againft  itfelf! 
Bi-fold  authority  !  v/here  reafon  can  revolt 
Without  perdition,  and  lofs  affume  all  reafon 
Without  revolt ;  this  is,  and  is,  not,  Crefnd  ! 
Within  my  foul  there  doth  commence  a  fight 
Of  this  flrange  nature,  that  a  thing  infeparate 
Divides  far  wider  than  the  ficy  and  earth  ; 
And  yet  the  fpacious  breadth  of  this  divifion 
Admits  no  orifice  for  a  point,  as  fubtle 
As  Arachne's  broken  woof,  to  enter. 
Inftance,  O- inllance  !  ilrong  as  Pluto's  gates  ; 
CrefTid  is  mine,  tied  m  ith  the  bonds  of  heaven  : 
Inflance,  O  inflanee  !  ftrong  as  heaven  itfelf; 
The  bonds  of  heav'n  are ilipp'd,  diilolv'd,  and  loosed; 
And  with  another  knot,  £ve-hnger-tied. 
The  frad'ttions  of  her  faith,  orts  of  her  love. 
The  fragments,  fcraps,  the  bits,  and  greafy  reliques 
Of  her  o'cr-eaten  faith,  are  bound  to  Diomed. 

lJiyj\  May  worthy  Troilus  be  half  attach'd 
With  that  which  here  his  paffion  doth  exprefs  r 

2\ci,  Ay,  Greek  ;  and  that  lliall  be  divulged  well 
In  charadlers  as  red  as  Mars  his  heart 
Inflam'd  with  Venus  :  never  did  young  man  fancy 
With  fo  eternal,  and  fo  fix'd  a  foul. 
Hark,  Greek  : — As  much  as  I  do  Creflid  lovC;, 
So.  much  by  v/eight  hate  I  her  Diomed: 
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That  fleeve  is  mine,  that  he'll  bear  on  his  helm  ; 
Were  it  a  cafque  compos'd  by  Vulcan's  Ikill, 
My  fword  fnould  bite  it :  not  the  dreadful  fpouty 
Which  Ihipmen  do  the  hurricane  call, 
Conilring'd  in  mafs  by  the  almighty  fun, 
Shall  dizzy  with  more  clamour  Neptune's  ear 
In  his  defcent,  than  fhall  my  prompted  fword 
Falling  on  Diomed. 

7'her,  He'll  tickle  it  for  his  concupy. 

Trot.  O  Creffid  !  O  falfe  Creffid  !  falfe,  falfe,  falfe  t 
Let  all  untruths  ftand  by  thy  fcained  name. 
And  they'll  feem  glorious. 

UlyJ\  O,  contain  yourfelf ; 
Your  pajlion  draws  ears  hither. 

Enter  jEneas, 

^.ne,  I  have  been  feeking  you  this  hour,  my  lord 
Hedlor,  by  this,  is  arming  him  in  Troy  ; 
Ajax,  your  guard,  ftays  to  conduct  you  home. 

Iroi,  Have  with  you,  prince: — My  courteous  lord^ 

adieu :  

Farewell,  revolted  fair  ! — and,  Diomed, 
Stand  fall,  and  wear  a  caftle  on  thy  head  ! 

Vlyf,  I'll  bring  you  to  the  gates. 

Troi.  Accept  diilra6led  thanks. 

\_Exeunt  Troilusy  u^fieas,  andUlyJJcs^ 

Iher.  'Would,  I  could  meet  that  rogue  Diomed.  I 
would  croak  like  a  raven ;  I  would  bode,  I  would 
bode.  Patroclus  will  give  me  any  thing  for  the  intel- 
ligence of  this  whore:  the  parrot  will  not  do  more  for 
an  almond  than  he  for  a  comm^odious  drab.  Lechery, 
lechery  ;  ftill  wars  and  lechery :  nothing  elfe  holds^ 
faihion  :  A  burning  devil  take  them  !  [£Vv//, 

SCENE  in. 

The  palace  of  Troy, 
Enter  Helior,  and  Ajidromache, 

And.  When  was  my  lord  fo  much  ungently  temper'd^.. 
To  ftop  his  ears  againli  admonilhment  ? 
Unarm,  unarm,  and  do  not  fight  to-day. 

He3.  You  train  me  to  offend  you ;  get  you  in  *. , 
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By  all  the  everlafting  gods,  I  go. 

And,  My  dreams  will,  fure,  prove  ominous  to  day. 

IleJl,  No  more,  I  fay. 

Enter  Caffandra, 

Caf.  Where  is  my  brother  HeiTtor  ? 

And,  Here  HHer  ;  arm'd,  and  bloody  in  intent  : 
Confort  with  me  in  loud  and  dear  petition, 
Parfue  we  him  on  knees  \  for  I  have  dreamt 
Of  bloody  turbulence,  and  this  whole  night 
Hath  nothing  been  but  lhapesand  forms  of  flaughter. 

Caf,  O,  it  is  true. 

lleci.  Ho!  bid  my  trumpet  found  ! 

Caf,  No  notes  of  fall y,  for  the  heavens,  fweet  bro- 
ther. 

HkL  Begone,  I  fay :  the  gads  have  heard  me  fwear. 

Caf  The  gods  are  deaf  to  hot  and  peevidi  vows ; 
They  are  polluted  oiferings,  more  abhorr'd 
Than  fpotted  livers  in  the  facrihce. 

And.  O  !  be  perfuaded  :  Do  not  count  it  holy 
To  hurt  by  being  ju/l  :  it  is  as  lawful 
For  us  to  count  we  give  what's  gain'd  by  thefts. 
And  rob  in  the  behalf  of  charity. 

Caf  It  is  the  purpofe,  that  makes  ftrong  the  vow  a 
But  vows  to  every  purpofe  mull  not  hold  : 
Unarm,  fweet  Hedlor. 

HeH,  Hold  you  ftill,  I  fay  ; 
Mine  honour  keeps  the  weather  of  my  fate  : 
Life  every  man  holds  dear ;  but  the  dear  man 
Holds  honour  far  more  precious-dear  than  lite. — 
Enter  Iroilus, 

How  now,  young  man  ?  mean'ft  thou  to  fight  to-day  > 
And,  CalTandra,  call  my  father  to  perfuade. 

\^Exit  Cajfandra, 

Ilea,  No,  'faith,  young  Troilus  ;  doff  thy  harnefs^ 
youth  ; 

lam  to-day  i'  the  vein  of  chivalry  : 

Let  grow  thy  fmews  till  their  knots  be  ftrong. 

And  tempt  not  yet  the  brufnes  of  the  war. 

Unarm  thee,  go  ;  and  doubt  thou  not,  brave  boy^ 

rll  iland,  to-day,  for  thee,  and  me,,  and  Troy. 
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Troi,  Brother,  you  have  a  vice  of  mercy  in  you. 
Which  better  fits  a  lion,  than  a  man. 

HsCU  What  vice  is  that,  good  Troilus  ?  chide  me 
for  it. 

Troi,  When  many  times  the  captive  Grecians  fall. 
Even  in  the  fan  and  wind  of  your  fair  fword. 
You  bid  them  rife,  and  live. 

HeSt.  O,  'tis  fair  play. 

Troi,  Fool's  play,  by  heaven,  Hedlor.. 

He^i,  I  low  now  ?  how  now  ? 

Trci,  For  the  love  of  all  the  gods. 
Let's  leave  the  hermit  pity  with  our  mother  ; 
And  when  we  have  our  armours , buckled  on. 
The  venom'd  vengeance  ride  upon  our  fwords ; 
Spur  them  to  ruthful  v/ork,  rein  them  from  ruth. 

Mea,  Fie,  favage,  fie  ! 
Troi,  He6lor,  then 'tis  wars. 

He^,  Troilus,  I  would  not  have  you  fight  to-day. 

Troi.  Who  fhould  withhold  me  ? 
Not  fate,  obedience,  nor  the  hand  of  Mars 
Beckoning  with  fiery  truncheon  my  retire  ; 
NotPriamus  and  Hecuba  on  knees. 
Their  eyes  o'er-galled  w  ith  recourfeof  tears  ; 
Nor  you,  my  brother,  with  your  true  fword  drawn^ 
Oppos'dto  hinder  me,  fhould  flop  my  way. 
But  by  my  ruin. 

Re-enter  C aJjandrUy  ^vitb  Priam. 

Caf.  Lay  hold  upon  him,  Priam,  hold  him  fail : 
He  is  thy  crutch ;  now  if  thou  lofe  thy  Hay, 
Thou  on  him  leaning,  and  all  Troy  on  thee, 
F*ill  all  together. 

Priam,  Come,  Iledor,  corrue,  go  brcfe : 
Thy  wife  hath  dreamt;  thy  mother  hath  had  vifions ; 
Cafiandra  doth  forefee;  and  I  myfelf 
Am  like  a  prophet  fuddenly  enrapt. 
To  tell  thee— that  this  day  is  ominous  ; 
Therefore,  comeback. 

He^,  ^nca^  is  a-field  ; 
And  I  do  ftaisd  engag'd  to  many  Greeks, 
Even  in  the  face  of  valour,  to  appear 
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This  morning  to  them. 

Priam,  But  thou  fnalt  not  go. 

He/^.  I  muit  not  break  my  faith. 
You  know  me  dutiful  i  therefore,  dear  fir. 
Let  me  not  fhame  refped  ;  but  give  me  leave 
To  take  that  courfe  by  your  conf -nt  and  voice. 
Which  you  do  here  forbid  me,  royal  Priam. 

Caf.  O  Priam,  yield  not  to  him. 

Afid.  Do  not,  dear  father. 

He(tl.  Andromache,  I  am  offended  with  you: 
Upon  the  love  you  bear  me,  get  you  in. 

[Exit  Andromache* 

Trot,  This  foolifh,  dreaming,  fuperftitious  girl 
Makes  all  thefe  bodements. 

Caf.  O  farevv  el,  dear  Hedor  ! 
Look,  how  thou  dy 'fl !  look,  how  thy  eye  turns  pale! 
Look,  how  thy  wounds  do  bleed  at  many  vents  : 
Hark,  how  Troy  roars !  how  Hecuba  cries  out  ! 
How  poor  Andromache  flirills  her  dolours  forth  ! 
Behold,  diRra£lion,  frenzy,  and  amazement. 
Like  V.  itlefs  antics,  one  another  meet. 
And  all  cry— Hedor !  Heftor's  dead  !  O  Hedlor  ! 

Troi,  Away  1 — Away  !  

Caf,  Farewel.  Yet  foft : — Heclor,  I  take  my  leave : 
Thou  doll  thyfelf  and  all  our  Troy  deceive.  [^Exit, 

Heel,  You  are  amaz*d,  my  liege,  at  her  exclaim : 
Go  in,  and  cheer  the  town:  we'll  forth,  and  fight. 
Do  deeds  worth  praifc,  and  tell  you  them  at  night. 

Priatn,  Farewel :  The  gods  with  fafety  ftand  about 
thee  !  \^Exit  Priam.  Alarums. 

Troi.  They  are  at  it;  hark!  Proud  Diomed,  believe, 
I  come  to  lofe  my  arm,  or  win  my  Heeve. 

Enter  P andarus , 

Pan,  Do  you  hear,  my  lord  Pd©  you  hear? 

Troi,  What  now  ? 

Pan,  Here's  a  letter  come  from  yon'  poor  girl. 
Troi,  Let  me  read. 

Pan.  A  whorefonphthific,  a  whorefon  rafcally  phthi- 
fic  fo  troubles  me,  and  the  fooliih  fortune  of  this  girl ; 
and  what  one  thing,  what  another,  tliat  1  fhall  leave 
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you  one  0'  thefe  days :  And  I  have  a  rheum  in  mine 
eyes  too ;  and  fuch  an  ach  in  my  bones,  that,  unlefs  a 
man  were  curfl,  I  cannot  tell  what  to  think  on't. — 
What  fays  fhe  there  ? 

Troi,  Words,  words,  mere  words,  no  matter,  from 
the  heart [  Tearing  the  letter. 

The  eiFedl  doth  operate  another  way.  . 

Go,  wind  to  wind,  there  turn  and  change  together." 
My  love  with  words  and  errors  flill  fhe  feeds  ; 
But  ediiies  another  with  her  deeds. 

Pan,  Why,  but  hear  you  

Troi,  Hence,  broker  lacquey  ! — Ignomyand  fliame 
Purfue  thy  life,  and  live  aye  with  thy  name  !  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  IV. 
Betijjeen  Troy  and  the  Camp, 
\_Alarum.'\    Enter  Therjltes, 

Ther,  Now  they  are  clapper-clawing  one  another ; 
I'll  go  look  on.  That  diffenibling  abominable  varlet, 
Dioij|ed,  has  got  that  fame  fcurvy  doting  foolifh 
young  knave's  fleeve  of  Troy,  there,  in  his  helm  :  I 
would  fain  fee  them  meet ;  that  that  fame  }  oung  Tro-. 
jan  afs,  that  loves  the  whore  there,  might  f:md  that 
Greekiih  whore-mafterly  villain,  with  the  fleeve,  back 
to  the  diffembling  luxurious  drab,  of  a  fleevelefs  er- 
rand. O'  the  other  fide,  the  policy  of  thofe  crafty 
fwearing  rafcals,— that  Hale  old  moufe-eaten  dry  cheefe, 
Neftor;  and  that  fame  dog-fox,  Ulyfres,— is  not 
proved  worth  a  black-berry  : — They  fet  me  up  in  po- 
licy, that  mungril  car,  Ajax,  againll  that  dog  of  as 
bad  a  kind,  Achilles ;  and  now  is  the  cur  Ajax  prouder 
than  the  cur  Achilles;  and  will  not  arm  to  day; 
whereupon  the  Grecians  begin  to  proclaim  barbarifm; 
and  policy  gro  ws  into  an  ill  opinion.  Soft  !  here  comes 
fleeve,  and  t'  other. 

Enter  Diomed,  andTroilus, 

Troi,  Fly  not ;  for,  Ihouldft  thou  take  the  river  Styx, 
I  would  fwim  after. 

Dio,  Thou  doll  mif-call  retire  : 
1  do  not  fly  ;  but  advantageous  care 

Vol.  VIK  W 
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Withdrew  me  from  the  odds  of  multitude  : 

Have  at  thee  !  [  They  go  cff fighting. 

Ther,  Hold  thy  whore,  Grecian  ! — now  for  thy 
tvhore,  Trojan  ! — now  the  fieeve,  now^  the  fleeve  ! 
Enter  Hector. 

Hc5l.  What  art  thou,  Greek  ?  art  thou  for  Hedor's 
match  ? 

Art  thou  of  blood,  and  honour  ? 

Ther.  No,  no; — lam  a  rafcal;  a  fcurvy  railing 
knave;  a  very  filthy  rogue. 

Hed.  I  do  believe  thee  ; — live.  \_Exit. 

Ther.  God-a-mercy,  that  thou  wilt  believe  me  ; 
but  a  plague  break  thy  neck,  for  frighting  me  ! 
What's  become  of  the  v.  enching  rogues  ?  1  think,  they 
have  fvvallow'd  one  another  :  I  would  laugh  at  that 
miracle.  Yet,  in  a  fort,  lechery  eats  itfelf.  I'll  feek 
them.  \_Exit. 

SCENE  V. 
The  Sa?7ie.      Enter  Dioined^  aitd  a  Sernjant, 

Die,  Go,  go,  my  fervant,  take  thou  Troilus' horfe; 
Prefcnt  the  fair  iieed  to  my  lady  CreiTid  : 
Fellow,  commend  my  fervice  to  her  beauty; 
Tell  her,  I  have  chailis'd  the  amorous  Trojan 
And  am  her  knight  by  proof. 

Scrv.  I  go,  my  lord. 

Enter  Agamemnon, 

Aga.  Renev/,  renew !  The  fierce  Polydamus 
Hath  beat  down  Menon  :  baftard  Margarelon 
Hath  Doreus  prifoner ; 
And  fcands  coioiTus-wife,  waving  his  beam.. 
Upon  the  pafhed  ccrfes  of  the  kings 
Eplflrophus  and  Cedius  :  Prolixenes  is  llain  i 
Amphimachus,  and  Thoas,  deadly  hurt: 
Patroclus  ta'en,  or  ilain  ;  and  Palamedes 
Sore  hurt  and  bruis'd  :  the  dreadful  Sagittary 
Appals  our  numbers;  hafie  vve,  Diomed, 
To  reinforcement,  or  we  periih  all. 

Enter  Nf/Jor, 

Kefi.  Go,  bear  Patroclus'  body  to  Achilles; 
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And  bid  the  fnail-pac'd  Ajax  arm  for  fhame.  

There     a  thoufand  Hcdlors  in  the  field  : 
Now  here  he  fights  on  Galathe  his  horie. 
And  there  lacks  work;  anon,  he's  there  afoot. 
And  there  they  fly,  or  die,  like  fcaled  fculls 
Before  the  belching  whale ;  then  is  he  yoiidQiy 
And  there  the  ftrawy  Greeks,  ripe  for  his  edge 
Fall  down  before  him,  like  the  mower's  fsvath  : 
Here,  there,  and  every  where,  he  leaves  and  takes; 
Dexterity  fo  obeying  appetite. 
That  what  he  will,  he  does;  and  does  fo  much,. 
That  proof  is  caird  impoffibility, 
Efiter  Ulyjj'es, 

Ulyf.  O  courage,  courage,  princes!  great"  Achilles 
Is  arming,  weeping,  curfmg,  vowing  vengeance : 
Patroclus'  wounds  have  rouz'd  his  drowfy  blood. 
Together  with  his  mangled  Myrmidons, 
That  nofelefs,  handlefs,  hack'd  and  chip'd,  come  to 
him. 

Crying  on  Hedor.    Ajax  hath  lofl  a  friend. 
And  foams  at  mouth,  and  he  is  arm'd,  and  at  it. 
Roaring  for  Troilus ;  who  hath  done  to-day 
Mad  and  fantallic  execution ; 
Engaging  and  redeeming  of  himfelf. 
With  fucha  carelefs  force,  and  forcelefs  care. 
As  if  that  luck,  in  very  fpite  of  cunning. 
Bade  him  v/in  all. 

E 72 1 67'  Ajax. 

Ajax,  Troilus !  thou  Coward  Troilus  !  [Exit. 
Dio,  Ay,  there,  there,  there. 

Ne/}.  So,  fo,  we  draw  together.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Achilles, 
AchiL  Where  is  this  Hedor? 
Come,  come,  thou  boy-queller,  fhew^  thy  face ; 
Know  what  it  is  to  meet  Achilles  angry. 
Hedor  !  where's  Hedor  ?  I  will  none  but  Heftor. 

[  Exeunt, 

SCENE  VI. 
Another  Part  of  the  Field,      Re-enter  Ajax, 
Ajax.  Troilus,  thou  coward  Troilus,  Ihew  thy  head! 
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Enter  Diomed, 
Dio,  Troilus,  I  fay  !  where's  Troilus  > 
Jjax,  What  wouldfl  thoa? 
Dw,  I  would  correft  him. 

^'^x.  Were  I  the  general,  thou  {houlft  have  my  office* 
Ere  that  corredlion : — Troilus,  I  fay  !  what,  Troilust 
EnterTroilus, 
Troilus,  O  traitor  Diomed  ! — turn  thy  falfe  face  thou 
traitor. 

And  pay  ihy  life  thou  ow'ic  me  for  my  horfe  ! 
Dio.  Ha  !  art  thou  there  ! 

Jjax,  I'll  fight  with  him  alone  ;  Rand  Diomed. 
Dio.  He  is  my  prize  ;  I  will  not  look  upon. 
Tr&i*  Come  both,  you  cogging  Greeks;  have  at 
you  both.  S^Exeunt  fighting. 

Enter  Hector, 

IML  Yea,  Troilus  ?  O,  well  fought,  my  youngefl 
brother  I 

E?7ier  Achilles, 
AchiL  Naw,  do  I  fee  thee;  Ha  !~Have  at  thee 
Hedor.  ^  ^Eight, 

Heci.  Paufe,  if  thou  wilt. 

AchiL  I  do  difdain  thy  courtefy,  proud  Trojan. 
Be  happy,  that  my  arms  are  out  of  ufe  : 
My  reii  and  negligence  befriend  thee  now^ 
But  thou  anon  lhalt  hear  of  me  again ; 
Till  when,  go  feek  thy  fortune. 

Hed,  Fare  thee  well  :— 
I  would  have  been  much  more  a  frelher  man. 
Had  I  expedled  thee. — How  now,  my  brother,^ 
Re-enter  Troilus, 
Ti'ci.  Ajax  hath  ta'en  .^neas ;  Shall  it  be? 
No,  by  the  flarne  of  yonder  glorious  heaven. 
He  fliall  not  carry  him  ;  Til  be  taken  too. 
Or  bring  him  off: — Fate,  hear  me  what  I  fay  ! 
i  reck  not  though  I  end  my  life  to-day.  \^Exit, 
Enter  07ie  in  Armour, 
Heft.  Stand,  ftand,  thou  Greek  ;  thou  art  a  goodly 
mark  : — 

No  ?  v»  ilt  thou  not  ? — I  like  thy  armour  welli 
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I'll  frulh  it,  and  ui  I  )ck  the  rivets  all. 

But  rube  mafter  of  it :— Wilt  thou  not,  beaft,  abide  ? 

Why  then,  fly  on.  111  hunt  thee  for  thy  hide.  \Exit. 

SCENE  VII. 
The  Same. 
Enter  Achilles y  njjith  Myr?nzdons, 

Achil.  Come  here  about  me,  you  my  Myrmidons  ; 
Mark  what  I  fay, — Attend  me  where  I  wheel  : 
Strike  not  a  flroke,  but  keep  yonrfelves  in  breath  ; 
And  when  I  have  the  bloody  He£tor  found 
Empale  himv/ith  your  weapons  round  about ; 
In  fellell  manner  execute  your  arms. 
Follow  me,  firs,  and  my  proceedings  eye  : — 
It  is  decreed — Hedor  the  great  mufi:  die.  [Exeunt. 

S   C   E   N   E  viir. 

The  Sa?ne. 
Enter  Therjttes,  Menelaus,  and  Paris. 
Thcr.  The  cuckold,  and  the  cuckold-maker  are  at 
it:    Now,  bull!  now,  dog!  'Loo,  Paris, 'loo !  now 
my  double-hen'd  fparrow !,  'loo,  Paris,  loo!  The 
bull  has  the  game  :---'vvare  horns,  ho  ! 

\^Tixeunt  Paris,  and  MenelauSi 
Efiter  Margarelon. 
Mar.  Turn,  Have,  and  fight. 
Ther.  What  art  tliou  ? 
Mar,  A.  bailard  fon  of  Priam's. 
y/fjer.  I  am  a  baftard  too  ;  I  love  baflards :  I  am  a: 
baftard  be^ot,  ballard  inlbu-fled,   baflard  in  mind, 
bartard  in  valotir,  in  every  thing  illegitimate.  One 
bear  will  not  bite  another,  and  wnerefore  fliould  one 
baflard  ?    Take  heed,  the  quarrel's  moll  ominous  to 
us  :  if  the  fon  of  a  whore  f.ght  for  a  ^^hore,  he  tempts* 
judgment:  Farewei,  balrard. 

Mar.  The  devil  take  thee,  coward.  [Exeunt^ 

SCENE  IX. 
Another  Part  of  the  Field.      Enter  Eledor. 
Hect.  Moft  patriiied  core,  fo  f^^ir  withcivt, 
W  z  ' 
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Thy  gcodly  armour  thus  hath  coft  thy  lih^. 
Novv-  is  my  day's  work  done  ;  Til  take  good  breath  : 
Reft^  Avord;  thou  halt  thy  rill  of  blood  and  death  ! 
Enter  Achilles ^  and  his  ryIyrmido?7s, 

AchiL  Look,  Hedlor,  how  the  fun  begins  to  fet  j. 
liow  ugly  night  comes  breathing  at  his  heels ; 
Even  with  the  vail  and  darkening  of  the  fun. 
To  clofe  the  day  up,  Ke(pLor's  life  is  done. 

Ilect.  I  am  unarm'd ;  forgo  this  'vantage,  Greek. 

AchiL  Strike,  fellows,  iirike;  this  is  the  man  I 
feek.  [Hector  falls. 

So,  Ilion,  fall  thou  next  1  now  Troy,  fmkciown; 
Here  lies  thy  heart,  thy  fmews,  and  thy  bone. — 
On,  myrmidons ;  and  cry  you  all  amain, 
^  Achilles  hath  the  mighty  He6lor  .(lain,* 
Hark  !  a  retreat  upon  our  Grecian  part. 

Myr.  The  Trojan  trumpets  found  the  like,  my  lord. 

AchiL  The  dragon  v/ing  of  night  o'erfpreads  the 
earth. 

And  ftickler-like,  the  armies  feparate. 

Aiy  half-fupt  fword,  that  frankly  would  have  fed, 

Phas'd  with  this  dainty  bit,  thus  goes  to  bed, 

Co:ne,  tie  his  body  to  my  horfe's  tail ; 

Along  the  field  I  will  the  l.rojan  trail.  [Exeunt. 

[Sound  retreat.  Shout. 

SCENE  X. 
The  Same. 

brJer  Aga'Kemitony  Ajax,  Alenelaus,  Nejlcr,  DiomedeSj. 
and  the  refty  marching. 
Aga.  Hark !  hark  !  what  fhout  is  t^at  ? 
Neft.  Peace,  drum.s. 

.9^/.  Achilles!  Achilles':  Heaor's  fiain  !  Achilles! 

Dio.  The  bruit  is,  Hedor's  llaiu,  and  by  Achilles. 

Ajaxi  If  it  be  fo,  yet  braglefs  let  it  be  ; 
Gieat  Hedor  was  as  good  a  man  as  he. 

Iga.  March  patiently  along  : — Let  one  be  fent. 

To  pray  Achilles  fee  us  at  our  tent.  

]f  in  his  death  the  gcis  have  us  befriended, 
Great  Troy  is  ours,  and  our  iliarp  wars  are  ended. 

[  EicevMt- 
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SCENE       XL  • 

Another  Part  of .  the  Field,    Enter  JEneas^  a-nd  Trojans. 

Mne.  Stand,  hoi  yet  are  we  mailers  of  the  field : 
Never  go  homes  here  Rarve  we  out  the  night. 

Enter  Troilus, 

Troi.  He6lor  is  ilain. 

JlL  Hedor  ?  the  gods  forbid  ! 

Troi.  He's  dead  ;  and  at  the  murderer's  horfe's  tail^. 
In  beafcly  fort,  dragg'd  through  the  fhameful  field. 
Frown  on,  you  heavens,  eftedt  your  rage  v.  ith  fpeed! 
Sit,  gods,  upon  your  thrones,  and  fmiie  at  Troy  1 
1  fay,  at  once  !  let  your  brief  plagues  be  mercy > 
And  linger  not  our  fure  deftruclions  on  ! 

JBne,  My  lord,  ycu  do  difcomfort  ail  the  hofl. 

Troi,  You  underhand  me  not,  that  tell  me  fo  : 
I  do  not  fpeak  of  flight,  of  fear,  of  death  ; 
But  dare  all  imminence,  that  gods,  and  men. 
Addrefs  their  dangers  in.    Hedor  is  gone  ! 
Who  fhall  tell  Priam  fo,  or  Hecuba  ? 
Let  him,  that  w  ill  a  fcreech-owl  aye  be  call'd, 
Go  in  to  Troy,  and  fay  there — He'flor\s  dead  ! 
There  is  a  word  will  Priam  turn  to  ft  one  ; 
Make  wells  and  Niobes  of  the  maids  and  wives  ; 
Cold  ftatues  of  the  youth  ;  and,  in  a  word. 
Scare  Troy  out  of  itfelf.    But,  march,  away  : 
HeQor  is  dead  ;  there  is  no  more  to  fay. 
Stay  yet; — You  vile  abominable  tents 
Thus  proudly  pight  upon  our  Phrygian  plains. 
Let  Titan  rile  as  early  as  he  dare, 
ril  through  and  thrcu2;h  you  1 — And  thou^  great  fized- 
covi^ardl^! 

No  fpace  of  earth  fhall  funder  our  two  hates  ; 
I'll  haunt  thee,  like  a  wicked  conf:ience  flill. 
That  mouldeth  goblins  fwift  as  frenzy  thoughts. 
Strike  a  free  march  to  Troy  1 — with  comfort  go  i 
Flope  of  revenge  fhall  hide  our  inward  v/oe. 

[_Exeu?2t  JEneas, 
Enter  Pandarus, 
Pan.  Do  you  hear,  my  lord  ?  do  you  hear? 
Troi.  Kence^  broker  lacquey  !  ignorny  and  fhame 
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Purfue  thy  life,  and  live  aye  with  thy  name  ! 

[Exit  Troilus, 
Fan.  A  goodly  med'cine  for  my  aching  bones ! 
Oh  world  I  world  !  world!  thus  is  the  poor  agent 
defpis'd  I 

O  traitors  and  bawds,  how  earneflly  are  you  fet  a' 
work,  and  how  ill  requited  !  Why  fhould  our  endea- 
vour be  fo  lov'd,  and  the  performance  fo  loath'd  ? 
what  verfe  for  it?  what  inftance  for  it? — Let  me 

Full  merrily  the  humble  bee  dotii  fmg. 
Till  he  hath  loft  his  honey,  and  his  lling  : 
But  being  once  fubdu'd  in  armed  tail, 
Su'^et  hdney  and  fweet  notes  together  fail. — 
Good  traders  in  the  flelli,  fet  this  in  your  painted  cloths. 

As  many  as  be  here  of  Pandar's  hall. 
Your  eyes,  half  CJt,  w^eep  out  at  Pander's  fail  : 
Or,  if  you  cannot  w^ep,  yet  give  forae  groans, 
Th  )ugh  not  for  me,  yet  for  your  aching  bones, 
lirethren,  and  fifters,  of  the  hold-door  trade. 
Some  two  months  hence  my  will  fhall  here  be  made  i 
It  fhould  be  now,  but  that  my  fear  is  this — 
Some  galled  goofe  of  Winche'ler  would  hifs : 
Till  then,  I'll  fweat,  and  feek  about  for  eafes  ; 
And^  at  that  time,  bequeath  you  my  difeafes.  {Exit.- 

N  O  T  H . 

This  play  is  more  ca:re(5lly  wiit'.en  than  moil  of  Shakefpcare's 
comporitions,  but  it  is  iK/t  one  of  tloTe  in  which  either  the  extent  of 
his  views  or  ekvatioii  of  his-  fancy  is  Lilly  difplayed.  As  the  ltory 
abounded  with  materials,  he  has  exited  littlej^ventioa;  but  he  has 
dive;nfied  his  charavfiers  with  great  variety,  anaprcrcr%ed  them  with 
great  cxa6tnefs.  His  vicious  char^ft^Ts  fometirncs  difgull,  but  can- 
i.ot  corrupt,  for  both  Crclnda  and  Pandarus  aje.dcteitcd  and  con-^ 
tcmned.  The  comick  characters  feem  to  have  been  the  favourites  of 
the  writer ;  they  are  of  the  Uip^iTicial  kind,  and  exhibit  mor-e  of 
manners  than  nature;  but  they  arc  copiou/ly  filled,  and  powerfully 
imp.effcd. 

Shakefpeare  has  in  his  ftory  followed  for  the  ^'eater  part  the  old  bock 
of  Caxton,  M'hich  was  then  very  popular  ;  but  the  character  of  Ther- 
fites,  of  which  it  makes  no  mention,  is  a  proof  that  this  p!ay  wn3 
v  rittcn  after  Chap:nan  hr.d  publilhed  his  veiflon  of  Homer. 

J  oh  nf 01  I: 


CYMBELINE. 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Cymhelinei  King  of  Britain. 
Clcten,  Son  to  the  Queen  by  a  former  hufband. 
Leonatus  PoJIhumus,  a  Gen  tkman  married  tothePrincefs. 
Bclariusy  a  baniflied  liOrd,  difguifed  under  the  name 
of  Morgan. 

Guicferius,    7  difguifed  under  the  Nanies  ofPolydore  and 


Fhilario,  an  Italian,  Friend  to  Pollhumus. 
lachzmo.  Friend  to  Philario. 

Cains  Lucius^  Amba(rador  from  Rome, 
Pifanio,  Serv.int  to  Pouhumus. 
A  French  Gentleman. 
Ccrneliusy  a  Phyfician. 
Two  Gentlemen. 

Queen,  Wife  to  Cymbeline. 

Imogen,  Daughter  to  Cymbeline  by  a  former  Queen. 
Helen.  Woman  to  I  mop- en. 

Lords,  Ladies,  Roman  Senators,  a  Tribune,  Appa- 
ritions,  a  Soothfayer,  Captains,  Soldiers,  MeiTengers; 
and  other  Attendants^ 

scEN]^,  fometimes  in  Britain.;  fam-eiiraes  in  Italy. 


C  Y  M  B  E  L  I  N  E. 


A  C  T    I,       SCENE  L 

Cymbeline^ s  Palace  in  Britain, 
Enter  tnjjo  genilejnen, 

G^;^/.  ""\7"  O U  do  not  meet  a  man,  but  frowns:  cur 
X  bloods 
No  more  obey  thxC  heavens,  than  our  courtiers' 
Still  Teem,  as  does  the  king's. 

2  Gent,  But  what's  the  matter  ? 

1  Gent,  His  daughter  and  the  heir  of  his  kingdom, 

whom 

He  purpos'd  to  his  wife's  fole  fon,  (a  v/idow. 

That  late  he  married)  hath  rcferr'd  herfelf  . 

Unto  a  poor,  but  worthy  gentleman:  She's  wedded  ; 

Her  hufband  banifii'd  ;  fne  imprifon'd  :  all 

Is  outward  forrow  ;  though,  I  think,  the  king 

Ee  touch'd  at  very  heart. 

2  Gent,  None  but  the  king  ? 

1  Gent,  He,  that  hath  loll  her,  too  :  fo  is  the  queen. 
That  moll  defir'dthe  match  :  But  not  a  courtier. 
Although  they  v  ear  their  faces  to  the  bent 

Of  the  king's  looks,  hath  a  heart  that  is  not 
Glad  at  the  thing  they  fcowl  at, 

2  Gent,  And  why  fo  ? 

I  Gent,  He  that  hath  mifs'd  the  princefs  is  a  thing 
Too  bad  for  bad  report :  and  he  that  hath  her, 
I  mean  that  marry 'd  her, — alack,  good  man  ! — 
And  therefore  banilli'd)  is  a  creature  fuch. 
As,  to  feek  through  the  regions  of  the  earth 
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For  one  his  like,  there  would  be  fomcthing  failing 
In  him  that  fhould  compare.    I  do  not  think. 
So  fair  an  outward,  and  fuch  ftufr'  within. 
Endows  a  man  but  he. 

2  Gent,  You  fpeak  him  far. 

1  Gent.  I  do  extend  him.,  fir,  within  him.felf ; 
Crufh  him  together,  rather  than  unfold 

His  meafure  duly. 

2  Gent,  What's  his  name,  and  birth  ? 

1  Gent,  I  cannot  delve  him  to  the  root:  His  father 
Was  call'd  Sicilius,  who  did  join  his  honour, 
Againlt  the  Romans,  with  Caliibelan  ; 

But  had  his  titles  by  Tenantius,  whom. 

He  ferv'd  with  glory  and  admir'd  fuccefs  ; 

So  gain'd  the  fur-addition,  Leonatus : 

And  had,  befides  this  gentleman  in  quellion. 

Two  other  fons ;  who,  in  the  Avars  o'  the  time, 

Dy'd  ^vith  their  fwords  in  hand:  for  which,  their  father 

(Then  old  and  fond  of  iffue)  took  fuch  forrow. 

That  he  quit  being  ;  and  his  gentle  lady. 

Big  of  this  gentleman,  our  theme,  deceas'd 

As  he  was  born.    The  king,  he  takes  the  babe 

To  his  protediion  ;  calls  him  Pofthumus ; 

Breeds  him,  and  makes  him  of  his  bed-chamber  ; 

Puts  to  him  all  the  learning  that  his  time 

Could  make  him  the  receiver  of;  v.  hich  he  took. 

As  Ave  do  air,  faft  as  'twas  minifcer'd  ;  and 

In  his  fpring  became  a  harveil :    Liv'd  in  court, 

(Which  rare  it  is  to  do)  moll  pr;iis*d,  moll  lov'd  : 

A  fample  to  the  youngell ;  to  the  more  mature, 

A  glafs  that  featured  them ;  and  to  the  graver, 

A  child  that  guided  dotards  :  to  his  nnllrefs. 

For  whom  he  now  is  banifli'd, — lier  own  price 

Proclaim.s  how  fhe  efleem'd  him  and  his  virtue ; 

By  her  eledion  may  be  truly  read. 

What  kind  of  man  he  is. 

2  Gc?:t,  I  honour  him 

Even  out  of  your  report.    But,  pray  you,  tell  me. 
Is  flie  folc  child  to  tlie  king? 
I  Gejii,  His  only  child. 
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He  had  two  Tons,  (if  this  be  worth  your  hearing, 
Mark  it)  the  eldeft  of  them  at  three  years  old, 
I'  the  fwathing  clothes  the  other,  from  their  nurfery 
Were  ftolen  ;  and  to  this  hour,  no  guefs  in  knowledge 
Which  way  they  went. 

2  Gent,  Ho/V  long  is  this  ago? 

1  Gent,  Some  twenty  years. 

2  Gent.  That  a  king's  children  fhould  be  fo  convey 'd! 
So  Hackly  guarded !  And  the  fearch  fo  flow. 

That  could  not  trace  them  ! 

1  Gent,  Howfoe'er  'tis  llrang^e. 

Or  that  the  negligence  may  well  be  laugh'd  at. 
Yet  is  it  true,  fir. 

2  Gent,  I  do  well  believe  you. 

I  Gent,  We  mull:  forbear :  here  comes  the  gentleman. 
The  queen,  and  princefs.  \Exeu7it, 

SCENE  II. 
Enter  the  Qjie  en  ^  Fofihumus,  hnogeny  and  Attendants  * 

Oiieen,  No,  be  alTar'd,  you  fhall  not  find  me  daughter. 
After  the  flander  of  moft  ftep-mothers, 
Evil-ey'd  unto  you  :  you  are  my  prifoner,  but 
Your  gaoler  fhall  deliver  you  the  keys 
That  lock  up  your  reftraint.    For  you,  Poflhumus, 
So  foon  as  1  can  win  the  offended  king, 
I  will  be  known  your  advocate  :  marry,  yet 
The  fire  of  rage  is  in  him;  and  'twere  good. 
You  Ican'd  unto  his  fentence,  with' what  patience 
Your  wifdom  may  inform  you» 

Poft,  Pleafe  your  highnefs, 
I  will  from  hence  to-day, 

^een.  You  know  the  peril:— 
I'll  fetch  a  turn  about  the  garden,  pitying 
The  pangs  of  barr'd  afFe6lions ;  though  the  king 
Hath  charg'd  you  Ihould  not  fpeak  together.  S^Exit. 

Imo.  O  dilTembling  courtefyl  Hov/ fine  this  tyrant 
Can  tickle  where  ihe  wounds ! — My  dearell  huiband, 
I  fomething  fear  my  father's  wrath ;  but  nothing, 
(Always  referv'd  my  holy  duty)  what 
His  rage  can  do  on  me  :    You  mult  be  gone  5 

Vol.  vn.  X 


CYMBELINE.. 


ML 


And  I  iliall  here  abide  the  hourly  ftiot 
Of  angry  eyes ;  not  comforted  to  live. 
But  that  there  is  this  jewel  in  the  world. 
That  1  may  fee  again. 

Pofi,  My  queen  !  my  miflrefs! 
O,  lady,  \veep  no  morcj  left  1  give  caufe 
To  be  fafpeded  of  more  tendernefs 
Than  doth  become  a  man  !  1  will  remain 
The  loyal'ft  huihand  that  did  e'er  plight  troth. 
My  refidence  in  Rome,  at  one  Philario's ; 
Who  to  my  father  was  a  friend,  to  me 
Known  but  by  letter  :  thither  write,  my  queen. 
And  V  ith  mine  eyes  I'll  drink  the  words  you  fend, 
Though  ink  be  made  of  gall. 

Re-enter  O^ueen* 

^een.  Be  brief,  I  pray  you  : 
If  the  king  come,  1  ih.dl  incur  I  know  not 
How  much  of  his  difpleafure  : — Yet,  I'll  move  him. 

\_Afidu 

To  walk  this  way  :  I  never  do  him  wrong. 
But  he  does  bay  my  injuries,  to  be  friends ; 
Pays  dear  for  my  offences. 

Pcjl,  Should  we  be  taking  leave 
As  long  a  term  as  yet  we  have  to  live. 
The  Icthnefs  to  depart  would  grow  :  Adieu  ! 

Imo,  Nay,  ftay  a  little  : 
Were  you  but  riding  forth  . to  air  yourfelf. 
Such  part'ng  were  too  pretty.    Lookhere,  love: 
This  diamond  was  my  mother's;  take  it,  heart  \ 
But  keep  it  till  you  v  oo  another  wife. 
When  Imogen  is  dead. 

Pofi,  How  !  hovv!  another?  

You  gentle  gods,  give  me  but  this  I  have. 
And  fear  up  my  embracements  from  a  next 
With  bonds  of  death  ! — Remain,  remain  thou  here 

[  Putting  m  the  ring^ 
While  fenfe.can  keep  it  on!    And  f^^'cete^l,  faireft. 
As  I  my  poor  felf  did  exchange  for  you. 
To  your  fo  infinite  lofs;  fo,  in  our  trifles 
,1  ftill  win  of  you:  For  my  fa'<;e,  wear  this^ 
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It  is  a  manacle  of  love  ;  I'll  place  it 

[^Putting  a  braceJei  on  her  arm. 
Upon  this  fairellprifoner. 

Imo,  O,  the  gods!  

When  ihall  we  fee  again  ? 

Enter  Cymheline,  and  Lords, 
Pofi,  Alack,  the  king  ! 

Cym.  Thou  bafeft  thing,  avoid  !  hence,  from  my  fight! 
If,  after  this  command j  thou  fraught  the  court 
Witli  thy  unworthinefs,  thou  dy'ft:  Away  ! 
Thou  art  poifon  to  my  blood. 

Poft.  The  gods  protect  you  ! 
And  blefs  the  good  remainders  of  the  court ! 
1  am  gone. 

Imo.  There  cannot  be  a  pinch  in  death 
More  fharp  than  this  is. 

Cym,  O  difloyal  thing. 
That  Ihould'li  repair  my  youth  ;  thou  heapell 
A  year's  age  on  me  ! 

Imo,  I  befeech  you,  fir, 
Harm  not  yourfelf  with  your  vexation;  I 
Am  fenfelefs  of  your  wrath ;  a  touch  more  rare 
Subdues  all  pangs,  all  fears. 

Cym,  Paft  grace  ?  obedience  ? 

Imo,  Paft  hope,  and  in  defpair;  that  way,  pad  grace. 

Cy7n,  That  might'fl  have  had  the  fole  fon  of  my  queen! 

Imo,  O  bleft,  that  I  might  not !  1  chofe  an  eagle. 
And  did  avoid  a  puttock. 

Cym,  Thou  took'fl  a  beggar ;  would'fl:  have  made 
my  throne 
A  feat  for  bafenefs. 

Imo,  No  ;  1  rather  added 
A  lullre  to  it. 

Cym,  O  thou  vile  one  ! 

Imo,  Sir, 

It  is  your  fault  that  I  have  lov'd  Pofthurnus  : 
You  bred  him  as  my  play-fellow ;  and  he  is 
A  man,  worth  any  woman ;  over-buys  me 
Almoft  the  fum  he  pays. 

Cym,  What  ? — art  thou  mad  ? 
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Imo.  Almoil,  fir  :    Heaven  reflore  me ! — Would  I 
were 

A  neat-herd's  daughter!  and  my  Leonatus 
Our  neighbour  fhepherd's  fon! 

Re-enter  ^een, 

Cym,  Thou  foolifh  thing  ! 
They  were  again  together  :  you  have  dons 

\To  the  queen  ^ 
Not  after  our  command.    Away  with  her. 
And  pen  her  up. 

^een.  Befeech  your  patience  : — Peace, 
Dear  lady  daughter,  peace  1 — Sweet  fovereign. 
Leave  us  to  ourfelves :  and  make  yourfelf  fome  comfort 
Out  of  your  bell:  advice. 

Cym,  Nay,  let  her  languifh 
A  drop  of  blood  a  day ;  and,  being  aged. 
Die  of  this  folly  !  {Exit, 
Enter  Pifanio, 

^ee7u  Fie!— you  mufi:  give  way: 
Here  is  your  fervant.— How  now,  fir  ?  What  news  .? 

PiJ\  My  lord,  your  fon  drew  on  my  mafter. 

One  en.  Ha ! 
No  harm,  I  trull,  is  done  ? 

Pif.  There  might  have  been. 
But  that  my  mafter  rather  play'd  than  fought. 
And  had  no  help  of  anger:  they  were  parted 
By  gentlemen  at  hand. 

9^een,  I  am  very  glad  on't. 

Imo*  Your  fon's  my  father's  friend ;   he  takes  his 
part.  

To  draw  upon  an  exile  !-— O  brave  fir !— - 
(  would  they  were  in  Afric  both  together  ; 
Myfelf  by  with  a  needle,  that  I  might  prick 
The  goer  back.    Why  cam.e  you  from  your  mafler? 

Pif.  On  his  command  :    He  would  not  fulfer  me 
To  bring  him  to  the  haven  :  left  thefe  notes 
Of  v/hat  commands  I  fhould  be  fubjed  to. 
When  it  pleas'd  you  to  employ  me. 

9j^een.  This  hath  been 
Your  faithful  fervant:  1  dare  lay  mine  honour. 
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He  will  remain  fo. 

Pi/,  I  humbly  thank  your  highnefs. 
!^sen.  Pray,  walk  a  while. 

Imo,  About  fome  half  hour  hence,  pray  you  fpeak 
with  me : 

You  Ihall,  at  leaft,  go  fee  my  lord  aboard  : 

For  this  time,  leave  me,  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  m. 

Enter  Clot  en,  and  tujo  Lords. 

1  Lord,  Sir,  I  would  advife  you  to  fhift  a  fhirt;  the 
violence  of  adion  hath  made  you  reek  as  a  facriiice :  ^ 
Where  air  comes  out,  air  comes  in ;  there's  none 
abroad  fo  wholefome  as  that  you  vent. 

Clot,  If  my  (liirt  were  bloody,  then  to  iliift  it-— 
Have  i  hurt  him  ? 

2  Lord,  No,  faith ;  not  fo  much  as  his  patience. 

1  Lord,  Hurt  him?  his  body's  a  pafTable  carcafe,  if 
he  be  not  hurt :  it  is  a  thorough-fare  for  Heel,  if  it  be 
not  hurt. 

2  Lord,  His  fteel  was  in  debt;  it  went  o'  the  back- 
fide  of  the  town.  [AfJe, 

Clot,  The  villain  would  not  Hand  me. 
2  Lord.  No  ;  but  he  (led  forward  fciil,  toward  your 
face.  \Afide. 

1  Lord,  Stand  you  I  You  have  land  enough  of  your 
own:  but  he  added  to  your  having;  gave  you  fome 
ground. 

2  Lord,  As  many  inches  as  you  have  oceans  :  Pup- 
pies?  Ulfide. 

Clot,  I  would,  they  had  not  come  betv/een  us. 

zXord,  So  would  1,  till  you  hadmeafur'd  how  long 
a  fool  you  w^ere  upon  the  ground.  \^Ajlc(e, 

Clot,  And  that  frxe  iliould  love  this  fellow,  and  re- 
fufe  me ! 

2  Lord.  Ifit  be  a  fin  to  make  a  true  cleclion,  flie  is 
damn'd.      ^  \_Aftde, 
\  Lord,  Sir,  as  I  told  you  alwavs,  her  beriuty  and 
X.2.  ' 
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her  brain  go  not  together :  She's  a  good  fign,  but  I 
have  feen  fmall  refleclion  of  her  wit. 

2  Lord,  She  fhines  not  upon  fools^  leil  therefledlion 
faould  hurt  her.  \^Afide. 

Clot.  Come,  ril  to  my  chamber  :  'Would  there 
had  been  fome  hurt  done ! 

2  Lord.  I  wifh  not  fo  ;  unlefs  it  had  been  the  fall  of 
an  afs^  v/hich  is  no  great  hurt.  [_Jfide, 

Clot,  You'll  go  M  ith  us? 

1  Lord,  ril  attend  your  lordfhip. 
Clot,  Nay,  come,  let's  go  together. 

2  Lord.  Well,  my  lord.  [^Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 
hncgen* s  Apartme/its, 
E?:ter  Imogen,  and^Pifanio. 

hna,  I  would  thougrew'fl  unto  the  Ihoreso'  the  haven>. 
And  quePLion'dll.  ev'ry  fail :  if  he  Ihould  write. 
And  I  not  have  it,  'twere  a  paper  loft 
As  offsr'd  mercy  is.    What  was  the  lall 
That  he  fpake  to  thee  ? 

Pif.  ''fwas,  *  His  queen,  his  queen!' 

Jmo,  Theii  wav'd  his  handkerchief  ? 

Pif,  And  kifs'd  it,  madam. 

Imo,  Senfelefi linen  !  happier  therein  than  I ! — 
And  that  was  all  ? 

Pif.  No,  madam ;  for  fo  long 
As  he  could  make  me  with  this  eye,  or  ear, 
Diiiinguiih  him  from  others,  he  did  keep 
The  deck,     ith  glove,  or  hat,  or  handkerchief, ^ 
Still  \vaving,  as  the  fits  and  iHrs  of  his  mind 
Could  bell  exprefs  how  fiow  his  foul  fail'd  on. 
How  fwift  his  Ihip. 

Imo,  Thcu  ihouldft  have  made  him 
As  little  as  a  crow,  or  lefs,  ere  left 
To  after  eye-him. 

Pif  Madam,  f o  I  did, 

Imo,  I  would  have  broke  mine  eye-ilrings;  cracked' 
them,  but 

To  look  upon  him  ;  till  the  diminuti;:i 
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Of  fpace  had  pointed  him  Iharp  as  my  needle  : 

Nay,  follow'd  him,  till  he  had  melted  from 

The  fmallnefs  of  a  gnat  to  air ;  and  then 

Have  turn'd  mine  eye,  and  wept. — But;,  good  Pifanio^ 

When  fliall  we  hear  from  him? 

Pif,  Be  affur'd.  Madam, 
With  his  next  vantage. 

Imo,  I  did  not  take  my  leave  of  him,  but  had 
MofI:  pretty  things  to  fay  :  ere  I  could  tell  him. 
How  I  w/Duld  think  on  him,  at  certain  hours. 
Such  thoughts,  and  fuch  ;  or  I  could  make  him  fwear. 
The  fhe's  of  Italy  fhould  not  betray 
Mine  intereil,  and  his  honour ;  or  have  charg'd  him.^ 
At  the  fixth  hour  of  morn,  at  noon,  at  midnight. 
To  encounter  me  with  orifons,  for  then 
I  am  in  heaven  for  him  ;  or  e'er  I  could 
Give  him  that  parting  kifs,  which  I  had  fet 
Betwixt  two  charming  words,  comes  in  my  father. 
And,  like  the  tyrannous  breathing  of  the  north,. 
Shakes  all  our  buds  from  growing. 

Enter  a  Lady. 

Lady,  The  queen,  madam, 
Defires  your  highnefs'  compan}\ 

Imo,  Thofe  things,  I  bidyou  do^  get  them  difpatch'd, 
I  will  attend  the  queen. 

PiJ\  Madam,  1  (hall.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  V. 
Rom.e. 

An  Apartment  in  P hilarious  PIcufe. 
Enter  PhilariOy  lachimo,  and  a  Frenchman. 

lach.  Believe  it,  fir  :  I  have  feen  him  in  Britain  :  lie. 
was  then  of  a  crefcent  note  ;  expedled  to  prove  fo  wor- 
thy, as  fine e  he  has  been  allowed  the  name  of:  but  I 
could  then  have  look'd  on  him  without  the  help  of  ad- 
miration; though  the  catalogue  of  his  endowments  had 
been  tabled  by  his  fide,  and  I  to  perufe  him  by  items, 

PhiL  You  fpeak  of  him.  vr  hen  he  was  lefs  furnifh'd, 
than  now  he  is,  w  ith  that  v.'hich  makes  him.  both  w.itix-. 
cut  ?.nd  v/ithin. 
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French,  I  have  feen  him  in  France :  we  had  very 
many  there,  could  behold  the  fun  with  as  firm  eyes 
;is  he. 

lach.  This  matter  of  marrying  his  king's  daughter 
(wherein  he  muftbe  weighed  rather  by  her  value,  than 
his  own)  words  him,  I  doubt  not,  a  great  deal  from 
the  matter. 

French,  And  then  his  baniflimcnt. 

lach.  Ay,  and  the  approbations  of  thofe,  that  weep 
this  lamentable  divorce,  under  her  colours,  are  won- 
derfully to  extend  him ;  be  it  but  to  fortify  her  judg- 
ment, Avhich  elle  an  eafy  battery  might  lay  flat,  for 
taking  a  beggar  without  more  quality.  But  how 
comes  it,  he  is  to  fojourn  with  you  ? — How  creeps 
acquaintance  ? 

Phil,  His  father  and  I  were  foldiers  together;  to 
whom  I  have  been  often  bound  for  no  lefs  than  my  life  : 

Eizter  Pojlhu7nus, 
Here  comes  the  Briton  :  Let  him  be  fo  entertained 
amongft  you,  as  fuits,  with  gentlemen  of  your  know- 
ing, to  a  firanger  of  his  quality.  1  befeech  you  all, 
be  better  known  to  this  gentleman;  v»'hom  I  commend 
to  you,  as  a  noble  friend  of  mine  : — How  worthy  he 
is,  I  will  leave  to  appear  hereafter,  rather  than  ftory 
hira  in  his  own  hearing. 

French,  Sir,  we  have  known  together  in  Orleans. 

Poft.  Since  when  I  have  been  debtor  to  you  for  cour- 
tefies,  which  I  v.'ill  be  ever  to  pay,  and  yet  pay  Hill. 

French.  Sir,  you  o'er-rate  my  poor  kindnefs ;  I 
was  glad  I  did  atcne  my  countryman  and  you  ;  it  had 
been  pity,  you  fliould  have  been  put  together  with  fo 
mortal  a  purpofe,  as  then  each  bore,  upon  importance 
of  fo  flight  and  trivial  a  nature. 

Poft,  By  your  pardon,  fir,  I  was  then  a  young  tra- 
veller; rather  fliunn'd  to  go  even  with  what  I  heard, 
than  in  my  every  a£lion  to  be  guided  by  other's  expe- 
riences :  but,  upon  my  mended  judgment,  (if  1  offend 
not  to  fay  it  is  mended)  my  quarrel  was  not  altogether 
flight. 

French,  'Faith;  ye&,  to  be  put  to  the  arbitrement 
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of  fwofds  ;  and  by  fuch  two,  that  would,  by  all  like- 
lihood, have  confounded  one  the  other,  or  have  fallen 
both. 

lach.  Can  we,  with  manners,  afk  what  was  the 
difference  ? 

French,  Safely,  I  think  :  'twas  a  contention  in  pub- 
lic, which  may,  v  ithout  contradidion,  fuffer  the  re- 
port. It  was  much  like  an  argument  that  fell  out  laft 
night,  where  each  of  us  fell  in  praife  of  our  country 
miftreiTes :  This  gentleman  at  that  time  vouching, 
(and  upon  warrant  of  bloody  affirmation)  his  to  be 
more  fair,  virtuous,  wife,  chafte,  conftant,  qualified, 
and  lefsattemptible,  than  any  the  rareftofour  ladies  in 
France. 

lach.  That  lady  is  not  now  living  :  or  this  gentle- 
man's opinion,  by  this,  worn  out. 

Pcft.  She  holds  her  virtue  lUll,  and  I  my  mind, 
lach.  You  mull  not  fo  far  prefer  her  'fore  ours  of 
Italy. 

Pofi,  Being  fo  far  provok'd  as  I  was  in  France,  I 
would  abate  her  nothing  ;  though  I  profefs  myfelf  her 
adorer,  not  her  friend. 

lach.  As  fair,  and  as  good,  (a  kind  of  hand-in-hand 
comparifon)  had  been  fomething  too  fair,  and  too 
good,  for  any  lady  in  Britany.  If  fhe  went  before 
others  I  have  feen,  as  that  diamond  of  yours  cut-luftres 
many  I  have  beheld,  I  could  not  believe  fhe  excelled 
many  :  but  I  have  not  feen  the  mofi  precious  diamond 
chat  is,  nor  you  the  lady. 

Pcft.  I  prais'd  her,  as  I  rated  her  ;  fo  do  I  myiloije, 

lach.  What  do  you  efleem  it  at  ? 

Pojf.  More  than  the  world  enjoys. 

Jach,  Either  your  unparagon'd  miflrefs  is  dead,  or 
fhe's  out~priz'd  by  a  trifle. 

Poft.  You  are  miHaken :  the  one  may  be  fold,  or 
given ;  if  there  were  wealth  enough  for  the  purchafe, 
or  merit  for  the  gift :  the  other  is  not  a  thing  for  fale> 
and  only  the  gift  of  the  gods. 

lach.  Which  the  gods  have  given  you  ? 

PoJ},  Which,  by  their  graces;i  1  will  keep. 
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lach.  You  may,  wear  her  ih  title  your*s  :  but^^  you 
kno  AS  ftrange  fowl  light  upon  neighbouring  ponds. 
Your  ring  may  be  flolen  too:  fo^  of  your  brace  of  un- 
priftble  eftimations,  the  one  is  but  frail,  and  the  other 
cafual:  a  cunning  thief,  or  a  that-v/ay  accorripliili'd 
courtier,  would  hazard  the  vv inning ^both of  iir (land laft. 

Poji.  Your  Italy  contains  none  fo  accomplifhed  a 
courtier,  to  convince  the  honour  of  my  rniflrefs;  if,  in 
the  holding  or  lofs  of  that,  you  term  her  frail.  I  do 
nothing  doubt,  you  have  fore  of  thieves ;  notwith- 
iianding,  I  fear  n^K  my  ring. 

Phil.  Let  us  leave  here,  gentlemen. 

Poft.  Sir,  with  all  my  heart.  This  worthy  ilgmor, 
}  thank  him,  makes  no  flranger  of  m.e ;  we  are  fami- 
Har  at  firil:. 

lach.  With  five  times  fo  muchconverfation,  I  fliould 
get  ground  of  your  fair  miftrefs  :  make  her  go  back, 
even  to  the  yei  ding  ;  had  I  admittance,  and  opportu- 
nity to  friend. 

PoJi,  No,  no. 

lach,  I  dare,  thereupon,  pawn  the  moiety  of  my 
eilate  to  your  ring;  which,  in  my  opinion,  o'er-va- 
lues  it  fomething:  But  I  make  my  wager  rather  againll 
your  confidence,  than  her  reputation :  and,  to  bar 
your  offence  herein  too,  I  duril  attempt  it  againft  any 
lady  in  the  world. 

Pofi,  You  are  a  great  deal  abas'd  in  too  bold  a  per- 
fuafion  ;  and  I  doubt  not  you  fuflain  what  you  are  wor- 
thy of,  by  your  attempt. 

lach.  What's  that.? 

Pofl,  A  rcpulfe:  Though  your  attempt,  as  you  call 
it,  deferves  more;  a punifhment  too. 

Phil.  Gentlemen,  enough  of  this :  it  came  in  too 
fuddenly  ;  let  it  die  as  it  was  born,  and,  I  pray  3/ou, 
be  better  acquainted. 

lach,  'Would  I  had  put  my  eUate,  and  my  neigh- 
bour's, on  the  approbation  of  what  I  have  fpoke. 

PoJi.  What  lady  would  you  chufe  to  afTail  ? 

lach.  Yours;  who  in  conPtancy,  you  think,  flands 
fo  fafe.    I  will  lay  yoa  ten  thoufan^i  ducats  to  your 
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ring,  that,  commend  me  to  the  court  where  your  lady 
is,  with  no  more  advantage  than  the  opportunity  of  a 
fecond  conference,  and  1  ^vill  bring  from  thence  that 
honour  of  hers,  which  you  imagine  fo  referv'd 

Poft.  I  V  ill  \\age  againfl  your  gold,  gold  to  it: 
my  ring  I  hold  dear  as  my  linger;  'tis  part  of  it. 

lach,  Yoa  are  a  friend,  and  therein  the  wifer.  If 
you  buy  ladies'  fiefh  at  a  iniliion  a  drachm,  you  cannot 
.preferve  it  from  tainting :  But,  I  fee,  you  have  fome 
religion  in  you,  th-  t  you  fear. 

Pojl,  This  is  but  a  cuAom  in  your  tongue :  you  bear 
a  graver  purpofe,  I  hope. 

lach.  I  am  the  ma  Her  of  my  fpeeches ;  and  would 
undergo  what's  fpcken   I  fwear. 

Poft.  Will  you  ? — 1  fhaii  bui  lend  my  diamond  till 
your  return. — Let  there  be  covrnantG  drawn  betw^een 
us :  My  mil^refs  exceeds  in  goodnefs  the  hugenefs  of 
your  unworthy  thinking.  1  dare  you  to  this  match  : 
here's  my  ring. 

Phil.  I. will  have  it  no  lay. 

lach.  By  the  gods,  it  is  one: — if  I  bring  yon  no 
.  fufficient  teftlmony  that  I  liave  enjoyed  the  deareft  bo- 
dily part  of  your  mifirefs,  my  ten  thoufand  ducats  are 
yours ;  fo  is  your  diamond  too :  If  I  come  off,  and 
leave  her  in  fuch  honour  as  you  have  truil  in,  fhe  your 
jewel,  this  yourjew^el,  and  my  gold  are  yours ; — pro- 
vided, I  have  your  commendation,  for  my  more  free 
entertAinment. 

Pojl,  I  em.brace  thefe  conditions  ;  let  us  have  arti- 
cles betwixt  us ; — only,  thus  far  you  (hall  anfwer.  If 
you  make  your  voyage  upon  her,  and  give  mediredly 
to  underfland  you  have  prevail'd,  I  am  no  further 
your  enemy,  fhe  is  not  worth  our  debate :  if  Ihe  re- 
main unfeduc'd,  (you  not  making  it  appear  otherv/ife) 
for  your  ill  opinion,  and  the  afHtult  you  have  made  to 
her  challity,  you  fnall  anfwer  me  with  your  fword. 

lach.  Your  haad  ;  ax:ovenant :  We  will  have  thefe 
things  fet  down  by  lawful  counfel,  and  llraight  aw^ay 
for  Britain ;  left  the  bargain  fliould  catch  cold,  and 
ilarve:  I  will  fetch  my_gold,  and  have  our  two  wagers 
;  recorded. 
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Pofi:  Agreed.    ^        [^^<:eunt  P if,  humus  and lachimo. 
French.  Will  tnis  hold,  think  you  ? 
PhiL  Signior  lachimo  Will  not  from  it.    Pray,  let 
u  3  foil  0  sv  '  em .  [  Exeunt, 

SCENE  VL 

^         Cymheline^ s  Palace. 
Enter  Oueen^  Ladies ,  and  Cornelius » 
^een.  Whiles  yet  the  dew's  on  ground,  gather 
thofe  flowers ; 
Make  haile  :  who  has  the  note  of  them  ? 
I  Lady,  I,  madam. 

Ojieen,  Difpatch. —  Ladies, 
Now,  mafter  dodlor;  have  you  brought  thofe  drugs? 
Cor,  Pleafeth  your  highnefs,   ay :   here  they  are, 
madam ; 

But  I  befeech  your  grace,  (without  offence  ; 
My  confcience  bids  me  afk)  wherefore  you  have 
Commanded  of  me  thefe  mofl  poifonous  compounds. 
Which  are  the  movers  of  a  languifhing  death; 
But,  though  flow,  deadly  ? 

^een,  1  wonder,  docior. 
Thou  afli'fl  me  fuch  a  queflion  :  Have  I  not  been 
Thy  pupil  long  ?    Haft  thou  not  learn'd  me  how 
To  make  perfumes?  diilil  ?  preferve?  yea,  fo 
That  our  great  king  himfelf  doth  w^oo  me  oft 
For  my  confedions  ?    Having  thus  far  proceeded, 
(Unlefsthou  think'ft  me  devilifli)  is't  not  meet 
That  I  did  amplify  my  judgment  in 
Other  conclufions?  I  will  try  the  forces 
Of  thefe  thy  compounds  on  fuch  creatures  as 
We  count  not  v^orth  the  hanging,  (but  none  human). 
To  try  the  vigour  of  them,  and  apply 
Allay ments  to  their  aft;  and  by  them  gather 
Their  fevei-al  virtues,  and  eil'edls. 

Cor,  Your  highnefs 
Shall  from  this  pradlice  but  make  hard  your  heart: 
Befides,  the  feeing  thefe  eifefts  will  be 
But  noi'bme  and  infedlious. 

Oucen,  O,  content  thee. — — 
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Enter  Pifanio, 

I-Iere  couies  a  flattering  rafcal ;  upon  him         [  /!jide. 

Will  I  firfl  work;  he's  for  his  mailer. 

And  enemy  to  my  Ton. — How  now,  Pifanio  ?- — 

Do6lor,  your  fervice  for  this  time  is  ended  ; 

Take  your  own  way. 

Cor.  i  do  fufped  you,  madam; 
But  you  fhall  do  no  harm.   [Jjtde, 

^een.  Hark  thee,  a  word.   [^Fo  Vijanio. 

Cor,  [J/ide,]  I  do  not  like  her.    She  doth  think, 
(he  has 

Strange  lingering  poifons:  I  do  know  her  fpirit^ 

And  will  not  truil  one  of  her  malice  with 

A  drug  of  fuch  damn'd  nature  :  Thofe  fhe  has. 

Will  ilupify  and  dull  the  fenfe  a  while: 

Which  firfl,  perchance,  (he'll  prove  on  cats,  and  do^i," 

Then  after^vard  up  higher:  but  there  is 

No  danger  in  what  fhewof  death  it  makes. 

More  than  the  locking  up  the  fpirits  a  time. 

To  be  more  frefh,  reviving.    She  is  fooPd 

With  a  moil;  falfe  efFe(5l;  and  I  the  truer. 

So  to  be  falfe  v.  ith  her. 

Q^usen.  No  further  fervice,  doflor. 
Until  I  fend  for  tliee. 

Cor.  I  hu.nbly  take  my  leave.  \^Exif. 

^een.  Weeps  ihe  ilill,  fay 'ft  thou?  Doll  thou  think, 
in  time 

She  will  not  quench;  and  let  inflrudlions  enter 
Where  folly  now  poffeffes  ?    Do  thou  work: 
Wiien  t'iou  Ih-ik  bring  me  word,  {he  loves  my  fon, 
I'll  tell  tihee  on  the  inlLmt,  tliouart  then 
As  great  as  is  thy  m.uler:  greater;  for 
His  rbrtu.ies  all  lie  fpeeclilefs,  and  his  name 
Is  at  lall  gafp:  Return  he  cannot,  nor 
Continue  where  he  is :  to  fhift  his  being, 
Is  to  exchange  one  mifery  with  another  ; 
And  every  day,  that  comes,  comes  to  decay 
A  day's  work  in  him:    What  (halt  thou  expe£l. 
To  be  depender  on  a  thing  that  leans  ? 
Vol.  VII.  Y 
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V/ho  cannot  be  new  built ;  nor  has  no  friends, 

\^rhe  (hrefi  drops  a  phial  :  Pifanio  takes  it  up. 
So  much  as  but  to  prop  him  ? — Thou  tak'ft  up 
Thou  know'fl  not  %vhat ;  but  take  it  for  thy  labour ; 
It  is  a  thing  I  make,  which  hath  the  king 
Five  times  redeemed  from  death  ;  I  do  not  know 
V/hat  is  more  cordial : — Nay,  I  pr'ythee,  take  it ; 
It  is  an  earneil  of  a  further  good 
That  I  mean  to  thee.    Tell  thy  miftrefs  how 
The  cafe  Hands  v/ith  her  :  co't,  as  from  thyfelf. 
Think  what  a  chance  thou  changefl  on  ;  but  think 
Thou  hair  thy  mifirefs  ftill ;  to  boot,  my  fon. 
Who  lhali  take  notice  of  thee  :  I'll  move  the  king 
To  anf  fnape  of  thy  preferment,  fuch 
As  thoir'lt  defire;  and  then  m)  felf,  I  chiefly. 
That  fet  thee  on  to  this  defert,  am  bound 
To  load  thy  mc  rit  richly.    Call  my  women : 

\^Exit  Pifanio, 

Think  on  my  words. — A  fly  and  conftant  knave^ 
Not  to  be  fliak'd  :  the  agent  for  his  ma  Iter ; 
And  the  remembrancer  of  her,  to  hold 
Tlie  hand  fait  to  licr  lord. — I  have  given  him  that 
Which,  if  he  take,  lliail  quite  unpeople  her 
Of  iicgers  for  her  fweet  ;  and  v  hich  the,  after. 
Except  (he  bend  her  humour,  fliallbe  aiTur'd 
Re-enter  Pifanio,  and  Ladies, 

To  taileof  too. — So,  f o  ; — ^^eil  done,  well  done  : 
The  violets,  cowfiips,  and  the  primrofes. 
Bear  to  my  clofet : — Fare  thee  well,  Pifanio ; 
Think  on  m.y  words.  [  Exeunt  (lateen,  and  Ladies* 

Pzf.  And  fiiail  do: 

But  when  to  niy  good  lord  I  prove  untrue, 

I'll  choke  myfeif :  there's  all  i'll  do  for  you.  \Exit, 

SCENE  Vlf. 
Imogen'* s  Aparlmsnt.    Enter  Imogen, 
Into.  A  father  cruel,  and  a  fiep-dame  falfe ; 
A  fooliih.  fuitor  to  a  wedded  lady. 
That  hath  her  hufband  baniilvd      O,  thathufband  ! 
My  fupreme  crown  of  grief!  and  thofe  repeated 
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Vexations  of  it!  Had  I  been  thief- frolen, 
As  my  two  brothers,  happy!  but  moil:  miserable 
Is  the  defire  that's  glorious :    BlefTed  be  thofe. 
How  mean  foe'er,  that  have  tlieir  honeH;  vvills,^ 
Which  feafons  comfort. — Who  may  this  be?  Fie! 
Enter  Pifanio,  and  lachimo, 

Pif,  Madam,  a  noble  gentleman  of  Rome 
Comes  from  my  lord  with  letters. 

lach.  Change  you,  madam  ? 
The  worthy  Leonatus  is  in  fafety. 
And  greets  your  highnefs  dearly.  [Gz^jes  a  letter, 

Imc,  Thanks,  good  fir; 
You  are  kindly  welcome. 

lach.  Ail  of  her,  that  is  out  of  door,  moll  rich  ! 
If  fne  be  furuilh'd  with  a  mind  fo  rare,  \^/lJide, 
She  is  alone  the  Arabian  bird ;  and  I 
Have  lofi  the  wager.    Boldnefs  be  my  friend  ! 
Arm  me,  audacity,  from  head  to  foot  ! 
Or,  like  the  Parthian,  I  lhall  flying  fight; 
Rather,  dirediy  fly. 

Imogen  Reads, 

'  He  is  one  of  the  noblefl  note,  to  whofe  kind- 

nefs  I  am  moft  infinitely  tied.  RefieQ  upon  him 
accordingly,  as  you  value  your  trufl. 

LEONATU3." 

So  far  I  read  aloud  : 

But  even  the  very  middle  of  my  heart 

Is  warm'd  by  the  reil,  and  takes  it  thankfully. — 

Youare  as  welcome,     orthy  fir,  as  I 

Have  words  to  bid  }  ou ;  and  fliall  And  it  fo. 

In  all  that  I  can  do. 

Iac/:>.  Thanks,  fairefl:  lady. 
What  1  are  men  mad  ?  Hath  nature  giverrthem  eyes 

[Md^. 

To  fee  this  vaulted  arch,  and  the  rich  crop 
Of  lea  and  land,  which  can  diftinguifli  'tvv  ixt 
Thefery  orbs  above,  and  the  tv/inn'd  ftones 
Upon  the  number'd  beach  ?  and  can  v/e  not 
Partition  make  with  fpedacles  fo  precious 
'Twixt  fair  and  foul  ? 
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Imo.    What  makes  your  admiration  ? 

lach.  It  cannot  be  i'  the  eye  ;  for  apes  and  monkeys, 
''Twixt  two  fuch  (he's,  would  chatter  this  \vay,  and 
Contemn  ^vith  mows  the  other:  Nor  i*  the  judgment  j 
For  idiots,  in  this  cafe  of  favour,  would 
Be  wifely  definite  :  Nor  i'  the  apnetite  ; 
Slu'lery,  to  fuch  neat  excellence  oppos'd. 
Should  make  defire  vomit  emptinefs. 
Not  fo  alhir'd  to  feed. 

Imo.  What  is  the  matter>  trow? 

Jach,  The  cloyed  will, 
(That  fatiite  vet  unf  itisfied  defire. 
That  tub  b  th  fili'd  and  running)  ravening  frft 
The  lamb,  longs  after  the  g^irbage. 

hm.  What,  dear  fir, 
Thus  raps  you  ?  Are  you  well  ? 

lach.  Thanks,  m.adam  ;  well  :— *Befeech  you,  fir^^ 

[  To  Pifanio, 

Defire  my  man's  abode  ^^  here  I  did  leave  him  : 
He's  llrange,  and  pecvilh. 

Pif,  1  Ww^s  going,  fir. 
To  give  him  welcome. 

ItKo,  Continues  well  my  lord  ?  his  health,  'befeecii 
you? 

Jach.  Well,,  madam. 

Imo,  Is  he  difpos'd  to  mirth?  I  hope,  he  is. 

lacj.     xceeding  pleafant ;  none  a  llranger  ther^ 
So  merry  and  fo  g^mefome  :  he  is  call'd 
'^rhe  Briton  reveller. 

Lno,  When  he  was  here. 
He  did  incline  to  fidnefs  ;  and  oft-times 
Not  knowing  %vhy. 

Jacb.  I  never  faw  him  fad. 
Inhere  is  a  Frenciiman  his  companion,  one 
A:.- eminent  monfieur,  that,  it  feems,  much  loves 
A  Gailian  girl  at  home  ;  he  furnaces 
The  thick  tighs  from  him  ;  v.  hilcs  the  jolly  Briton 
(Your  lord,!  rQean)lacighs  froin'^  free  lungs,  cries!  0\ 
*^  Can  my  udes  hold,  to  think,  that  man,—  who  know^ 
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By  hiicOry,  report,  or  his  own  proof. 
What  woman  is,  yea,  what  fhe  cannot  chufe 
But  mail  be, — will  his  free  hours  languiili 
For  alTur'd  bondage 
I;r:o.  Will  my  lord  fay  fo  ? 

lac/j.  Ay,  madam;  widi  his  eyes  in' Hood  v>'ith 
laughter, 
it  is  a  recreation  to  ht  by. 

And  hear  him  mock  the  Frenchman :  But,  heavens  know. 
Some  men  are  much  to  blame. 
Jmo.  Not  he,  I  hope. 

lac/j.  Not  he".  But  yet  heaven's  bounty  towards 
him  might 

Be  us'd  more  thankfully.    In  himfelf,  'tis  much  ; 
In  you,— which  I  account  his,  beyond  all  talents, — ■ 
Whilft  I  am  bound  to  wonder,  1  am  bound 
To  pity  too. 

Imo:  What  do  you  pity,  fir  ? 

lac/p.  Two  creatures,  heartily. 

Jvzo.  Am  I  one,  £r  ? 
You  look  on  me ;  what  v/reck  difcern  you  in  me., 
Deferves  your  pity  ? 

Jac/:?.  Lamentable  !  what ! 
To  hide  me  from  the  radiant  fun,  and  folace 
IHhe  dungeon  by  a  fnuff ! 

Imo.  I  pray  you,  fir. 
Deliver  with  more  opennefs  your  anfwers 
To  rnv  demands.    Why  do  you  pity  me.^ 

lac/:?'^  That  others  do, 

I  was  about  to  fay,  enjoy  your  But 

It  is  an  office  of  the  gods  ta  'venge  it>  - 
Not  mine  to  fpeak  on*t. 

Imc.  You  do  feem  to  knov/ 
Something  of  me,  or  what  concerns  me:  Pray  }ou, 
(Since  doubting  things  go  iii,  often  hurts  more 
Than  to  be  fure  they  do :  For  certainties 
Either  are  pafl  remedies ;  or,  timely  knowing, 
Tne  rc  nedy  then  born)  difcover  to  me 
Wi-tat  both  you  fpar  and  dop. 

lacb.  Had  I  this  cheek 

Y  z 
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To  bathe  my  lips  upon  ;  this  hand,  whofe  touch, 
Whofe  every  touch,  v.  ould  force  the  feeler's  foul 
To  the  oath  of  loyalty  ;  this  cbjecl,  which 
Tcd-ces  prifoner  the  wild  motion  of  mine  eve. 
Fixing  it  only  here:  fliould  I  (damn  then) 
Slaver  with  lips  as  common  as  the  Hairs 
That  mount  the  Capitol;  join  gripes  with  hands 
Made  hard  with  hourly  faJlhood  (faifhood,  as 
With  labour) ;  then  lie  peeping  in  an  eye, 
Bafe  and  unluftrous  as  the  fmoky  light 
I'hat's  fed  with  ftinking  tallow  ;  it  were  fit. 
That  all  the  plagues  of  heil  fhould  at  one  time 
Encounter  fuch  revolt. 

hno.  My  lord,  I  f-ar. 
Has  forgot  Britain. 

lach.  And  himfclf.    Not  I, 
Inclin'd  to  this  intelligence,  pronounce 
The  beggary  of  his  change ;  but  'tis  your  graces 
I'hat,  from  my  muteft  confcience,  to  my  tongue. 
Charms  this  report  out. 

Imo,  Let  me  hear  no  more. 

lach,  O  dearell  foul !  your  caufe  doth  ftrike  my  heart, 
Wjth  pity  that  doth  make  me  fick.    A  lady 
So  fair,  and  fallen'd  to  an  empery. 
Would  make  the  greatell  king  double  !  to  be  partnered 
With  tomboys,  hir'd  with  that  felf-exhibition 
Which  your  owncofters  yield!  witli  difeas'd  ventures^ 
That  play  with  all  iniirmities  for  gold 
Which  rottennefs  can  lend  nature  !  fuch  boil'd  flufF^r 
As  well  might  poifon  poifon  i    Be  reveng'd ; 
Or  Ihe,  that  bore  you,  was  no  queen,  and  you 
Recoil  from,  your  great  Hock. 

Imo.  Reveng'd ! 
How  fhould  1  be  reveng'd?  If  t nis  be  true, 
(As  1  have  fuch  a  heart,  that  both  mine  cars 
MuH  not  in  hafte  abufe)  if  it  be  true. 
How  tiiould  I  be  reveng'd  ? 

lach.  Should  he  make  me 
Live  like  Diana's  prieil:,  betwixt  cold  fhcets ; 
Whiles  he  is  vaulting  variable  ramps, 
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In  your  defpight,  upon  your  purfe  ?  Revenge  it. 
I  dedicate  myielf  to  your  fweet  pleafure  ; 
More  noble  than  that  runagate  to  your  bed  ; 
And  will  continue  fail  to  your  affection. 
Still  clofe^  as  fure. 

Imo,  What  ho  !  Pifanio  ! 
lacl?.  Let  me  my  fervice  tender  on  your  lips. 
Lno,  Away  1 — I  do  condemn  mine  ears,  that  have 
So  long  attended  thee.— If  thou  v/ert  honourable^ 
Thou  wouril  nave  told  this  tale  for  virtue,  not 
For  fuch  an  end  thou  feek'ii ;  as  bafe,  as  flrange. 
Thou  wrong'it  a  gentleman,  who  is  as  far 
From  tliy  report,  as  thou  from  honour  ;  and 
Solicit'il  here  a  iady,  that  difdains 
Thee  and  the  devil  alike: — V7hat,  ho,  Pifanio  1 
The  king  my  father  fhall  be  made  acquainted 
Of  thy  airault :    If  he  Hiall  think  it  fit, 
A  faucy  Granger,  in  his  court,  to  mart 
As  in  a  P^^ornilh  flew,  and  to  expound 
His  beahly  mind  to  us ;  he  hath  a  court 
He  little  cares  for,  and  a  daugliter  whom 

He  not  refpetls  at  ail.  What  ho,  Pifanio  1 

Icu^.  O  happy  Leonatus !  I  may  fay  ; 
The  credit,  that  thy  lady  hath  of  thee, 
Deferves  thy  truft :  and  thy  moil:  perfe*5i:  goodncf& 
Her  afiur'd  credit ! — Bleifed  live  you  long  ! 
A  lady  to  the  worthiefi  fir,  that  ever 
Country  calPd  his  I  and  you  his  milrrefs,  only 
For  the  mofl  worthiefi:  ft !  Give  me  your  pardon. 
1  have  fpoke  this,  to  know  if  youraihance 
W'^ere  deeply  rooted;  and  iliail  make  your  lord. 
That  which  he  is,  new  o'er:    And  he  is  one 
The  trueft  manner'd ;  fuch  a  holy  witch, 
Tnat  he  enchants  focieties  unto  him: 
Half  all  men's  hearts  are  his. 
Ifno,  You  make  amends. 

lacl?.  Pie  (its  'mongfl  m.en,  like  a  defcended  god: 
He  hath  a  I  ind  of  honour  fets  him  off. 
More  than  a  mortal  feeming.    Be  not  angry, 
Moll  mighty  princefs^  that  I  have  adventur'd  j 
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To  try  your  taking  of  a  falfe  report ;  which  hath 
Honoured  with  confirmation  your  great  judgment 
In  the  elc'ilion  of  a  fir  fo  rare, 

Wiiich  you  know,  cannot  err:  The  love  I  bear  him 
Made  me  to  fan  you  thus ;  but  the  gods  made  you. 
Unlike  all  others,  chafHefs.    Pray,  your  pardon. 
Imo,  All's  well,  fir:  Take  my  power  i'  the  cou 
for  yours. 

lach.  My  humble  thanks.    I  had  almoft  forgot 
To  intreatyour  grace  but  in  a  fmali  requell. 
And  yet  of  moment  too,  for  it  concerns 
Your  lord;  myfelf,  and  other  noble  friends. 
Arc  partaers  in  the  buhnefs. 

Imo,  Pray,  what  is't  ? 

lach.  Some  dozen  Romans  of  us,  and  your  lord 
(The  befl  feather  of  our  wing)  have  m.ingled  fums. 
To  buy  a  prefent  for  the  emperor; 
Which  I,  the  fador  for  the  reil:,  have  done 
In  France:    'Tis  plate,  of  rare  device;  and  jewel 
Of  rich  and  exquisite  form:  their  value  great ; 
And  I  am  fometliing  curious,  being  ftrani^e. 
To  have  them  in  fafe  ilowage ;    May  it  pleafe  you 
To  take  tliem  in  prctedlion? 

Imo,  Willingly  ; 
And  pa^vn  mine  honour  for  their  fifety  :  fince 
My  lord  hath  interefl  in  them,  1  v\  ill  keep  them 
In  my  bed-chamber. 

luch.  They  are  in  a  trunk, 
Attended  by  mv  men:  I  will  make  bold 
To  (end  them  to  you,  only  for  ih.h  night; 
1  mull  aboard  to-morrow. 

Lfio.  O.  no,  no. 

lach.  Yes,  1  befeech;  or  I  ih?dl  Hiortmy  word. 
By  leiigth'iiing  my  return.    From  Gailia 
I  crofs'd  the  feas  onpurpofe,  and  on  promife 
To  fee  your  grace. 

Imc,  1  thank  you  for  your  pains ; 
But  not  away  to-morrovv  ? 

lach.  O,  1  mult,  madam : 
Therefore  i  fhall  bekccii  you,  if  you  pleafe 
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To  greet  your  lord  with  writing,  do't  to-night : 
I  have  out-ftood  my  time;  which  is  material 
To  the  tender  of  our  prefent. 

Jmo,  I  will  write. 
Send  your  trunk  to  me  ;  it  fliall  fafe  be  kept. 
And  truly  yielded  you:  Yqu  are  very  welcome. 

[  Exeunt, 


 — — aa^ai^S^I^  

ACT    II.       SCENE  L 

Cymheline  s  Palace. 
Kilter  Cloten,  and  t^jjo  Lnrds.- 

Clot  "WJ  there  ever  man  had  fuch  luck  1  whea 
^*  VV  I  kifs'd  tne  jack  uponanup-caPj;  to  be 
hit  away  1  I  had  a  hundred  pound  on't :  And  then 
a  whorefon  jackanapes  mull  take  me  ao  for  Iwearing  ; 
as  if  I  borrow'd  mv  oaths  of  him,  and  might  not  fpend 
them  at  my  pleafure. 

1  Lord,  What  got  he  by  that?  You  have  broke  his 
pate  with  your  bowl. 

2  Lord.  If  his  wit  had  been  like  him  that  broke  it, 
it  would  have  run  all  out.  {^Jlftde. 

Clot.  When  a  gentleman  is  difpos'd  to  fwear,  it  is 
not  for  any  ftanders-by  to  curtail  his  oath  :  Ha  ! 

2  Lord.  No,  iry  lord ;  nor  croD  the  ears  of  them. 

lAJlde. 

Clot.  Whorefon  dog! — I  give  hiiTi  fatisfad'cion  ? 
'Would,  he  had  been  one  of  my  rank  ! 

2  Lord.  To  have  fmelt  like  a  fool.  \^Afidc. 

Clot.  I  am  not  vex'd  more  at  any  thing  in  the  earth, 
A  pox  on't !  I  had  rather  not  be  fo  noble  as  1  am;  they 
dare  not  fight  with  me^  becaufe  of  tae  queen  my  mo- 
ther; ev^ery  jack-Have  hath  his  belly  full  of  fighting, 
and  I  muft  go  up  and  down  like  a  cock  that  no  body 
can  match. 

z  Lord,  you  are  a  cqck  and  a  capon  too ;  and  yo^ 
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crow,  cock,  with  your  comb  on.  {^Afide. 
Clot.  Say 'ft  thou? 

1  Lord.  It  is  n')t  fit  your  lordiTiip  fliould  undertake 
every  companion  that  you  give  offence  to. 

Clot.  No,  I  know  that:  but  it  is  fit,  I  fhould  com- 
mit offence  to  kiv  inferiors. 

2  Lord.  Ay,  it  is  fit  for  vour  lordfnip  only. 
Clot.  Why,  fo  i  fay,  ' 

1  Lord,  Did  you  hear  of  a  flranger,  that's  come  to- 
court  to-night  ? 

Clot.  A  firanger  !  and  I  not  know  on't ! 

2  Lord.  He's  a  ilrangc  fellow  himfelf,  and  knows  it 
not.  .  {_Afide. 

I  Lord.  There's  an  Italian  come;  and  'tis  thought, 
one  of  Leonatus'  friends. 

Clot.  Leonatus !  a  baniHi'd  rafcal ;  and  he's  another, 
whatfoever  he  be.    Who  told  you  of  this  llranger  ? 

I  Lord.  One  of  your  lordihip's  pages. 

Clot.  Is  it  fit  I  went  to  look  upon  him?  Is  there 
no  derogation  in't.? 

1  Lord.  You  cannot  derogate  my  lord. 
Clot.  Not  eafily,  1  think. 

2  Lord.  You  are  a  fool  granted;  therefore  your  ifiues 
being  foolifh,  do  not  derogate.  S^Afede. 

Clot.  Come,  I'll  go  fee  this  Italian:  V/hat  I  have, 
loft  to-day  at  bowls,  I'll  win  to-night  of  him.  Come, 
go. 

2  Lord.  I'll  attend  your  lordfhip. 

]^Lxeiint  Clotefi,  and firft  Lord. 
That  fuch  a  crafty  devil  as  his  mother 
Should  yield  the  world  this  afs !  a  woman,  that 
Bears  all  down  with  her  brain  ;  and  this  her  Ton 
Cannot  take  two  from  twenty  for  his  heart. 
And  leave  eighteen.    Alas,  poor  princefs. 
Thou  divine  Imogen,  \^'hat  thou  endur'fl  I 
Betwixt  a  father  by  thy  ftep-dame  govern'd;  ; 
A  mother  hourly  coining  plots:  a  v  ooer. 
More  hateful  than  the  foul  expulfion  is 
Of  tiiy  dear  hulband,  than  that  horrid  a6l 
Of  the  divorce  he'd  make !    The  hcjivens  hol^  firm 
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The  walls  of  thy  dear  honour ;  keep  unfliak'd 

That  temple,,  thy  fair  mivid ;  that  thou  may'fl  iland. 

To  enjoy  thy  banifh'd  lord,  and  this  great  land  ! 

[Exit. 

SCENE  II. 

A  Bed-chamhtr  ;  in  one  part  of  it  a  Trunk* 
Imogen  reading  in  her  bed  ;  a  Lacty  attendifzg^ 

Imo,  Who's  there  ?  my  womin  Helen  ? 

Lady.  Pleafe  you,  madam. 

Ifjio.  What  hour  is  it  ? 

Lady.  AlmoiL  midnight,  madam. 

Imo.  I  have  read  three  hours  then:  mine  eyes  are  weak:— 
JFold  down  the  leaf  where  1  have  left :   fo  bed  : 
Take  not  away  the  taper,  leave  it  b  irning  ; 
And  if  tliou  canfl  awake  by  four  of  the  clocl- , 
I  pr'y  thee,  call  me.    Sleep  hath  feiz'd  me  wholly. 

\_Exit  lady. 

To  your  prote£tion  !  commend  me,  gods ! 
From  fairies,  and  the  tempters  cf  the  night. 
Guard  nie,  befeech  yc  !  [Sleeps', 

\  lachimrj^  from  tht  trunk, 
lach.  The  crickets  fmg,  an  J  ra.ia's  o'er-iabour'dfenfc 
Repairs  itfelf  by  reft  :  C5urTarquin  thus 
Did  foftly  prefs  the  ruflies,  e;-^"  he  waken'd 
The  chaftity  he  t  oandcd.-  JyiLerea, 
How  bravely  thou  becom'O:  thy  bed  !  frefh  lily! 
And  whiter  tlian  the  fheets  1  That  !  might  touch 
But  kifs  ;  one  ifs ! — Rubles  unpar :.gon  d, 
How  dearly  they  do't ! — 'Tis  her  breathing  that 
Perfumes  the  ch.unber  rl^us  :    The  flame  o'  the  taper 
Bows  towards  her;  and  would  under  peep  her  lids 
To  fee  the  Inclofed  lights^  no  .v  canopy'd 
Under  t.icfe  •  hi  lows  :  White  and  azure  !  lac'd 
Wit!i  blue  of  leiven's  own  tinil.- — But  my  defign? 
To  note  the  chamber:-— I  will  write  all  down: — 
Such,        jlucii  pidcures  f — Th?rc  th^  window: — Such 
The  adonimeDL  of  her  bed The  .rras,  figures? 
Why,  fijch,  andiuch; — A.ii  the  coiucwts  o' the  ftory. 
Ah,  but  foiiie  natural  notes  about  her  body. 
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(Above  ten  thoufand  meaner  moveables 
V/ouId  teflify)  to  enrich  m.ine  inventory. 
O  lleep,  thou  ape  of  death,  lie  dull  upon  her! 
And  be  her  fenle  but  as  a  monument, 
Thus  in  a  chapel  lying  ! — Come  oiF,  come  ofF; — 

[  laking  off  a  bracelet » 
As  flippery,  as  the  Gordian  knot  was  hard  ! — 
'Tis  mine  ;  and  this  will  witnels  outwardly. 
As  Urongly  as  the  confcience  does  within. 
To  the  madding  of  her  lord.    On  her  left  breaft 
A  mole  cinque-i'potted,  like  the  crimfon  drops 
I'  the  bottom  of  a  cowllip :   Here's  a  voucher. 
Stronger  than  ever  law  could  make  :  this  lecret 
Will  force  him  think  1  have  pick'd  the  lock,  and  ta'en 
The  trt  afure  of  her  honour.  No  more. — To  what  end? 
"W  ry  (hculd  I  write  this  down,  that's  rivetted, 
Screw'a  f.o  my  memory  ?  She  hath  been  reading  late, 
T]  e  tale  of  Tereus;  here  the  leaf's  turn'd  down. 

Where  Philomel  gave  up  1  liave  enough: 

To  the  trunk  ag  >in,  and  fhut  the  fpring  of  it. 
Swift,  fv  ift.  you  dragons  of  the  night  1  that  dawning 
McV  bear  the  raven's  eye:  I  lodge  in  fear; 
Though  this  a  heavenly  angel,  heil  is  here. 

S^Clockftrikes. 

One,  two,  three : — Time,  time  ! 

[  Goes  into  the  trunk :  the  fcene  clofes, 

SCENE  HI. 

Another  Room  in  the  Palace, 
Ejiter  Clcten  and  Lords, 

I  Lord,  Your  lordfliip  is  the  niofl:  patient  m.an  in 
lofs,  the  moll  coldeft  that  ever  turn'd  up  ace. 

Clct.  ft  ^vould  make  any  mian  cold  to  lofe. 

I  Lcrd,  But  not  every  man  patient,  after  the  noble 
temper  A  your  lordinip:  You  are  mod  hot,  and  fu- 
rious, when  you  win. 

Clot.  Winning  ^vi]i  put  any  m.an  into  courage:  If  I 
could  get  this  foolifh  Imogen,  I  fhould  have  gold 
enoii[^:i :  It's  almofi  morning,  is't  not  ? 

I  Lord,  Day,  my  lord. 
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Clot,  I  would  this  mufic  would  come  :  I  am  advis'd 
to  give  her  mufx  o'  mornings;  they  fay,  it  will  pe- 
netrate. 

Enter  Mufi clans. 
Come  on,  tune :  If  you  can  penetrate  her  v/ith  your 
fingering,  fo  ;  we'll  try  with  tongue  too  :  if  none  y.  ill 
do,  let  her  remain  ;  but  I'll  never  give  o'er.  Firft, 
a  very  excellent  good-conceited  thing ;  after,  a  won- 
derful fweet  air,  with  admirable  rich  words  to  it, — ■ 
and  then  let  her  confider. 

SONG. 

Hark  !  hark  I  the  lark  at  hca^uen'' s  gate  Jtngs, 

And  Phcebus  ^ gins  arije. 
His  Jleeds  to  ^jjater  at  thofe  fprings 

On  chalic^d flonvers  that  lies  y 
And  ^ivinking  Mary-buds  begin 

To  ope  their  golden  eyes  ; 
With  e'very  thing  that  pretty  bin  : 

My  lady  f  weet^  arij'e  ; 
Arife,  arife. 

So,  get  you  gone:  If  this  penetrate,  I  will  conlider 
your  mufic  the  better  :  if  it  do  not,  it  is  a  vice  in  her 
ears,  which  horfe-hairs,  and  cats- guts,  nor  the  voice 
of  unpaved eunuch  to  boot,  can  never  amend. 

\^Exeimt  Mujtcians, 
Enter  Cymbeline  and  ^ueen, 
2  Lord.  Here  comes  the  king. 

Clot,  I  am  glad,  I  was  up  folate;  for  that's  the 
reafon  I  was  up  fo  early  :  He  c  annot  choofe  but  take 
,this  fervice  I  have  done,  fatherly. — Good  morrow  to 
your  majelly,  and  to  my  gracious  mother. 

Cym.  Attend  you  here  the  door  of  our  Itern  daughter  ? 
Will  fne  not  forth  ? 

Clot,  I  have  aiiail'd  her  with  mufics,  but  Hie  vouch- 
fafcs  no  notice. 

Cym.  The  exile  of  her  minion  is  too  new ; 
She  hat  ;,  not  yet  forgot  him  :  fome  more  time 
Muft  wear  the  print  of  his  remembrance  out. 
And  then  ihe's  yours. 

Vol.  vy.  Z 
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9uecr2,  You  are  moft  bound  to  the  king: 
Who  lees  go  by  no  vantages,  that  may 
Prefer  you  to  his  daughter  :  Frame  yourfelf 
To  orderly  folicits  :  and  be  friended 
With  aptnefs  of  the  feafon  :  make  denials 
Encreafeyour  fervices  :  fo  feem,  as  if 
You  were  infpir'd  to  do  thofe  duties  which 
You  tender  to  her  ;  that  you  in  all  obey  her. 
Save  when  command  to  your  difmiffion  tends, 
And  therein  you  are  fenfelefs. 
Clot,  Senielefs  !  not  fo. 

Enter  a  MeJ/enger, 
Mef,  So  like  ycu,  fir,  ambaffadors  from  Rome  ; 
The  one  is  Caius  Lucius. 

Cym,  A  worthy  fellow. 
Albeit  he  comes  on  angry  purpofe  now; 
But  that's  no  fault  of  iiis :  We  mull:  receive  him 
According  to  the  honour  of  his  fender  ; 
And  towards  himfelf,  his  goodnefs  forefpent  on  us. 
We  mufl:  extend  our  notice. — Our  dear  fon, 
When  you  hav^e  given  good  morning  to  your  miftrefs. 
Attend  the  queen,  and  us ;  we  fliall  have  need 
Tp  employ  you  towards  this  Pvoman.— -Come,  our 
queen.  [_Exeunt, 
Clot,  If  Ihe  be  up,  I'll  fpeak  with  her  ;  if  not. 
Let  her  lie  itill,  and  dream.— -By  your  leave,  ho  I-— 

[_Kndcks^ 

1  know  her  women  are  about  her  :  What 
If  I  do  line  one  of  their  hancls  ?  'Tis  gold 
Which. buys  admittance  ;  oft  it  doth  ;  yea,  and  makes 
Diana's  rangers  falfe  themfelves,  yield  up 
Their  deer  to  the  fland  o'  the  dealer:  and  'tis  gold 
Which  makes  the  true  man  kill'd,.and  faves  the  thief; 
Nay,  fometimes,  hangs  both  thief  and  true  man  :  What 
Cari.it  not  do,  and  undo?  1  will  make 
One  of  her  women  lawyer  to  me  ;  for 
I  yet  not  underftand  the  cafe  myfelf. 
By  your  leave,  [^Knocks 
Enter  a  Lady. 
Lady,V\^]\o's  there  that  knocks  ? 
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Clot,  A  gentleman. 
Lady,  No  more? 

Clot,  Yes,  and  a  gentlewoman's  fon. 

Lady.  That's  more 
Than  fome,  \vhore  taylors  areas  dear  as  yours. 
Can  juiliy  boaft  of:  What's  your  lordfliip's  pleafare? 

Clot,  Your  lady's  perfoii :  Is  fhe  ready  ? 

Lady,  Ay,  to  keep  her  chamber. 

Clot,  There's  gold  for  you:  fell  me  your  good  report. 

Lady.  How  !  my  good  name  ?  or  to  report  of  you 

What  I  fhall  think  is  good? — The  princefs  

E7iter  Imogen, 

Clot,  Good-morrow,  fairell  filler:  Your  fweethand. 

Imo.  Good-morrow,  fir:  You  lay  out  too  mucn  pains 
For  purchafing  but  trouble  :  the  thanks  I  give. 
Is  telling  you  that  I  am  poor  of  thanks. 
And  fcarce  can  fpare  thern. 

Clot,  Still,  I  fwear,  I  love  you. 

Imo.  If  you  but  faid  fo,  'tv>  ere  as  deep  ^vit]l  me  : 
If  you  fwear  ftill,  your  recompence  is  flill 
That  I  regard  it  not. 

Cict.  1  hat  is  no  anfwer. 

hno.  But  that  you  fliall  not  fay  I  yield,  being  lilent, 
I  wouM  not  fpeak.    I  pray  you,  fpare  me;  f.uth, 
I  ihall  unfold  equal  difcourteiy 
To  your  bell  kindnefs :  one  of  your  great  knowing 
Should  learn,  being  taught,  forbearance. 

Clot,  To  leave  you  in  your  madnefs,  'twere  my  fin : 
I  will  not. 

Imo,  Fools  are  not  mad  folks. 

Clot.  Do  you  call  me  fool  ? 

hno.  As  I  am  mad,  I  do  : 
If  you'll  be  patient,  I'll  no  more  be  m.ad  ; 
That  cures  us  both.    I  am  much  forry,  fir. 
You  put  me  to  forget  a  lady's  manners. 
By  being  fo  verbal :  and  learn  now,  for  all. 
That  I,  which  know  my  heart,  do  here  pronounce. 
By  the  very  truth  of  it,  I  care  not  for  you; 
And  am  fo  near  the  lack  of  charity, 
(To  accufe  myfelf)  I  hate  you  :  which  I  had  tather 
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You  felt,  than  make 't  my  boaft. 

Clot,  You  {in  againll: 
Obedience,  which  you  owe  your  father.  For 
The  contratl  you  pretend  with  that  bafe  wretch, 
(One,  bred  of  alms,  and  foiler'd  with  cold  diilies. 
With  fcraps  o'  the  court)  it  is  no  contradl,  none; 
And  though  it  be  allo^v'd  in  meaner  parties, 
(Yet  who,  than  he,  more  mean?)  to  knit  their  fouls 
(On  whom  there  is  no  more  dependency 
But  brats  and  beggary)  in  felf  hgur'd  knot ; 
Yet  \  ou  are  curb'd  from  that  enlargement  by 
The  confequence  o*  the  cro^vn  ;  and  muft  not  foil 
The  precious  note  of  it  ^vith  a  bafe  Have, 
A  hilding  for  a  livery,  a  fquire's  cloth, 
A  pantler,  not  fo  eminent. 

Imo.  Prophane  fellow  ! 
Wert  thou  the  fon  of  Jupiter,  and  no  more. 
But  what  thou  art,  befides,  thou  wert  too  bafe 
To  be  his  groom:  thou  wert  dignify  d  enough. 
Even  to  the  point  of  envy,  if 'twere  made 
Comparative  for  your  virtues,  to  be  ftil'd 
The  under-hangman  of  his  kingdom  ;  and  hated 
For  being  preferr'd  fo  well. 

CIct,  The  fouth-fog  rot  him  ! 

I//10.  He  never  can  meet  more  mifchance,  than  come 
To  be  but  nam'd  of  thee.    His  meanell  garment. 
That  ever  had  butclip'd  his  body,  is  dearer. 
In  my  refpedl,  than  all  the  hairs  above  thee. 
Where  they  all  made  fuch  men. — How  now,  Pifanio  ? 
Enter  Pifanio, 

Clot.  His  garment?  Now,  the  devil —  * 

l?no.  To  Dorothy  my  woman  hie  thee  prefently  :— - 

Clot.  His  garment  ? 

Imo.  I  am  fprig  ited  with  a  fool ; 
Frighted,  and  anger'd  m  orfe  : — Go,  bid  my  woman 
Search  for  a  jewel,  that  too  cafually 
Hath  left  mine  arm  ?  it  Nvas  thy  mafter's  :  fhrew  me, 
If  I  would  lofe  it  for  a  revenue 
Of  any  king's  in  Europe,    I  do  think, 
T  faw't  this  morning  :  confident  I  am^ 
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Laft  night  'twas  on  mine  arm ;  I  kifTed  it : 
I  hope,  it  be  not  gone,  to  tell  my  lord 
That  1  kifs  aught  but  him. 
Pzf,  'Twill  not  be  loft. 

Imo,  Ihopefo:  go  and  fearch.  [_Ex:t  Pifan^o. 

Clot,  You  have  abas'd  me:  — 
His  meanell  garment  ? 

Imo,  Ay,  I  faidfo,  fir: 
If  you  will  make 't  an  adion,  call  witn^fs  to  'c. 

Clot,  I  will  inform  your  fatn^^r. 

Imo,  Your  mother  too . 
She's  my  good  lady  ;  and  will  conceive,  I  hope. 
But  the  worft  of  me.    So  I  leave  you,  fir. 
To  the  worft  of  difcontent.  [Exit, 

Clot,  Pll  be  reveng'd  ;— 
His  meaneft  garment?  Well.  \^Exif* 

SCENE  IV. 

Rome,    An  Apartinent  in  Philario^ s  IlGufe^ 
Enter  Pojihumus ,  and  Philario, 

Poji,  Fear  it  not,  fir;  I  would,  I  were  fo  fure 
To  win  the  king,  as  I  am  bold^  her  honour 
V/ill  remain  hers. 

Phil,  What  means  do  you  make  to  him  ? 

PoJi.  Not  any ;  but  abide  the  cliange  of  time ; 
Quake  in  the  prefent  winter's  ftate,  and  ^vifh 
That  warmer  days  would  come:  In  thefe  feared  hopes, 
I  barely  gratify  your  love ;  they  failing, 
I  muft  die  much  your  debtor. 

Phil.  Your  very  goodnefs,  and  your  company, 
O'erpays  all  I  can  do.  By  this,  your  king- 
Hath  heard  of  great  Auguftus:  Caius  Lucius 
Will  do  his  commifiion  thoroughly:  And>  I  think. 
He'll  gram  the  tribute,  fend  the  arrearages. 
Or  look  upon  our  Romans,  whofe  remembrance 
Is  yet  frefti  in  their  grief. 

Poft.  1  do  believe, 
(Statift  though  I  am  nons,  nor  like  to  be) 
That  this  will  prove  a  war ;  and  you  fhall  hear 
The  legions,  now  in  Gallia,  fooaer  landed 
Zz 
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In  our  not-fearing  Britain,  than  have  tidings 

Of  any  penny  tribute  paid.    Our  countrymen 

Are  men  more  order'd,  than  when  Julius  Gsfar 

Smil'd  at  their  lack  of  fkill,  but  found  their  courage 

Worthy  his  frowning  at :  Their  difcipline 

(Now  mingled  Avith  their  courages  will  make  known 

To  their  approvers,  they  are  people,  fuch 

That  mend  upon  the  world. 

Enter  lac  hi  mo, 
PhiL  See!  lachimo! 

Pojt,  The  fwifteil  harts  have  polled  you  by  land; 
And  winds  of  all  the  corners  kifs'd  your  fails. 
To  make  yourvefTel  nimble. 

PhiL  Welcome,  Hr. 

Poji.  I  hope,  the  briefnefs  of  your  anfwer  made 
The  fpeedinefs  of  your  return. 

lach.  Your  lady 
Is  one  of  the  fairefl  that  I  have  look'd  upon. 

Poft,  And,  therewithal,  the  beft  ;  or  let  her  beauty 
Look  through  a  cafement  to  allure  falfe  hearts. 
And  be  falfe  with  them. 

Jach.  Here  are  letters  for  you. 

Pojl,  Their  tenour  good,  I  truft. 

lach,  'Tis  very  like. 

Pofi,  Was  Caius  Lucius  in  the  Britain  court. 
When  you  v>  ere  there  ? 

lach.  He  was  expelled  then, 
Bntnot  approach'd. 

Pojh  Ail  is  well  yet.  

Sparkles  this  Hone  as  it  was  wont?  oris 't  not 
Too  dull  for  your  good  wearing? 

lach.  If  I  have  loft  it, 
I  ftiould  have  loft  the  worth  of  it  in  gold/ 
I'll  make  a  journey  twice  as  far,  to  enjoy 
A  fecond  night  of  fuch  fweet  fhortnefs,  which 
Was  mine  in  Britain?  for  the  ring  is  won. 

Poft,  The  ftone's  too  hard  to  come  by. 

Jach,  Not  a  whit. 
Your  lady  being  fo  eafy. 

Foft,  Make  not,  fir. 
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Your  lofs  your  fport:  I  hope,  you  know  that  we 
Mull  not  continue  friends. 

lach.  Good  fir,  we  muft. 
If  vou  keep  covenant :  Had  I  not  brought 
The  knowlege  of  your  miftrefs  home,  1  gjoxkt 
We  were  to  queftion  further  ;  but  I  now 
Profefs  niyfelf  the  winner  of  her  l|onour. 
Together  with  your  ring ;  and  ndt  the  wronger 
Of  her,  or  you,  having  proceeded  but 
By  both  your  wills. 

Pofl.  If  you  can  make  it  apparent 
That  you  have  tailed  her  in  bed,  my  hand. 
And  ring,  is  yours:  If  not,  the  foul  opinion 
You  had  of  her  pure  honour,  gains  or  lofes 
Your  fword,  or  mine  ;  or  maiterlefs  leaves  both 
To  wholhall  find  them. 

lacb.  Sir,  my  circumllances. 
Being  fo  near  the  truth,  as  1  will  make  them. 
Mull  firll  induce  you  to  believe:  whofe  llrength 
I  will  confirm  with  oath;  which,  1  doubt  not. 
You'll  give  me  leave  to  fpare,  when  you  lhall  find 
You  need  it  not. 

Pofi,  Proceed. 

lach,  Firll,  her  bed  chamber, 
(Where,  1  confefs,  lileptnot;  but,  profefs. 
Had  that  was  well  worth  watching)  it  was  hang'd 
With  tapellry  of  filk  and  filver;  the  Hory 
Proud  Cleopatra,  when  flie  met  her  Roman, 
And  Cydnus  fwell'd  above  the  banks,  or  for 
The  prefs  of  boats,  or  pride:     \  piece  of  work 
So  bravely  done,  fo  rich,  that  it  did  ilrive 
In  workmanlhip  and  value;  which,  I  wonder'd. 
Could  be  fo  rarely  and  exadlly  wrought. 
Since  the  true  life  on 't  was  . 

Pofi,  This  is  true  ; 
And  this  you  might  have  heard  of  here,  by  me. 
Or  by  fome  other. 

lach.  More  particulars 
Muft  juftify  my  knowledge. 

Pojl,  So  they  muft. 
Or  do  your  honour  injury. 
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lach.  The  chimney 
Is  fouth  the  chamber ;  and  the  chimney-piece, 
Charte  Dian,  bathing :  neVer  faw  I  figures 
So  likely  to  report  therrdelves  :■  the  cutter 
Was  as  another  nature,  dumb  ;  out- went  her. 
Motion  and  breath  left  out. 

Poft.  This  is  a  thing. 
Which  you  might  froin  relation  likewife  reap ; 
Being,  as  it  is,  muC'i  fpoke  of. 

lach.   The  roof  o  the  chamber 
Waii  golden  ci  erubims  is  fi  etted  :  Her  andirons 
(1  had  forgot  them)  were  two  winking  Cupids 
Of  jilver,  eacn  on  one  foot  landing,  nicely 
Depcniiing  on  their  brands. 

Foj^,  This  is  Iier  uonour  ! — 
Let  it  be  granted,  you  havefeen  all  this,  (and  praife 
Be  given  to  your  remembrance)  the  delcription 
Of  vviiat  is  in  her  chai:::)er,  nothing  faves 
The  "  ager  you  have  laid. 

lach,  'I  hen,  if  you  can,      [^PidJing  out  the  Bracelet, 
Be-pale  ;  I  beg  but  leave  to  air  thisjewel :  bee  ! — 
And  now  'tis  up  again  :    it  mull  be  married 
To  that  your  diamond  ;  I'ii  keep  them. 

Pofi,  Jove!  

Once  more  let  me  behold  it :  Is  it  that 
Which  1  left  with  her: 

lach.  Sir,  (1  thank  lier)  that: 
She  llripp*d  it  from  ner  arm  ;  I  fee  her  yet; 
Her  pretty  action  did  out-fell  her  gift. 
And  yet  enricii'd  it  too-:  flie  gave  it  me. 
And  laid,  llie  priz'd  it  once. 

PoJ}.  May  be,  fhe  pluck'd  it  off. 
To  fend  it  me. 

lach.  bhe  writes  fo  to  you?  doth  ilie  ? 

Pofl,  O,  no,  no,  no;    'tis  true.    Here  take  this 
too;  [Gives  the  ri^g. 

It  is  a  bafililk  unto  mine  eye. 
Kills  ire  to  look  on't : — Let  there  be  no  honour. 
Where  there  is  beauty  ;  truth,  where  fembiance ;  love. 
Where  there's  another  man : — The  vows  of  women 
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Of  no  more  bondage  be,  to  where  they  are  made. 
Than  they  are  to  their  virtues ;  which  is  nothing ; — » 
O,  above  meafure  fallt;! 

PhiL  Have  patience,  fir. 
And  take  your  ring  agan  ;  'tis  not  yet  wen  : 
It  may  be  probable,  Ihe  loft  it ;  or, 
Who  knows  if  one  of  her^wornen,  being  corrupted. 
Hath  ftolen  it  from  her. 

Pojl.  Very  true ; 
And  fo,  I  hope,  became  by't : — Back  my  ring  ; — 
Render  to  me  fome  corporal  fign  about  her, 
Pvlore  evident  than  this :  for  this  wasftolen. 

lach.  By  Jupiter,  I  had  it  from  her  arm. 

Pofl.  Hark  you,  he  fwears ;  by  Jupiter  he  fwears. 
'Tis  true  ; — nay,  keep  the  ring — 'tis  true  :  1  am  fure^ 
She  could  not  lofe  it :  her  attendants  are 
All  fworn,  and  honourable : — They  induc'd  to  fleal  it ! 
And  by  a  ftranger  ? — No  ;  he  hath  enjoy'd  her  : 
jTne  cognizance  of  her  incontinency 
'Is  this — fhe  hath  bought  the  name  of  whore  thus  dearly^ 
There,  take  thy  hire ;  and  all  the  fiends  of  hell 
Divide  themfelves  between  you  ! 

Phil.  Sir,  be  patient: 
This  is  not  ftrong  enough  to  be  believ'd 
Of  one  perfuaded  well  of  

Pofl,  Never  talk  on't: 
She  hath  beencolted  by  him. 

lach.  If  you  feek 
For  further  fatisfying,  under  her  breaft, 
(Worthy  the  prefnng)  lies  a  mole,  right  proud 
Of  that  moll  delicate  lodging  :  By  my  life, 
I  kifs'd  it ;  and  it  gave  me  prefent  hunger 
To  feed  again,  though  full.    You  do  remember 
This  ftain  upon  her? 

Poft.  Ay,  and  it  doth  confirm 
Another  flain,  as  big  as  hell  can  hold. 
Were  there  no  more  but  it. 

lach.  Will  you  hear  more  ? 

Pojl.  Spare  your  arithmetic  :  never  count  the  turns ; 
Once^  and  a  million ! 
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lach.  I'll  be  fv'orrx,  

Vojfi,  No  fvvearing  : — 
If  you  will  f^vear  you  have  not  done  't,  you  lye  ; 
And  I  will  kill  thee,  if  thou  doll  deny 
Thou* hall  made  me  cuckold. 

lach,  I  will  deny  nothing. 

Poji,       that  I  had  her  here,  to  tear  her  limb-meal! 
I  will  go  there,  an  do  't  i'  tJie  court;  before 
Her  father  : — I'll  do  fomething   {Exit, 

Phil,  Quite  befides 
The  government  of  patience  ! — You  have  won  : 
Let's  follow  him,  and  pervert  the  prefent  wrath 
He  hatji  againfl  himfelf. 

lach.  With  all  my  heart.  \Exeunt. 

SCENE  V. 

Another  Room  in  Philario' s  Houfe, 
Enter  Pcjihutnus, 
Pcfi,  Is  there  no  way  for  men  to  be,  but  women 
Maft  be  half- workers  ?    We  are  all  baH.irds  j 
And  that  moH  venerable  man,  vv  hich  i 
Did  call  my  father,  vv  as  I  Know  not  where 
W^hen  I  was  fiamp'd  ;  fome  ccincr  v  ith  his  tools 
Made  me  a  counterfeit :  Yet  my  mother  feem'd 
The  Dian  of  that  tim.e  :  fo  doth  my  wife 
The  non-pareii  of  this. — Oh  vengeance,  vengeance! 
Me  of  my  lawful  pleafure  fhe  reitrain'd. 
And  pr-y'd  me,  oft,  forbearance:  did  i^^^ith 
A  prudency  fo  rofy,  the  fv/eet  view  on't 
Might  well  have  warm'dold  Saturn  ;  thati  thoughther 
As  chafle  as  unfunn'd  fnov.  ; — all  the  devils ! — 
This  yellovy'  lachimo,  in  an  hour, — ^.tas  'tnot?-— 
Or  leis, — at  nril:  Perchance  he  fpoke  not;  but. 
Like  a  full-acorn'd  boar,  a  Gciman  one, 
Crv'd,  '  oh!  and  mounted    found  no  oppofition 
But  what  he  look  d  forfhould  oppofe.  and  fne 
Should  from  encounter  guard.    Could  I  find  out 
The  v/oman's  part  in  me  !  For  there's  no  motion 
That  tends  to  vice  in  man,  but  I  affirm 
It  is  the  woman's  part :  Be  't  lying,  note  it. 
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The  woman's;  flattering   hers;  deceiving,  hers; 
Lull- and  r.:n'  thoagiUs,  hers,  hers;  revenges,  hers; 
Ambiuons.  covttiags.  change  of  prides,  diidain, 
Nice  longings,  flanders,  maubi  uy. 
All  fauki;  that  may  be  nam'd,  nay,  that  hell  knows, 
Wiiy,  hers,  in  part,  or  all ;  but,  rather,  all  : 
J^'or  even  to  vice 

Taey  are  not  confl:ant,  but  are  changing  ftill 

One  vice,  but  of  a  minute  old,  for  one 

Not  half  fo  old  as  that.    Til  write  againft  them, 

Detefl  them,  curfe  them  : — Yet  'tis  greater  ikill 

In  a  true  hate,  to  pray  they  have  their  will : 

The  very  devils  cannot  plague  them  better.  [Exifj, 
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ACT    III.       SCENE  I. 
^ Cymbeline* s  Palace, 

Entey,   in  fiate,  Cymhellne,    ^een,  Cloten,  and  Lords^ 
at  one  dour  J  and  at  another ,  Caius  Lucius ,  and  At 
tendants, 

C        iVT  ^  ^  what  would  Auguflus  Csefar 

x\  with  us  ? 

Luc,  When  Julius  Csefar  (whofe  remembrance  yet 
Lives  in  men's  eyes  ;  and  will  to  ears,  and  tongues^ 
Be  theme,  and  hearing  ever)  ^^  as  in  this  Britain, 
And  conquer'd  it,  Caffibelan,  thine  uncle, 
(Famous  in  C  cfar's  praifes,  no  whit  lefs 
Than  in  his  feats  deferving  it)  for  him. 
And  his  fucceffion,  granted  Home  a  tribute. 
Yearly  three  thoufand  pounds  ;  which  by  thee  lately 
Is  left  untender'd. 

^een.  And,  to  kill  the  marvel. 
Shall  be  fo  ever. 

Clot.  There  be  many  C?^fars, 
Ere  fuch  another  Julius.    Britain  is 
A  world  by  itfelf;  and  we  v/iil  nothing  pay 
For  wearing  our  own  nofes. 
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Queen,  That  opportunity, 
Which  then  they  had  to  take  from  us,  to  refume 
We  have  again. — Remember,  fir,  my  liege. 
The  kings  your  anceflors  ;  together  with 
The  natural  bravery  of  your  ille  ;  which  Hands 
As  Neptune's  park,  ribbed  and  paled  in 
With  rocks  unfcalable,  and  roaring  waters  ; 
With  fands,  that  will  not  bear  your  enemies'  boats. 
But  fuck  them  up  to  the  top-maft.  A  kind  of  conqueft 
C^efarmade  here  ;  but  m.ade  not  here  his  brag 
Of,  came,  and  fa^y  and  overca?ne  ;  with  fhame 
(The  firft  that  ever  touch'd  him)  he  was  carried 
From  off  our  coail,  twice  beaten ;  and  his  fhipping, 
(Poor  ignorant  baubles  on  our  terrible  feas. 
Like  egg-Qiells  mov'd  upon  their  furges,  crack'd 
As  eafily  'gainft  our  rocks :  For  joy  whereof 
The  fam'd  CafTibelan,  who  was  once  at  point 
(O,  giglet  fortune  !)  to  mailer  C^far's  fword. 
Made  Lud's  town  with  rejoicing  files  bright. 
And  Britons  flrut  with  courage. 

Clot,  Come,  there's  no  more  tribute  to  be  paid : 
Our  kingdom  is  llronger  than  it  was  at  that  time  ;  and, 
as  I  ftid,  there  is  no  more  fuch  Csfars :  o-ther  of  them 
may  have  crook'd  nofes:  but,  to  own  fuch  fcrait  arms, 
j>one. 

Gym,  Son,  let  your  mother  end. 

Clot,  We  have  yet  many  among  us  can  gripe  as  hard 
zs  Caffibelan:  I  do  not  fay,  I  am  one;  but  I  have  a 

hand  Why  tribute?  why  fhould  we  pay  tribute? 

If  Ccnfar  can  hide  the  fun  from  us  with  a  blanket,  or 
put  the  moon  in  his  pocket,  we  will  pay  him  tribute 
for  light;  elfe,  fir,  no  more  tribute,  pray  you  now. 

Cym,  You  muft  know. 
Till  the  injurious  Roman  did  extort 
This  tribute  from  us,  we  were  free:  Ccsfar's  ambition, 
(Which  rvvc)rd  fo  much,  that  it  did  almofl  llretch 
The  ndes  o'  the  world)  agaiaft  all  colour,  here 
Did  put  the  yoke  upon  us ;  which  to  fiiake  off. 
Becomes  a  warlike  people,  whom  w^e  reckon 
Ourlclves  to  be  ;  we  do.    Say  then  to  C?:far, 
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Our  ancellor  was  that  Mulmutius,  which 
Ordaiu'd  our  laws ;  whofe  ufe  the  fword  of  Cfsfar 
Hath  too  much  mangled ;  whofe  repair,  and  franchifis, 
Shall,  by  the  power  we  hold,  be  our  good  deed. 
Though  Rome  be  therefore  angry.  Mulmutius  made 
our  laws. 

Who  was  the  firfl  of  Britain,  which  did  put 
His  brows  within  a  golden  crown,  and  call'd 
Himfelf  a  king. 

Luc.  I  am  forry,  Cymbeline 
That  I  am  to  pronounce  Auguflus  Ca^far 
(Cssfar,  that  hath  more  kings  his  fervants,  than 
Thyfelf  domellic  officers)  thine  enemy: 
Receive  it  from  me  then : — War,  and  confufioii> 
In  Cssfar's  name  pronounce  I  'gainfl:  thee:  loofc 
For  fury  not  to  be  refilled: — Thus  defy'd, 
I  thank  thee  for  myfelf. 

Cym.  Thou  art  v/elcome,  Caius. 
Thy  Crsfar  knighted  me ;  my  youth  I  .pent 
Much  under  him  :  of  him  I  gather'd  honour ; 
Which  he,  to  feekof  me  again,  perforce. 
Behoves  me  keep  at  utterance.    I  am  perfedl. 
That  the  Pannonians  and  Dalmatians,  for 
Their  liberties,  are  now  in  arms,:  a  precedent 
Which  not  to  read,  would  fhew  the  Britons  cold; 

i    So  Cjsfar  fhall  not  find  them. 

i  ^     Luc,  Let  proof  fpea'k. 

j  Clot,  His  majelty  bids  you  welcome.  Make  paflime 
v/ith  us  a  day,  or  two,  or  longer:  If  you  feek  us  af- 
terwards in  other  terms,  you  fnall  find  us  in  our  fak- 
water-girdle:  if  you  beat  us  out  of  it,  it  is  yours;  if 
you  fall  in  the  adventure,  our  crows  lhall  fare  the 
better  for  you ;  and  there's  an  end. 
Luc,  So,  lir. 

Cym,  I  knov/  your  mailer's  pleafure,  and  he  mine : 
All  the  remain  is,  welcome.  \^Exeunu 

,  SCENE  n 

I  Another  Room,    Enter  Fifanio, 

K  Pif^  How!  of  adultery?  V/herefore  write  yon  not 

;  Vol.  VII,  A  a 
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What  monllers  her  accufe  ? — Leonatus  t 

0  mailer  !  what  a  ftrange  infedion 

is  fallen  into  thy  ear?    Whatfalfe  Italian 

(Aspoifonous  tongu'd,  as  handed)  hath  prevail'd 

On  thy  too  ready  hearing  ? — Dilloyal  ?  No  : 

She's  punifti'd  for  her  truth;  and  undergoes. 

More  goddefs-like  than  wife-like,  fuch  affaults 

As  would  take  in  fome  virtue. — O  my  mafter  1 

Thy  mind  to  her  is  now  as  low,  as  were 

Thy  fortunes. — How !  that  I  Ihould  murder  her  ? 

Upon  the  love,  and  truth,  and  vows,  which  I 

Have  made  to  thy  command  ? — I,  her  ? — her  blood  ? 

If  it  be  fo  to  do  good  fervice,  never 

Let  me  be  counted  ferviceable.    How  look  I, 

That  I  Ihould  feem  to  lack  humanity. 

So  much  as  this  fa6l  comes  to  ? — '  Do't  :  The  ktter 

*  That  I  have  fent  her,  by  her  own  command, 
'  Shall  give  thee  opportunity  — O  damn'd  paper! 
Black  as  the  ink  that's  on  thee !  Senfelefs  bauble  ! 
Art  thou  a  feodary  for  this  ad,  and  look'ft 
So  virgin-like  without?    Lo,  here  fhe  comes. 
Enter  Imogen. 

1  am  ignorant  in  what  I  am  commanded. 
Imo.  How  now,  Pifanio  ? 

Pif,  Madam,  here  is  a  letter  from  my  lord. 

Imo.  Who?  thy  lord?  that  is  my  lord?  Leonatus? 
O,  learn'd  indeed  were  that  aftronomer. 
That  knew  the  ftars,  as  I  his  charadlers  ; 

He'd  lay  the  future  open.  You  good  gods. 

Let  what  is  here  contain'd  relifh  of  love. 

Of  my  lord's  health,  of  his  content, — yet  not. 

That  we  two  are  afunder,  let  that  grieve  him! 

(Some  griefs  are  medicinable  ;  that  is  one  of  them. 

For  it  doth  ph-fic  love) — of  his  content. 

All  but  in  that! — Good  wax,  thy  leave:  Bled  be 

You  bees,  that  make  thefe  locks  of  counfell  LoverS; 

And  men  in  dangerous  bonds,  pray  not  alike  ; 

Though  forfeiters  you  caft  in  prifon,  yet 
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Youclafp  young  Cupid's  tables.  Good  news,  gods! 

[  Reading, 

*  Juilice,  and  your  father's  wrath,  fhould  he  take 

*  me  ill  his  dominion,  could  not  be  fo  cruel  to  me,  as 

*  you,  O  the  dearefl:  of  creatures,  would  even  renew 
^  me  with  your  eyes.  Take  notice,  that  I  am  in  Cam- 
'  bria,  at  Milford-Haven  :  What  your  own  love  will, 
'  out  of  this,  advife  you,  follow.  So,  he  wiihes  you 
'  all  happinefs,  that  remains  loyal  to  his  vow,  and 

*  your,  increafing  in  love, 

'  Leonatus  Posthumus.* 

O,  for  a  horfe  with  wings  1  -Hear'ft  thou,  Pifanioi* 

He  is  at  Milford-Haven:  Read,  and  tell  me 

How  far  'tis  thither.    If  one  of  mean  affairs 

May  plod  it  in  a  week,  why  may  not  1 

Glide  thither  in  a  day  ? — Then,  true  Pifanio, 

(Who  long'fl,  like  me,  to  fee  thy  lord  ;  who  iong'll — 

O,  let  me  'bate, — but  not  like  me  :  yet  long'ft — 

But  in  a  fainter  kind  : — O,  not  like  me  ; 

For  mine's  beyond,  beyond,)  fay,  and  fpeak  thick, 

(Love's  counfellcr  Ihould  fill  the  bores  of  hearing. 

To  the  fmothering  of  the  fenfe)  how  far  it  is 

To  this  fame  blelTed  Milford  :    And,  by  the  way 

Tell  me  how  Wales  was  made  fo  happy,  as, 

To  inherit  fuch  haven  ;    But,  firfl  of  all. 

How  v/e  may  Real  from  hence  ;  and,  for  the  gap 

That  we  fnali  make  in  time,  from  our  hence-going 

Till  our  return,  to  excufe  : — but  f^ril,  how  get  hence; 

Why  fhould  excufe  be  born  or  e'er  begot? 

We'll  talk  of  that  hereafter.    Pr'ythee,  fpeak. 

How  many  fcore  of  miles  may  we  w^ell  ride 

'Twixt  hour  and  hour? 

Pif.  One  fcore,  'twixt  fun  and  fun. 
Madam 's,  enough^for  you ;  and  too  much  too. 

Imo.  Why,  one  that  rode  to  his  execution,  man. 
Could  never  go  fo  flow  ;  I  have  heard  of  riding  wagers. 
Where  horfes  have  been  nimbler  than  the  fands 
That  run  i'  the  clock's  behalf: — Bat  this  is  foolery 
Go,  bid  my  woman  feign  a  ficknefs  ;  fay 
She'U  home  to  her  father:  and  provide mc,  prefently. 
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A  riding  fuit:  no  coillicr  than  would  fit 
A  franklin's  houfewife. 

Pif,  Madam,  your're  bell  conilder. 

Imo.  I  fee  before  me,  man,  nor  here,  nor  here. 
Nor  what  enfues ;  but  have  a  fog  in  them. 
That  I  cannot  look  through.    Away,  I  pr'ytheej 
Bo  as  I  bid  thee  :    There's  no  more  to  fay ; 
Acceffible  is  none  but  Milford  way.  {_Kxeuni, 

s  c  E  N  E  ni. 

Changes  to  a  Foreji  in  Wales,  njjith  a  Cave, 
Enter  Belarius y  GuideriuSy  and  Arnjiragiis, 

BeL  A  goodly  day  not  to  keep  houfe,  v/ith  fuch 
Yvhofe  roofs  as  low  as  ours !  Stoop,  boys  :  This  gate 
Jnih'udls  you  how  to  adore  the  heavens :  and  bows  you 
To  morning's  holy  office  :    The  gates  of  monarchs  • 
Are  arch'd  fo  high,  that  giants  may  jet  through 
And  keep  their  impious  turbands  on,  without 
Good  morrow  to  the  fun. — Hail,  thou  fair  heaven  ! 
We  houfe  i'the  reck,  yet  ufe  thee  not  fo  hardly 
As  prouder  livers  do. 

Quid.  Hail,  heav^enl 

Ar^-v,  Hail,  heaven  ! 

BeL  Now  for  cur  mountain  fport :  Up  to  yon  hill. 
Your  legs  are  youngs  I'll  tread thefe  flats.  Confider^ 
When  you  above  perceive  me  like  a  crow^. 
That  it  is  place,  which  lefTens,  and  fets  off. 
And  you  may  then  revolve  vvhat  tales  I  have  told  you. 
Of  courts,  of  princes,  of  the  tricks,  in  war  : 
This  fervice  is  notfervice,  fo  being  done. 
But  being  fo  allow'd  :    To  apprehend  tr.us. 
Draw  s  us  a  profit  from  all  things  we  fee  : 
And  often,  to  our  comfort,  fliallw  efind 
The  fharded  beetle  in  a  fafer  hold 
Than  is  the  fuU-wing'd  eagle,    O,  this  life 
Is  nobler,  than  attending  tor  a  check; 
Richer,  than  doing  nothing  for  a  babe; 
Prouder,  than  ruflling  in  unpaid-for  fiik: 
Such  gain  the  cap  of  him,  that  makes  them  fine, 
Yet  keeps  his  book  uacrofs'd  :  no  life  to  ours. 
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fledg'd. 

Have  never  wing'd  from  view  0'  the  neft ;  nor  know  not 

What  air's  from  home.    Haply,  this  life  is  bell. 

If  quiet  life  be  beil ;  fweeter  to  you. 

That  have  a  iharper  kno^^n;  well  correfponding 

With  your  ftifFage  :  but,  unto  us,  it  is 

A  cell  of  ignorance  ;  travelling  abed ; 

A  prifon  for  a  debtor,  that  not  dares 

To  ftride  a  limit. 

Ar^u,  ¥/ hat  Ihould  we  fpeak  of. 
When  v/e  are  as  old  as  you?    When  we  ftiall  hear 
The  rain  and  wind  beat  dark  December,  how. 
In  this  our  pinching  cave,  {hall  we  difcourfe 
The  freezing  hours  away  ?    We  have  feen  nothing  : 
We  are  beaftly  ;  fubtle  as  the  fox,  for  prey  ; 
Like  warlike  as  the  wolf,  for  vvhat  we  eat: 
Our  valour  is,  to  chace  what  flies;  our  cage 
V/e  make  a  quire,  as  doth  the  prifon'd  bird, 
And  ling  our  bondage  freely. 

Bel.  Hov7  you  fpe^k! 
Did  you  but  know  the  city's  ufuries. 
And  felt  th.em  kjiowingly  :  the  art  o'  the  court. 
As  hard  to  leave,  as  keep:  v/hofe  top  to  climb 
Is  certain  falling,  or  fo  ilippery,  that 
The  fear's  as  bad  as  falling :  the  toil  of  the  war, 
A  pain  that  only  feems  to  feek  out  danger 
1'  the  name  of  fame,and  honour;  which  dies  i'  thefearch; 
And  hath  as  oft  a  flanderous  epitaph. 
As  record  of  fairadl;  nay,  many  times. 
Doth  ill  deferve  by  doing  well ;  what's  worfe, 
Muft  curtfy  at  thecenfure:-— O,  boys,  thisftory 
The  world  may  read  in  me:    My  body's  mark'd 
With  Roman  fwords ;  and  my  report  was  once 
FirR  with  the  beftof  note :  Cyrnbeline  lov'd  me; 
And  when  a  foldier  was  the  theme,  my  name 
Was  not  far  off:  Then  was  1  as  a  tree, 
Whofe  boughs  did  bend  with  fruit ;  but,  ip  one  niglvt, 
A  fcorm,  or  robbery,  call  it  what  you  will. 
Shook  down  my  mellow  hang^ings,  nay,  n\y  leaves^ 
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And  left  me  bare  to  weather. 
Guid.  Uncertain  favour! 

BeL  My  fault  being  nothing  (as  I  have  told  you  oft) 
But  that  two  villains,  whofe  falfe  oaths  prevailed 
Before  my  perfe6l  honour,  fwore  to  Cymbeiine, 
I  was  confederate  with  the  Romans:  fo, 
Follow'd  my  banifhment;  and,  thefe  twenty  years, 
This  rock,  and  thefe  demefnes,  have  been  my  world: 
Where  I  have  liv*d  at  honeft  freedom  ;  pay'd 
More  pious  debts  to  heaven,  than  in  all 
The  fore-end  of  my  time.— But,  up  to  the  mountains; 
This  is  not  hunter's  language:  He,  that  ftrikes 
The  venifon  firft,  ihall  be  the  lord  o'  the  feaft; 
To  him  the  other  two  lhall  minifter ; 
And  we  will  fear  no  poifon,  which  attends 
In  place  of  greater  ftatc.    I'll  meet  you  in  the  valleys. 

\^Exeunt  Quid,  and  Aw, 
How  hard  it  is,  to  hid6  the  fparks  of  nature! 
Thefe  boys  know  little,  they  arc  fons  to  the  king ; 
Nor  Cymbeiine  dreams  that  they  are  alive. 
They  think,  they  are  mine:  and,  though  trained  up 
thus  meanly 

V  the  cave,  wherein  they  bow,  their  thoughts  do  hit 

The  roofs  of  palaces ;  and  nature  prompts  them. 

In  nmple  and  low  things,  to  prince  it,  much 

Beyond  the  trick  of  others.  This  Polydore, — 

The  heir  of  Cymbeiine  and  Britain,  whom 

The  king  his  fither  call'd  Guiderius,— Jove  ! 

When  on  my  three-foot  ftool  I  fit^  and  tell 

The  warlike  feats  I  have  done,  his  fpirits  fly  out 

Into  my  ftory  :  fay, — Thus  mine  enemy  fell-. 

And  thus  I  fet  my  foot  on  his  neck',  even  then 

The  princely  blood  flows  in  his  cheek,  he  fweats, 

Strains  his  young  nerves,  and  puts  himfelf  in  pollure 

That  ads  my  words.    The  younger  brother,  Cadvvai, 

fOnce,  Arviragus)  in  as  like  a  figure, 

JStrikes  life  into  my  fpeech,  and  Ihews  much  more 

His  ov.'n  conceiving.    Hark !  the  game  is  rouz'd !  — 

O  Cymbeiine  1  heaven,  and  my  confcience,  knows, 

ThowdidH  unjuftly  banifhme:  whereon,  ^ 
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At  three,  and  two  years  old,  I  Hole  thefe  babes  ; 

Thinking  to  bar  thee  of  fuccelTior,  as 

Thou  reft'fl  me  of  my  lands.  Euriphile, 

Thou  waft  their  nurfe ;  they  took  thee  for  their  mother. 

And  every  day  do  honour  to  her  grave : 

Myfelf  Belarius,  that  am  Morgan  call 'd. 

They  take  for  natural  father.    The  game  is  up.  \^Exit. 

SCENE  IV. 

Near  Milford- Haven, 
Enter  Pifanio  and  Imogen » 
Imo,  Thou  told'fl  me,  when  we  came  from  horfe, 
the  place 

Was  near  at  hand: — Ne'er  long'd  my  mother  fo 

To  fee  me  firft,  as  I  have  now      Pifanio!  Man! 

Where  is  Pofthumus?  What  is  in  thy  mind. 

That  makes  thee  ftare  thus  ?  Wherefore  breaks  that  figh 

From  the  inward  of  thee  ?  One,  but  painted  thus. 

Would  be  interpreted  a  thing  perplex'd 

Beyond  felf-explication :  Put  thyfelf 

Into  a  'haviour  of  lefs  fear,  ere  wildnefs 

Vanquifh  my  ftaider  fenfes.     What's  the  matter? 

Why  tender'ft  thou  that  paper  to  me,  v.  ith 

A  look  untender  ?  If  it  be  fummer  news. 

Smile  to 't  before:  IfAvinterly,  thou  need'ft 

But  keep  that  countenance  ftilL— -My  hufoand's  hand! 

That  drug-damn'd  Italy  hath  out-crafted  him. 

And  he's  at  fome  hardpoint,— Speak,  man;  thy  tongue 

May  take  oir  fome  extremity,  which  to  read 

Would  be  even  mortal  to  me. 

Fif.  Pleafe  you,  read  ; 
And  you  fnall  find  me,  wretched  man,  a  thing 
The  moft  difdain'd  of  fortune. 

Imogen  reads. 

Thy  7niftref5y  Pifanio,  hath  played  the  jirumfet  in  my 
led ;  the  tejtimomes  ^-whereof  lie  bleeding  in  me,  1  fpeak 
not  out  of  ^-week  furmifes  j  but  from  proof  as  frong  as  my 
grief y  and  as  certain  as  1  expect  my  revenge.  That  part, 
thou,  Pifavio,  muji  aci  for  me,  if  thy  faith  be  not  tainted 
^ith  the  breach  of  hers.    Let  thine  ov^ui  hands  take  a^x^ay 
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her  life :  I  Jhall  gl^e  thee  opportunity  at  Milford-Ha'ven  : 
Jhe  hath  my  letter  for  the  purpofe  \  Where,  if  thcu  fear  to 
Jirike,  and  to  make  me  certain  it  is  done,  thou  art  the 
pandar  to  her  dijhonour,  and  equally  to  me  difoyaL 

Pif  V/hat  ihall  \  need  to  draw  my  fword  t  the  paper 

Hath  cut  her  throat  already.  No,  'tis  Hander ; 

Whofe  edge  is  Iharper  than  the  fwond ;  whole  tongue 
O'jt-venoms  all  the  worms  of  Nile ;  v/hofe  breath 
Rides  on  the  pofiing  winds,  and  doth  belye 
All  corners  of  the  world  :  kings,  queens,  and  ilates. 
Maids,  matrons,  nay,  the  fecrets  of  the  grave 
This  viperous  ilander  enters.— What  cheer,  madam  ? 

Imo.  Falfe  to  his  bed  !  VAhat  is  it,  to  be  falfe  ? 
To  lie  in  watch  there,  and  to  think  on  him  ? 
To  weep  'twixt  clock  and  clock?  1  f  lleep  charge  nature^ 
To  break  it  w  ith  a  fearful  dream  of  him. 
And  cry  myfelf  awake  ?  that's  filfe  to  his  bed  > 
Id  it? 

Pif,  Alas,  rood  ladv  ! 

i.7io,  1  faiie  :   l  ay  conrcience  witnefs  :— lachimo, 
Thou  didfc  accufe  him  of  incoDtinency ; 
Thou  then  Icok'dil-  like  a  villain  ;  now,  methinks. 
Thy  favour's  gcod  enough.— -Some  jay  of  Italy, 
Whofe  mother  was  her  painting,  hath  betrayed  him  : 
Poor  1  am  ilale,  a  garment  out  of  fafhion  ; 
And,  for  1  ^m  richer  than  to  hang  by  the  walls, 
I  mult  be  ript :-— to  pieces  with  me  !— 
Men's  vows  are  v/omen's  traitors  1  All  good  feeming, 
Bv  thy  revolt,  O  hufoand,  Hiali  be  thought 
Put  on  for  villainy  ;  not  born,  vv  here't  grows. 
But  worn,  a  bait  for  ladies. 

Pif  Good  madam,  hear  me. 

Imo,  True  honefl  men  being  heard,  like  falfe  >Sneas, 
Were,  in  his  time,  tln.'Ught  faife  :  and  Sinon's  weeping 
Did  fcandai  many  a  hciy  tear;  took  pity 
From  mod  true  wretchednefs :  So,  thou,  Pofthumus, 
Wilt  lay  the  leaves  on  all  prt^per  men  ; 
Goodly,  and  gallant,  fhall  be  falfe  and  perjur'd. 
From  thy  great  fail  -—Come,  fellow,  be  thcu  honel^ : 
Do  thou  thy  mailer's  bidding  :  When  thou  fee'it  hii:s> 
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A  little  vvitnefs  my  obedience  :  liOok  ! 
I  drav/  the  fword  myfelf:  take  it;  and  hit 
The  innocent  manlion  of  my  love,  my  heart: 
Fear  not ;  *tis  empty  of  all  things,  but  grief : 
Thy  mailer  is  not  there  ;  who,  was  indeed. 
The  riches  of  it :  Do  his  bidding,  Urike. 
Thou  may'ft  be  valiant  in  a  better  caufe  ; 
But  now  thou  fecm'il  a  coward. 

Pif.  Kence  vile  inilrument ! 
Thou  ih.alt  not  damn  mine  hand. 

Imo,  Why,  I  muil  die  ; 
And  if  1  do  not  by  thy  hand,  thou  art 
No  fervant  of  thy  maker's :  Againft  felf-flaughter 
There  is  a  prohibition  fo  divine. 

That  cravens  my  weak  hand.  Come,  here's  my  heart; — 
Something's  afore't: — Soft,  foft;  we'll  no  defence  ; 

Obedient  as  the  fcabbard.  What  is  here  ? 

The  fcriptures  of  the  loyal  Leonatus, 

Allturn'd  to  herefy  ?  Avv  ay,  avv'ay. 

Corrupters  of  my  faith  !  you  flnali  no  more 

Be  ftomachers  to  my  heart !  Thus  may  poor  fools 

Believe  falfe  teachers:  Though  thofe  that  are  betray'd 

Do  feel  the  treaion  fiiarply,  yet  the  traitor 

Stands  in  v/orfe  cafe  of  woe. 

And  thou,  Polihumus,  that  diddcR-  fet  up 

My  difobedience  'gainil  the  king  my  father^ 

And  niad'fl:  me  put  into  contempt  the  fuits 

Of  princely  fjllovv's,  lhalt  hereafter  iind 

It  is  no  act  of  common  paffige,  but 

A  ftrain  of  rarcnefs  :  and  I  grieve  myfclf^ 

To  think,  v^  hen  thou  fhalt  be  difedg'd  by  her 

That  now  thou  tir'll:  on,  how  thy  memory 

V7ill  then  be  pang'd  by  me. — Pr'ythee,  difpatch  : 

The  lamb  entreats  the  butcher.    Where's  thy  knife  ^ 

Thou  art  t('0  fiow  to  do  thy  mailer's  bidding. 

When  I  defire  it  too. 

Pif.  O  gracious  lady  ! 
Since  1  receiv'd  command  to  do  this  burmefs, 
I  have  not  Hept  one  wink. 

Imo.  Do't,  and  to  bed  then. 
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Pif.  ril  wake  mine  eye-balls  blind  nnl. 

Imo,  V/herefore  then 
Did'ft  undertake  it  ?  Why  haft  thou  abus'd 
So  many  miles,  with  a  pretence  ?  this  place? 
Mine  adlion,  and  thine  own?  our  horfes  labour  ? 
The  time  inviting  thee  ?  the  perturb'd  court;, 
For  my  being  abfent,  whereunto  I  never 
Purpofe  return  ?  Vv^hy  hall  thou  gone  fo  far. 
To  be  unbent,  when  thou  haft  ta'en  thy  iland, 
The  ejed>ed  deer  before  thee  ? 

Pif.  But  to  win  time 
To  iofe  fo  bad  employment :  in  the  which 
1  haveconfidercd  of  a  courfe  ;  Good  lady. 
Hear  me  with  patience. 

Imo,  Talk  thy  tongue  weary  ;  fpeak  : 
1  have  heard,  1  am  a  flrumpet  ;  and  mine  ear. 
Therein  falfe  llruck,  can  take  no  greater  Vx'ound, 
Nor  tent  to  bottom  that.    Eut  fpeak. 

Pif,  Then,  m.adam, 
I  thought  you  would  not  back  again. 

Imo.  Moft  like  ; 
Bringing  me  here  to  kill  me. 

Pif  Not  fo,  neither: 
But  if  I  were  as  v/ife  as  honeft,  then 
My  purpofe  v/culd  prove  well.    It  cannot  be. 
But  that  my  miafler  ib  abus'd : 
Some  villain,  ay,  and  fingular  in  his  art, 
Hath  done  you  both  this  curfed  injury. 

I^do.  Some  Roman  courtezan. 

Pif  No,  on  my  life, 
ril  give  but  notice  you  are  dead,  and  fend  him 
Some  bloody  fign  of  it;  for  'tis  commanded 
I  ihould  do  fo.'^You  fhall  be  mifs'd  at  court. 
And  that  will  well  confirm  it. 

Imo,  Why,' good  fellow, 
What  ihall  I  do  the  while?  Where  bide  ?  How  live 
Or  in  my  life  what  comfort,  when  I  am 
Dead  to  my  hufband? 

Pif  If  you'll  back  to  the  court, — 

1/710,  No  court,  no  father;  nor  no  more  ado 
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With  that  harlfi,  noble,  fi;.i|  ie,  nothing; 
That  Cioten,  whofe  Icve-luit  hath  been  to  me 
As  fearful  as  a  i^ege. 

Pif.  If  not  at  court. 
Then  not  in  Britain  mull  you  bide. 

Imo,  Where  then  ? 
Hath  Britain  all  the  fun  that  fliines?  Day,  nighty 
Are  they  not  but  in  Britain?  V  the  world's  volume 
Our  Britain  feems  as  of  it,  but  not  in  it; 
In  a  great  pool,  afwan'sneft:  Pr'ythee,  think 
There's  livers  out  of  Britain. 

Pif,  I  am  moft  glad 
You  think  of  other  place.    The  ambaflador, 
Tucius  the  Roman,  comes  to  Milford-Haven 
To-morrow  :  Now,  if  you  could  wear  a  mind 
Dark  as  your  fortune  is  ;  and  but  difguife 
That,  which,  to  appear  itfelf,  muft  not  yet  be. 
But  by  feif-danger ;  you  Ihould  tread  a  courfe 
Pretty,  and  full  of  view  ;  yea,  haply,  near 
The  refidence  of  Pofthumus ;  fo  nigh  ,  at  leaft, 
Tliat  though  his  aftions  were  not  vifible,  yet 
P^eport  (hould  render  him  hourly  to  your  ear, 
i\s  truly  as  he  moves. 

Imo.  O,  for  fuch  means  1 
Though  peril  to  my  modefty,  not  death  on't, 
I  would  adventure. 

Pif,  Well,  then,  here's  the  point  : 
You  rnuft  forget  to  be  a  woman  ;  change 
Command  into  obedience  ;  fear,  and  nicenefs., 
(The  handmaids  of  all  women,  or,  more  truly. 
Woman  its  pretty  felf)  into  a  Avaggifn  courage: 
Ready  in  gybes,  quick -anfwer'd,  fiucy,  and 
As  quarrellous  as  the  weazel :  nay,  you  muft 
Forget  that  rarefl  treafure  of  your  cheek, 
Expofmgit,  (but,  O,  the  harder  heart ! 
Alack,  no  remedy)  to  the  greedy  touch 
Of commiOn-kiffing  Titan;  and  forget 
Your  labourfome  and  dainty  trims,  wherein 
You  made  great  Juno  angry. 
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Ims.  Nay,  be  brief : 
I  fee  into  thy  end,  and  am  almoft 
A  man  already. 

Pif.  Firll,  make  ycurfelf  but  like  one. 
Fore-  thinking  this,  I  have  already  fit, 
('Tis  in  my  cloak-bag)  doublet,  hat,  hofe,  all 
That  anhver  to  them  :  Would  you  in  their  ferving 
And  with  what  imitation  you  can  borrow 
From  youth  of  fuch  a  feafon,  'fore  noble  Lucius 
Prefent  yourfelf,  defire  his  fervice,  tell  him 
Wherein  you  are  happy,  (which  you'll  make  him 
know. 

If  that  his  head  have  ear  in  mufic)  doubtlefs. 
With  joy  he  v/ill  embrace  you  ;  for  he's  honourable. 
And,  doubling  that,  moil  holy.    Your  means  abroad-^ 
You  have  me,  rich  ;  and  I  will  never  fail 
Beginning,  nor  fapplyment. 

i7no.  Thou  art  all  the  comfort 
The  gods  will  diet  me  with.    Pr'ythee,  away  : 
There's  more  to  be  confider'd  ;  but  we'll  even 
All  that  good  time  will  give  us  :  This  attempt 
I  am  foldier  to,  and  will  abide  it  with 
A  prince's  courage.    Away,  I  pr'ythee. 

Pif.  Weil,  madam,  we  mufl  take  a  Ihort  farewell  ; 
Left,  being  mifs'd,  I  befufpeded  of 
Your  carriage  from  the  court.    My  noble  miftrefs. 
Here  is  a  box ;  1  had  it  from  the  queen  ; 
What's  in  't  is  precious  :  if  you  are  lick  at  fea. 
Or  ftomach-qualm'd  at  land,  a  dram  of  this 

Will  arive  away  diilemper.  Tofome  fnade. 

And  fit  you  to  your  manhood  : — May  the  gods 
Dired  you  to  the  beft  ! 

Jmo.  Amen  :  I  thank  thee.  \Exeu7ii, 

SCENE  V. 

The  Palace  cf  Cymheline. 
Enter  Cy?nhelirie,  ^ee/z,  C/oien,  Lucius,  and  Lcrd^, 
Cym,  Thus  far  ;  and  fo  farewell. 
Luc,  Thanks,  royal  fir. 
My  emperor  hath  wrote  :  1  muft  from  henc^  ; 
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And  am  right  forry,  that  I  mufl  report  ye 
My  mafter's  enemy, 

Cym.  Our  fubjedls,  fir. 
Will  not  endure  his  yoke  ;  and  for  ourfelf 
To  fhew  lefs  fovereignty  than  they,  mull  needs 
Appear  unking-like. 

Luc.  So,  fir,  I  defire  of  you 

A  condudl  over  land,  to  Milford  -Haven.  

Madam,  all  joy  befal  your  grace,  and  you  ! 

Cym,  My  lords,  you  are  appointed  for  that  oiRce  ; 

The  due  of  honour  in  no  point  omit  ;  

So  farewell,  noble  Lucius. 

Luc,  Yom  hand,  my  lord. 

Clot,  Receive  it  friendly  :  but  from  this  tijne  forth 
I  wear  it  as  your  enemy. 

Luc.  Sir,  the  event 
Is  yet  to  name  the  v/inner :  Fare  yon  well. 

Cym,  Leave  not  the  worthy  Lucius,  good  my  lords. 

Till  he  have  croft  the  Severn.  Happinefs  ! 

\^Exeunt  Lucius y  l3c. 

^een.  He  goes  hence  frowning  :  but  it  honours  us^, 
That  we  have  given  him  caufe.  

Clot.  'Tis  all  the  better  ; 
Your  valiant  Britons  have  their  wilhes  in  it. 

Cym,  Lucius  hath  wrote  already  to  the  emperor 
How  it  goes  here.    It  fits  us  therefore,  ripely. 
Our  chariots  and  our  horfemen  be  in  readinefs  : 
The  powers  that  he  already  hath  in  Gallia 
Will  foon  be  drawn  to  head,  fram  whence  he  moves 
His  war  for  Britain. 

^een,  'Tis  not  fleepy  bufinefs  ; 
But  mull  be  look'd  to  fpeedily,  and  Urongly. 

Cym.  Our  expectation  that  it  fhould  be  thus. 
Hath  made  us  forv  ard.    But,  my  gentle  queen. 
Where  is  our  daughter?  She  hath  not  appeared 
Before  the  Roman,  nor  to  us  hath  tender 'd 
The  duty  of  the  day  :  She  looks  us  like 
A  thing  more  made  of  malice  than  of  duty ; 
We  have  noted  it — Call  her  before  us  ;  for 
We  have  been  too  light  in  fufFerance.  [Exit  a  Seri'ant. 
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Ojiee-n,  Royal  fir. 
Since  the  exile  of  PcHhumus,  mofr  retired 
Hath  her  life  been  !  the  cure  whereof,  my  lord, 
'Tis  timemui!:  do.    'Eefeech  your  majefly. 
Forbear  lharp  fpeeches  to  her :  She's  a  lady 
iSo  tender  of  rebukes,  that  words  are  llrokes,- 
And  ilrokes  death  to  her. 

Re-enter  the  Ser^vant, 

Cy7?z,  Where  is  ilie,  fir  ?  how 
Can  her  contempt  be  anfvver'd  ? 

Ser,  Pleafe  you,  fir, 
Ker  chambers  are  all  Icck'd  ;  and  there's  no  anfwer 
That  will  be  given  to  the  loud  of  noife  we  make. 

^^,een.  My  lord,  when  laft  1  went  to  vifit  her. 
She  pray'd  rne  to  excufe  her  keeping  clofe  ; 
Whereto  conilrain'd  by  her  infirmity, 
Shefhould  that  duty  leave  unpaid  to  you. 
Which  daily  flie  v.  as  bound  to  proffer  :  this 
She  wiih'd  me  to  make  know  n  ;  but  our  great  court 
Made  me  to  blame  in  memory. 

Cym.  Her  doers  lock'd  ? 
Not  feen  of  late?  Grant,  heavens,  that,  which  I  fear. 
Prove  falfe.  [Exit. 

Q^ueen,  Son,  1  fay,  follow  the  king. 

Clot,  That  man  of  hers,  Pifanio  her  old  fervant, 
I  have  not  feen  thefe  two  days.  \^Exit. 

Q^ueen.  Go,  look  after. — 
Pifanio,  thou  that  lland'ft  fo  for  Pofthumus  ! 
He  hath  a  drug  of  mine  :  I  pray,  his  abfence 
Proceed  by  fwallowing  that ;  for  he  believes 
It  is  a  thing  moll:  precious.    But  for  her. 
Where  is  fhegone  ?  Haply,  defpair  hath  feiz'd  her,:  . 
Or,  wing'd  with  fervour  of  "her  love,  fhe's  flown 
To  lier  defir'd  Poilhumus  :  Gone  fhe  is 
To  death,  or  to  dilhonour  and  my  end. 
Can  make  good  ufe  of  either  :  Siie  being  down, 
I  have  tne  placing  of  the  Britifh  crown. 

Re-enter  Clcten. 
How  now,  my  fon  ? 

Clct.  'Tir.  certain,  Iheis  fled  : 
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Go  in,  and  cheer  the  king  ;  he  rages,  none 
Dure  come  about  him. 

Q^ueen,  AH  the  b^'tter  :  May 
This  night  fbrelral  nim  of  tiie  coming  day  ! 

[Exit  ^ice^f. 

Clot.  I  love,  and  hate  her :  for  (he's  fair  and  royal ; 
And  that  ihe  hath  ail  courtly  parts  more  exquiflte 
Than  lady,  ladies,  woman;  from  every  one 
The  befl  flie  hath,  and  (he,  of  all  compounded, 
Gutfells  them  all :  I  love  her  therefore  ;  But, 
Difdaining  me,  and  throwing  favours  on 
The  low  Foflhumus,  flanders  fo  her  judgment. 
That  what's  elfe  rare,  is  choak'd  ;  and,  in  that  point, 
I  will  conclude  to  hate  her,  nay,  indeed. 
To  be  reveng'd  upon  her.    For,  when  fools 

E?2ter  Pi/an  io. 
Shall — Who  is  here?  What !  are  you  packing,  firrah? 
Come  hither  :  Ah,  you  precious  pandar  I  Villain 
Where  is  thy  lady  r  In  a  word  ;  or  elfe 
Thou  art  ilraightway  vvdth  the  fiends, 

Pif,  O,  good  my  lord  ! 

Clot.  Where  is  thy  lady  ?  or,  by  Jupiter, 
I  will  not  alk  again.    Clofe  villain, 
I'll  have  this  fecret  from  thy  ntart,    or  rip 
Thy  heart  to  find  it.    Is  Ihe  with  Pollhumus  ? 
From  whofe  fo  many  weights  of  bafenefs  cannot 
A  dram  of  worth  be  drawn. 

Pif.  Alas,  my  lord, 
How  can  fhe  be  with  him  ?  when  was  fhe  mifs'd  ? 
He  is  in  Rome. 

Glut.  Wnere  is  fhe,  fir?  Come  nearer  ; 
No  further  halting  :  fatisfy  me  home. 
What  is  become  of  her? 

Pif.  O,  my  all-w  orthy  lord  ? 

Clot.  All- worthy  villain  ! 
Difcover  where  thy  miftrefs  is,  at  once. 

At  the  next  word,  No  more  of  worthy  lord, — 

Speak,  or  thy  filence  on  the  inllant  is 
Thy  condemnation,  and  thy  death. 

Pif.  Then,  fir. 
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This  paper  is  the  hiftory  of  my  knowledge 
Touching  her  flight. 

Clot.  Let's  fee't :  — 1  will  purfue  her 
Even  to  Auguftus'  throne. 

Pij.  Or  this,  or  perifh.  1 
She's  far  enough,  and  what  he  learns  by  this 
Mav  prove  his  travel,  not  her  danger.  ) 

Clou  Humh! 

I'if.  ril  write  to  my  lord,  flie'sdead.    O,  Imogen, 

\4lide. 

Safe  may'll  thou  wander,  fafe  return  again! 
Clot.  Sirrah,  is  this  letter  true? 
?if.  Sir,  as  I  think. 

Clot,  It  is  Pofthumus'  hand;  I  know't. ---Sirrah,  if 
thou  wouldft  not  be  a  villain,  but  do  me  true  fervice  ; 
undergo  thofe  employments,  wherein  I  fliould  hav« 
caufe  to  ufe  thee,  with  a  ferious  induftry,— that  is, 
v^  hat  villainy  foe'er  I  bid  thee  do,  to  perform  it, 
dire6lly  and  truly,-— I  would  think  theeanhonefl  man  ' 
thou  fhould'ft  neither  want  my  means  for  thy  relief, 
nor  my  voice  for  thy  preferment. 

Pij\  Well,  my  good  lord. 

Clot.  Wilt  thou  ferve  me?  For  fmce  patiently  and 
conftantly  thou  hall  Ihiok  to  the  bare  fortune  of  that 
beggar  Pofthumus,  thou  can'll:  not  in  the  courfe  of 
gratitude  but  be  a  diligent  follower  of  mine.  Wilt  thou 
ferve  me? 

Pif.  Sir,  I  will. 

Clot.  Give  me  thy  hand,  here's  my  purfe.  Hafl  any 
of  thy  late  mafter's  garments  in  thy  polTefTion? 

Pif.  I  have,  my  lord,  at  my  lodging,  the  fame 
fuit  he  wore  when  he  took  leave  of  my  lady  and 
miftrefs. 

Clot.  The  fervice  thou  doH  me,  fetch  that  fuit 
hither:  let  it  be  thv  firll  fervice;  go. 

PIJ\  I  {hall,  my  lord.  {Exit, 

Clot.  Meet  thee  at  Milford-Haven:  1  forgot  to 

a&  him  one  thing;  I'li  remember 't  anon: — Even 
there,  thou  villain  Pofthumus,  will  I  kill  thee.— I  would 
thefe  garments  were  come.  She  faid  upon  a  time,  (the 
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bitternefs  of  it  I  now  belch  from  my  heart)  that  Ihe 
held  the  very  garment  of  Pofthumus  in  more  refpedl 
than  my  noble  and  natural  perfon,  together  with  the 
adornment  of  my  qualities.  With  that  fait  upon  my 
back,  will  I  ravilhher :  Firll  kill  him,  and  in  her  eyes  ; 
there  iliall  Ihe  fee  my  valour,  which  will  then  be  a 
torment  to  her  contempt.  He  on  the  ground,  my 
fpeech  of  infultment  ended  on  his  dead  body,— and 
when  my  lull:  hath  dined,  (which,  as  I  fay,  to  vex  her, 
I  v/ill  execute  in  the  clothes  that  Ihe  fo  praised)  to  the 
court  I'll  knock  her  back,  foot  her  home  again.  She 
hath  defpis'd  me  rejoicingly,  and  Til  be  merry  in  my 
revenge. 

Re-enter   Pifanio,  njjtth  the  clothes. 
Be  thofe  the  garments  ? 
Pif,  Ay,  my  noble  lord. 

Clot.  How  long  is't  fince  Ihe  went  to  Milford  Ha- 
ven ? 

Pif,  She  can  fcarce  be  there  yet. 

Clot,  Bring  this  apparel  to  my  chamber  ;  that  is  the 
fecond  thing  that  1  hav e  commanded  thee:  the  third 
is,  that  thou  wilt  be  a  voluntary  mute  to  my  defign. 
Be  but  duteous,  and  true  preferment  (hall  tender  itl'eif 
to  thee. — My  revenge  is  now  at  Milford  ;  would  I 
had  wings  to  follow  it ! — Come,  and  be  true.  \^Exit. 

Pi/,  Thou  bid'ft  me  to  my  lofs :  for,  true  to  thee. 
Were  to  prove  filfe,  which  I  will  never  be. 
To  him  that  is  moll  true, —  To  Milford  go. 
And  find  not  her  whom  thou  purfu'ft.    Flow,  flow. 
You  hea'/enly  bleflings,  on  her  !  This  fool's  fpeed 
Be  crofl  with  flownefs  ;  labour  be  his  meed  !  [^Exit: 

S    C    E    N    E  VI. 

The  Foreft,  and  Cwve, 
Enter  Imogen^  in  hoy'' s  clothes, 
Imo,  I  fee,  a  m  m's  life  is  a  tedious  one  : 
I  have  tir'd  myfelf ;  and  for  two  nights  together 
Have  made  the  ground  my  bed.    1  ihould  be  lick^, 
But  that  my  refoiution  helps  me, — Milford, 
Bb2 
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When  from  the  mountain  top  Pifanio  fhcw'dthee. 
Thou  vvafl  ^^ithin  a  ken:  O  Jove!  I  think. 
Foundations  fly  the  wretched:  fuch,  I  mean. 
Where  they  fnould  be  reliev'd.  Two  beggars  told  me, 
1  could  not  mifs  my  way  :  Will  poor  folk  lie. 
That  have  afilidlions  on  them;  knowing  'tis 
A  punifhment,  or  trial  ?    Yes  :  no  wonder. 
When  rich  ones  fc  irce  tell  true  :    To  lapfc  in  fulnefs 
Is  forer,  than  to  lie  for  need  ;  and  falHiood 
Is  worfe  in  kings,  than  beggars.— My  dear  lord! 
Thou  art  one  of  the  falfe  ones  :  Now  I  think  on  thee. 
My  hunger's  gone;  but  even  before,  I  was 
Ax.  point  to  fink  for  food.— -But  what  is  this? 
Here  is  a  path  to  it :    'Tis  fome  favage  hold  : 
I  were  belt  not  call;  1  dare  not  call:  yet  famine. 
Ere  clean  it  o'erthrow  nature,  makes  it  valiant. 
Plenty,  and  peace,  breeds  cowards ;  hardnefs  ever 
Of  hardinefs  is  mother-— Ho  !  who's  here? 
If  any  thing  that's  civil,  fpeak;  if  fivage. 
Take,  or  lend.— -Ho !— No  anfwer  ?  then  Til  enter. 
Beit  draw  my  fword  ;  and  if  mane  enemy 
But  fear  the  fword  like  me,  he'll  fcarcely  look  on't. 
Such  a  foe,  good  heavens  !        \_^^^^  goes  into  the  ca^ve. 
Enter  Bdarius,  Guiderius,  and  Ar  vtragus, 

Bel,  You,  Polydore,  have  prov'd  belt  woodman,  and 
Are  mafter  of  the  feall :  Cadwal,  and  I 
Will  play  the  cook,  and  fervant;  'tis  our  match  : 
The  fweat  of  induftry  would  dry,  and  die. 
But  for  the  end  it  works  to.    Come  ;  our  ftomachs 
Will  make  what's  homely,  favoury;  Wearinefs 
Can  fnore  upon  the  flint,  when  refly  floth 
Finds  the  down  pillow  hard.  —Now,  peace  be  here, 
Poor  houfe,  that  keeps  thyfelf ! 

Guid,  I  am  thoroughly  weary. 

Aru,  I  am  weak  with  toil,  yet  ftrong  in  appetite. 
Quid,  There  is  cold  meat  i'  the  cave;  we'll  brouze 
on  that, 

Wbilfl:  what  we  havekill'd  be  cook'd. 

Bel,  Stay;  come  not  in:—  [Looking  in. 

But  that  it  eats  our  viduals,  I  fhould  think 
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Here  were  a  fairy. 

Quid.  What's  the  matter,  fir  I 

Bel.  By  Jupiter,  an  angej !  or,  if  not. 
An  earthly  paragon!— -Behold  divinenefs 
No  eider  than  a  boy ! 

Enter  Imogen* 

Imo.  Good  mafters,  harm  me  not: 
Before  I  enter  d  here,  Icall'd;  and  thought 
To  have  begg'd,  or  bought,  what  I  have  took :  good 
troth, 

I  have  ftolen  nought ;  nor  would  hgl,  though  I  had  found 
Gold  ftrew'd  o'er  tiie  floor.  Here's  mono v  for  mv  meat: 
I  would  have  left  it  on  the  board,  fo  foon 
As  I  had  made  my  meal;  and  parted 
With  prayers  for  the  provider, 
Guici,  Money,  youth? 

/Ir-v,  All  gold  and  filver  rather  turn  to  dirt! 
As  'tis  no  better  reckoned,  but  of  thofe 
Vv'^ho  worfliip  dirty  gods. 

Imo,  1  fee,  you  are  angry: 
Know,  if  you  kill  me  for  my  fault,  lihould 
Have  dy'd,  had  I  not  made  it. 

BeL  Whither  bound  ? 

hno.  To  Mis  ford-Haven. 

BeL  What'j  your  name ! 

Imo,  Fidele,  fir:  I  liave  a  kinfman,  who 
Is  bound  for  <  t.dy  ;  he  embark'd  at  Milford; 
To  whom  being  going,  almoil  fpent  with  hunger,' 
I  am  fallen  in  this  oii-'ence.  ; 

BeL  Pr'ythee,  fair  youth, 
Think  us  no  churls ;  nor  meafure  our  good  minds 
By  this  rude  place  we  live  in.    Well  encounter'd  1 
'Tis  almofi:  night :  you  fhciil  iiave  better  cheer 
Ere  you  depart ;  and  thanks,  to  ilay  and  eat  it.-— 
Boys,  bid  him  welcome. 

GuuL  Were  you  a  woman,  youth, 
I  fhould  woo  hard,  bat  be  your  groom.— -In  hcnelly 
I  bid  for  you,  as  I'd  buy. 

Jr^,  rilmak't  my  comfort. 
He  is  a  man  ;  Til  love  him  as  my  brother : — 
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And  fuch  a  welcome  as  Pd  give  to  him, 
/\fter  long  abfence,  fuch  is  yours : — Moft  welcome! 
Be  fprightly,  for  you  fall  'mongii  friends. 

Imo.  'Mongft  friends  ! 
If  brothers  ? — 'Would  it  had  been  fo,  that  they 
Had  been  my  father's  fons  !  then  had  my  prize 
Been  lefs ;  and  fo  more  equal  ballafting 
To  thee,  Pofthumus. 
.  Bel.  He  Avrings  at  fome  diiflrefs. 

Quid,  'Would,  Icouldfree't! 

Jr^,  Or  I  ;  v'hate'er  it  be. 
What  pain  it  coft,  what  danger !  Gods ! 

BeL  Hark,  boys.  [Whifpering, 

Imo,  Great  men. 
That  had  a  court  no  bigger  than  this  cave. 
That  did  attend  themfelves,  and  had  the  virtue 
Which  their  ow  n  confcience  feal'd  them  (laying  by 
That  nothing  gift  of  differing  multitudes). 
Could  not  out-peer  thefe  twain.    Pardon  me,  gods ! 
I'd  change  my  fex  to  be  companion  with  them, 
Since  Leonatus  faife — 

BeL  It  lhall  be  fo  : 
Boys,  we'll  go  drefs  our  hunt. — Fair  youth,  come  in  ! 
Difcourfe  is  heavy,  facing;  when  we  have  fupp'd^ 
We'll  mannerly  demand  thee  of  thy  Hory, 
So  far  as  thou  wilt  fpeak  it. 

Guid.  Pray,  draw  near. 

Ar  v,  The  night  to  the  owl,  and  morn  to  the  lark', 

lefs  A  eJcom.e. 
Imo,  Thanks,  fir. 

Arnj.  I  pray,  draw  near.  [Exeunt. 
SCENE  VII. 

Rome.    Enter  t-ixjo  Roman  Senators y  and  Tribunes, 
\    I  Sen.  This  is  the  tenor  of  the  emperor's  writ; 
That  fince  the  common  men  are  now  in  adion 
'Gainll  the  Pannonians  and  Dalmatians ; 
And  that  the  legions  nov.  in  Gallia  are 
Full  weak  to  undertake  our  wars  againft 
The  fallen-off  Britons  \  that  we  do  incite 
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The  gentry  to  this  bufinefs :    He  creates 
Lucius  pro-conful :  and  to  you  the  tribunes. 
For  this  immediate  levy,  he  commands 
His  abfoiute  commiflion.    Long  live  Cr^far  ! 

Tri.  Is  Lucius  general  of  the  forces  ? 

2  Se72.  Ay. 

Tri.  Remaining  now  in  Gallia  ? 

I  Sen,  With  thofe  legions 
Which  I  have  fpoke  of,  whereunto  your  levy 
Muft  be  fuppliant :    The  words  of  your  commiflion 
Will  tie  you  to  the  numbers,  and  the  time 
Gf  their  difpatch. 

T7'i.  We  will  difchageour  duty.  [Exeunt. 


ACT    IV.       SCENE  L 

The  Foreft  near  the  Ca^ve, 
Enter  Clot  en, 

I AM  near  to  the  place  where  they  fliould  meet,  if 
Pifanio  have  mapp'd  it  truly.  How  fit  his  gar- 
ments ferve  me !  Why  (hould  his  miftrefs,  who  was 
made  by  him  that  made  the  taylor,  not  be  fit  too  ?  the 
rather  (faving  reverence  of  the  word)  for,  'tis  faid,  a 
woman's  fitnefs  comes  by  fits.  Therein  I  muft  play 
the  workman.  I  dare  fpeak  it  to  myfelf,  (for  it  is 
not  vain-glory,  for  a  man  and  his  glafs  to  confer;  in 
his  own  chamber,  I  mean)  the  lines  of  my  body  are 
as  v/eli  drawn  as 'lis ;  no  lefs  young,  moreftrong,  not 
beneath  him  in  fortunes,  beyond  him  in  the  advantage 
of  the  time,  above  him  in  birth,  alike  converfant  in 
general  ferviccs,  and  more  remarkable  in  fmgle  op- 
pofitions:  yet  this  imperfeverant  thing  loves  him  in 
my  defpight.  What  mortality  is !  Pollhumus,  thy 
head,  which  is  now  growing  upon  thy  ihoulders,  fhall 
within  this  hour  be  off;  thy  miHrefs  enforced;  thy 
garments  cut  to  pieces  before  thy  face ;  and  all  thi« 
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done,  fpurn  her  home  to  her  father;  who  may,  haply, 
be  a  iittle  angr^  for  my  fo  rough  afage  :  but  my  mo- 
ther, having  power  of  his  teilinefs,  lliall  turn  all 
into  my  commendations.  My  horfe  is  ty'd  up  fafe  : 
Out,  fword,  and  to  a  fore  purpofe  1  Fortune,  put 
them  into  m.y  hand  !  Tliis  is  the  very  defcription  of 
their  meeting-place  ;  and  the  fellow  dares  not  deceive' 
me.  \^Exit. 

SCENE  IL 
The  Cave. 

Enter  Belariusy  Guiderius,  Ar^viraguSi  and  Imogoi, 
Bel.  You  are  not  veil :  rCv  lain  here  in  the  cave  ; 
Wc  11  come  to  you  after  hunting. 

Arnj.  Brother,  fiayhere;  \To  hiiogcn.- 

Are  V  e  not  brothers? 

h:io.  So  man  and  man  (hould  be ; 
But  clay  and  clay  diiFers  in  dignity. 
Whole  dufl  is  both  alike.    I  am  very  fick. 

Guid,  Go  you  to  hunting,  I'll  abide  with  him. 
Imo,  So  uck  I  am  not ;  yet  I  am  not  well  : 
But  not  fo  citizen  a  "vvanton,  as 
To  leem  to  die,  ere  fick:  ^o  pleafe  you,  leave  me ; 
Stick  to  your  journal  courfe  :  the  breach  of  cuftom 
Is  breach  of  all.    I  am  ill ;  but  your  being  by  me 
Cannot  amend  me  :  Societv  is  no  comfort 
To  one  not  fociabk  :  1  am  not  very  lick. 
Since  I  can  reafon  of  it.    Pray  you,  trull  me  here  : 
I'll  rob  none  but  myfelf ;  and  let  me  die. 
Stealing  io  poorly. 

Guid.  i  love  thee  ;  I  have  fpoke  it : 
How  much  the  quantity,  the  weight  as  much, 
As  1  do  love  my  father. 
Be..  What?  how?  how? 
Arv.  If  it  be  fm  to  fay  fo,  fir,  I  yoke  me 
In  my  good  brother's  fault:  I  know  not  why, 
I  love  this  youth ;  and  I  have  heard  you  fay. 
Love's  reafon's  without  reafon  :  the  bier  at  door. 
And  a  demand  who  is't  lhall  die,  I'd  fay, 
P'ly  father  i  not  this  youth. 
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BeL  O  noble  flrain ! 
-O  worthinels  of  nature  !  breed  of  greatnefs ! 
Cowards  father  cowards,  and  bafe  things  fire  bafe  : 
Nature  hath  meal,  and  bran;  contempt,  and  grace, 
I  am  not  their  father;  yet  who  this  ihould  be. 
Doth  miracle  itfeif !  lov'd  before  me. 
^^Tis  the  ninth  houro'  the  morn. 

Ar^,  Brother,  farevvel. 

Lno,  I  wiih  yoa  fport. 

Ar^v.  You  health.  So  pleafe  you,  fir. 

hno.   [A//de,]    Thefe  are  kind  creatures.  Gods^, 
what  lies  I  have  heard  ! 
Our  courtiers  fay,  all's  favage,  but  at  court: 
Experience,  O,  thou  difprov'fl:  report! 
The  imperious  feas  breed  monfiers  ;  for  the  difli. 
Poor  tributary  rivers  as  fweet  iiHi. 

I  am  fick  ftill ;  heart -fick  :  Pifanio, 

I'll  now  taile  of  thy  drug. 

Guid,  I  could  not  ftir  him  : 
He  faid,  he  ^vas  gentle,  but  unfortunate; 
Diihoneftly  afHiifled,  but  yet  honeft. 

Ar^.  Thus  did  he  anfwerme:  yet  f  dd,  hereafcer 
.1  might  know  more. 

Be/,  To  the  field,  to  the  field  :  

We'll  leave  y  ^u  for  this  time  ;  go  in,  and  refl, 

Ar'v,  We'll  not  be  long  away. 

BeL  Pray,  be  not  lick. 
For  you  mufi:  be  our 'houfe^vife-. 

Imo,  Well,  or  ill, 
I  am  bound  to  you.  [^Exif  Imogen. 

BeL  And  fhalt  be  ever.  

This  youth,  howe'er  diilrefs'd,  appears,  he  hath  had 
Good  anceftors.  ^ 

Aru.  How  angel-like  he  fings  ! 

Guid,  But  his  neat  cookery  1 
.He  cut  our  roots  in  characters  ; 
And  fauc'd  our  broths,  as  Juno  had  been  f  ck. 
And  he  her  dieter. 

Ar-u,  Nobly  he  yokes 
A  fmiling  with  a  iigh  :  as  if  the  figh 
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Was  that  it  was,  for  not  being  fuch  a  fmile  ; 
The  fmile  mocking  the  figh,  that  it  would  fly 
From  fo  divine  a  temple,  to  commix 
With  winds  that  failors  rail  at. 

Guid.  I  do  note. 
That  gritf  and  patience,  rooted  in  him  both. 
Mingle  their  fpurs  together. 

Ar-v.  Grow,  patience ! 
And  let  the  iHnking  elder,  grief,  untwine 
His  perifhing  root,  with  the  increafmg  vine  ! 

BeL  It  is  great  morning.    Come  ;  away. — Who's 
there  ? 

Enter  Cloten, 

Clot.  I  cannot  find  thofe  runagates  ;  that  villain 
Hath  mock'd  me :  1  am  faint. 

BeL  Thofe  runagates  ! 
Means  he  not  us  ? — I  partly  know  him  ;  'tis 
Cloten,  the  fon  o'  the  queen.    I  fear  fome  ambufti. 
I  faw  him  not  thefe  many  years,  and  yet 
I  know  'tis  he :  We  are  held  as  outlaws Hence. 

Gidd,  He  is  but  one  :  You  and  my  brother  fearch 
What  companies  are  near:  pray  you,  away  ; 
Let  me  alone  with  him. 

\^Exeunt  Belarius  and  Ar'viragus, 

Clot,  Soft !  What  are  you 
That  fly  me  thus  ?  fome  villain  mountaineers 
I  have  heard  of  fuch.— -What  flave  art  thou  ? 

Quid.  A  thing 
More  flavifli  did  I  ne'er,  than  anfwering 
A  flave  ^^  ithout  a  knock. 

Clot,  Thou  art  a  robber, 
A  lav/-breaker,  a  villain  :  Yield  thee,  thief. 

Gi'.id,  To  who ?   to  thee  ?  What  art  thou  ?  Have 
•  not  I 

An  arm  as  big  as  thine  ?  a  heart  as  big  ? 
Thy  words,  1  grant,  are  bigger  ?  for  I  wear  not 
My  dagger  in  my  mouth.    Say,  what  thou  art  ; 
Why  i  ihouid  yield  to  thee  ? 

Clot.  Thou  villain  bafe, 
Know'i>  me  not  by  my  clothes  ? 
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GuiJ,  No,  nor  thy  taylor,  rafcal. 
Who  is  thy  grandfither ;  he  made  thofe  clothes. 
Which,  as  it  feems,  make  thee. 

Clot,  Thou  prcjcious  varlet. 
My  taylor  made  them  not. 

Guid,  Hence  then,  and  thank 
The  man  that  gave  tnem  thee.    Thou  art  fomc  fool ; 
I  am  loath  to  beat  thee. 

Clot,  Thou  injurious  thief. 
Hear  but  my  name,  and  tremble, 

Guid,  What's  thy  name  ? 

Clot,  Cloten,  thou  villain. 

Guid,  Cloten,  thou  double  villain,  be  tliy  name, 
I  cannot  tremble  at  it  ;  were  it  toad,  adder,  fpider, 
^Two  (Id  move  me  fooner. 

-  Clot,  To  thy  further  fear. 
Nay,  to  thy  mere  confufion,  thou  fhalt  know 
I  am  fon  to  the  queen. 

Guid,  1  am  forry  for't  ;  not  Teeming 
So  worthy  as  thy  birth. 

Clot,  Art  not  afeard  ? 

Guid,  Thofe  that  1  reverence,  thofe  I  fear,  tlie  wife  i 
At  fools  I  laugh,  nov  fear  them. 

Clot,  Die  the  death  : 
When  T  have  llaio  thee  with  my  proper  hand, 
I'll  foiiow  thofe  tiiat  even  now  fled  hence. 
And  on  tr  e  gates  of  Lud's  town  fet  your  heads  : 
Yield,  ruitiC  moaataineer.  \^Fighty  and  exeunt. 

Enter  Bel-jriusy  and  Arinragus, 

Bel.  No  company's  abroad. 

Jrv,  None  in  tiie  world  :  You  did  mLlake  him^ 
fure. 

Bel,  I  cannot  tell  :  Long  is  it  fince  I  fav^^  him. 
But  time  hath  nothing  biurr'd  thoiC  lines  of  favour 
Which  then  he  wore  ;  the  fnatches  in  his  voice. 
And  buril:  of  fpeaking,  were  as  his  :  1  am  abiblute, 
'Twas  very  Cloten. 

Ar-v.  In  this  place  we  left  them  i 
i  wilh  my  br(.ther  make  good  time  with  him. 
You  fav  he  is  fo  fell. 
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BeL  Being  fcarce  made  up, 
I  mean,  to  man,  he  had  not  apprehenlion 
Of  roaring  terrors :  For  the  eiFedl  of  judgment 
Is  oft  the  caufe  of  fear. — But  fee,  thy  brother. 
Re-enter  Guiderius,  njoith  Cloten*s  head, 

Guid,  This  Cloten  was  a  fool  ;  an  empty  purfe. 
There  was  no  money  in't  :  not  Hercules 
Could  have  knock'd  out  his  brains,  for  he  had  none  ; 
Yet  I  not  doing  this,  the  fool  had  borne 
My  head,  as  I  do  his. 

BeL  What  haft  thou  done  ? 

Guid,  I  am  perfedl,  what:  cutoff  one  Cloten's  head. 
Son  to  the  queen,  after  his  ov,'n  report : 
Who  cali'd  me  traitor,  mountaineer ;  and  fwore. 
With  his  own  fmgle  hand  he'd  take  us  in, 
Difplace  our  heads,  where  thank  the  gods,  they  grow. 
And  fet  them  on  Lud's  town. 

BeL  We  are  all  undone. 

Guid,  Why,  worthy  father,  what  have  we  to  lofe^ 
But,  tiiat  he  fwore  to  take,  our  lives?  The  law 
Proteds  not  us :  Then  Avhy  fhould  we  be  tender. 
To  let  an  arrogant  piece  of  flefh  threat  us  ? 
Play  judge,  and  executioner,  all  himfelf  ? 
Tor  we  do  fear  the  law  ?  What  company 
Difcover  you  abroad  ? 

BeL  No  fmgle  foul 
Can  we  fet  eye  on,  but,  in  all  fafereafon. 
He  muft  have  fome  attendants.    Though  his  honour 
Was  nothing  but  mutation  ;  ay,  and  that 
From  one  bad  thing  to  worfe ;  not  frenzy,  not 
Abfolute  madnefs  could  fo  far  have  rav'd. 
To  bring  him'  here  alone  :  Although,  perhaps. 
It  may  be  heard  at  court,  that  fuch  as  we 
Cave  here,  hunt  here,  are  out-laws,  and  in  time 
May  make  fome  ilronger  head  ;  the  which  he  hearing, 
(As  it  is  like  him)  might  break  out,  and  fwear 
He'd  fetch  us  in  ;  yet  is't  not  probable 
To  come  alone,  either  he  fo  undertaking. 
Or  they  fo  fuffering  :  then  on  good  ground  we  fear  ; 
Jf  we  do  fear  this  bo^y  hath  a  tail 
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More  perilous  than  the  head, 

Ar-u,  Let  ordinance 
Come  as  the  gods  forefay  it :  howfoe'er. 
My  brother  hath  done  welL 

BeL  I  had  no  mind 
To  hunt  this  day  :  the  boy  Fidele's  ficknefs 
Did  make  my  way  long  forth. 

Guid,  With  his  own  fword. 
Which  he  did  wave  againfl  my  throat,  I  have  ta'en 
His  head  from  him:  Til  throw  it  into  the  creek 
Behind  our  rock  ;  and  let  it  to  the  fea. 
And  tell  the  lifhes,  he's  the  queen's  fon,  Cloten : 
That's  all  I  reck.  [Exit. 

BeL  I  fear,  'twill  be  reveng'd  : 
Would,  Polydore,  thou  had'fl  not  done't !  though 
valour 

Becomes  thee  well  enough. 

Arv,  'Would  1  had  done't. 
So  the  revenge  alone  purfu'd  me  ! — Polydore, 
I  love  thee  brotherly  ;  but  envy  much, 
Thou  haft  robb'd  me  of  this  deed :  1  would,  revenges. 
That  pofTible  ftrength  might  meet,  would  feek  us 

through. 
And  put  us  to  our  anfwer. 

BeL  Well,  'tis  done  : — 
We'll  hunt  no  more  to-day,  nor  feek  for  danger 
Where  there's  no  profit.     I  pr'ythee,  to  our  rock  ; 
You  and  Fidele  play  the  cooks :  PU  llay 
Till  hafty  Polydore  return,  and  bring  him 
To  dinner  prefently. 

ArTj,  Poor /ick  Fidele ! 
I'll  willingly  to  him  :  To  gain  his  colour, 
I'd  let  a  pariih  offuch  Cloten's  blood. 
And  praife  myfelf  for  charity.  [Exitf 

BeL  O  thou  goddefs. 
Thou  divine  nature,  how  thyfelf  thou  blazon'ft 
In  thefe  two  princely  boys !  They  are  as  gentle 
As  zephyrs,  blowing  below  the  violet. 
Not  wagging  his  fweet  head  ;  and  yet  as  rough. 
Their  royal  blood  enchaf'd,  as  the  rudeft  wind. 
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Thxatby  the  top  doth  take  the  mountain  pine. 

And  make  him  Hoop  to  the  vale,    'Tis  wonderful. 

That  an  invifible  inftinft  fhould  frame  them 

To  rovalty  unlearned  ;   honour  untaught  ; 

Civility  not  feen  from  other  ;  valour. 

That  >vildly  grows  in  them,  but  yields  a  crop 

As  if  it  had  been  fow'd  !  Yet  ftill  it's  Grange, 

What  Cloten's  being  here  to  us  portends  ; 

Or  what  his  death  ^vill  brine  us. 

Rs' enter  Guiderius. 

Quid,  Where's  my  brother  ? 
1  have  fent  Cloten's  clot-pole  dowm  the  flream, 
InembalTy  to  his  mother  ;  his  body's  hoftage 
For  his  return.  \_Sokmn  mujtc^ 

Bel.  My  ingenious  inflrument  ! 
Hark,  Polydore,  it  founds !  But  what  occafion 
Hath  Cadwal  now  to  give  it  motion  ?  Hark  ! 

Guid.  Is  heat  home  ? 

BeL  He  went  hence  even  now. 

Giiid.  What  docs  he  mean  ?  fmce  death  of  my  dearefl 
mother 

Tt  did  not  fpeak  before.    All  folemn  things 
Should  anfwer  folemn  accidents.    The  matter  ^ 
Triumphs  for  nothing,  and  lamenting  toys. 
Is  jollity  for  apes,  and  grief  for  boys. 
Is  Cad  wall  mad  ? 

Re  enter  Ar'viragusy  'VJith  hncgcn  as  dead,  bearing  her 
in  his  arms* 

Bsl.  Look,  here  he  comes. 
And  brings  the  dire  occafion  in  his  arms. 
Of  what  we  blame  him  for  1 

Ar'v.  The  bird  is  dead. 
That  we  have  made  fo  much  on.    I  had  rather 
Have  Ikipp'd  from  fixteen  years  of  age  to  fixty. 
And  turn'd  my  leaping  time  into  a  erutcn, 
i  han  have  feen  this. 

Guid.  Ohfweeteil,  fairefllily  ! 
W\  brother  wears  thee  not  the  one  half  fo  w^ell. 
As  when  thou  grevv'fl  thyfelf. 

BeL  O,  melancholy  ! 
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Who  ever  yet  could  found  thy  bottom !  find 
The  ooze,  to  Hiew  what  coafl  thy  iluggilh  crare 
Might  eafilieit  harbour  in  ? — Thou  bielicd  thing  ! 
Jove  knows  what  man  thou  mii^ht  fl  have  made;  but  1^ 
Thou  dy'dli,  a  moft  rare  boy,  of  melancholy  ! — 
How  found  you  him  ? 

Ar=v,-  btark,.  as  you  fee  ; 
Thus  fmiling,  as  fome  fiy  had  tickled  flumber. 
Not  as  death's  dart,  being  laugh'd  at :  his  right  cheek 
Repohng  on  a  culhion.. 
Guid.  .Where  ?  • 

Arv..  O';  the  lloor  ; 
His  arms  thus  leagued  :  I  thought,  he  flept ;  and  put 
My  clouted  brogues  from  off  my  feet,  w  hofe  rudenefs 
Axifv^  er'd  my  ileps  too  loud.  . 

Guid,:  W ay,  he  but  lleeps  : 
If  he  be  gone,  he'll  make  his  grave  a  b^d  ; 
With  female  fairies  will  his  tumb  be  haunted,  , 
And  worms  will  not  come  to  thee. 

Arv,  With  fairell  Ho  vers, . 
Whiill  fummer  lalts,  and  1  live  here,  Fidele, 
I'li  fv/eeten  thy  fad  grave  :  thda  fhalt  not  lack 
The  liower,  that  s  like  thy  face   pale  primrofe;  nor 
The  azur'd  harc-beil,  like  thy  veins  ;  no,  nor 
The  leaf  of  egl  mtine,  whom  not  to  Hander, 
Out-fweetened  noc  thy  breath  :  the  ruddock  would,  ■. 
With  charitable  bill  (U  bill,  fore-fhaining 
Thofe  ricn-ieft  heirs,  tnat  let  their  fathers  lie  . 
Witiiout  a  monument  ' )  bring  tnee  all  this  ; 
Yea,  and  furr'd  mofs  befides,  when  liowers  are  none^ 
To  wiiKcr-ground  thy  corfe. 

GuicL    Pr'ythee,  have  done; 
And  do  not  play  in.  wench-like  words  with  that 
Wnich  is  io  I'erious.    L.et  us  bury  him. 
And  not  protradl  with  admiration  what 
Is  iijw  due  debt-T- To  the  grave. 

Ar-v.  Say,  where  lhaU's  lay  him  ? 

GuiJ.  By. good  Kuripheie,  our  mother. 

Arv,  Be'tio; 
Ana  let  us>  Poivdore^  though  now  our  voices  ^ 
Cc  z 
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Have  got  the  mannifh  crack,  fing  him  to  the  ground. 
As  once  oar  mother ;  ufe  like  note,  and  words. 
Save  that  Euriphele  mufl  be  FidelC;, 

Gui^.  Cadwal, 
I  cannot  fing  :  Til  weep,  and  word  it  with  theet 
For  notes  of  forrow,  out  of  tune  are  worfe 
Than  prieils  and  fanes  that  lie. 

^r-j.  We'll  fpeak  it  then. 

Bel.  Great  griefs,  I  fee,  medicine  the  lefs ;  for  Cloten 
Is  quite  forgot.    He  ^vas  a  queen's  fon,  boys; 
And,  though  he  came  our  enemy,  remember. 
He  v/as  paid  for  that :  Though  mean  and  mighty,  rotting 
Together,  have  one  dull;  yet  reverence 
(I'hat  angel  of  the  world)  doth  make  dlftin^lion 
Of  place  'twixt  high  and  low.    Our  foe  was  princely; 
And  though  you  took  his  Ufe,  as  being  our  foe. 
Yet  bury  him  as  a  prince. 

Pray,  fetch  him  hither. 
Therfites'  body  is  as  good  as  Ajax, 
When  neither  are  alive. 

Arv.  If  you'll  go  fetch  him  , 
We'll  fay  our  fong  the  whilft.-— Brother,  begin. 

Be/anus,. 

Guici,  Nay,"  Cadwal,  ^\e  muft  lay  his  head  to  the 
eaft : 

My  father  hath  a  reafon  for't* 
Ar'-u,  'Tis  true. 

G^id,  Come  on  then,  and  remove  him. 
Ar<v,  So, — Begin. 

SONG. 

Guid.  Tear  no  mere  the  heat     the  fun.. 

Nor  the  furious  njointer^ s  rages  ; 
Thou  thy  njuorldly  tajk  haft  done. 

Heme  art  gone,  a?id  ta^en  thy  ^jages  l 
Both  golden  lads  and  girls  all  mujl, 
jls  chimney-Jhveepcrs ,  come  to  diift, 
Arv.  Fear  7to  more  the  fro^ujns  o^  the  great y. 

Thou  art  pajf  the  tyrant'* s  ftrolie  i 
tare  no  mors  to  death y  and  eat  ^ 
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To  thee  the  reed  is  as  the  oak  : 
The  fcepter,  learnings  phyjtc,  mufl 
All  follo'vj  this,  and  come  to  duji. 
Guid.  Fear  no  more  the  lightning  flajhy 
Arv.  Nor  the  all  dreaded  thuntler-Jlone  ; 
Guid.  Fear  notjlander,  ctnfure  rajh ; 
Arv.    Thou  hajl  jinijh^ d joy  and  moan: 
"Both.  All  lo^vers  young,  alllouersmufi 
Conjign  to  thee,  and  come  to  dufi* 

Guid.  "No  exorcifer  harm  thee  ! 

Arv.  "Nor  no  uuitch-craft  charm  thee  t 

Guid.  Ghoji  unlaid  forbear  thee  f 

Arv.  Nothing  ill  come  near  thee  ! 

Boch.  Qjiiet  confummation  haue  £ 

And  reno'-wned  be  thy  gra  ve  ! 

Re-enter  Belarius,  nxiith  the  body  of  Clotett* 

Guid,  We  have  done  our  obfequies :  Come,  lay  hifi 
down. 

BeL  Here's  a  few  flowers ;  but  about  midnight  more. 
The  herbs,  that  have  on  them  cold  dew  o'  the  night. 
Are  ilrewings  fitt'ft  for  graves.— Upon  their  faces  :— 
Yon  were  as  flowers,  now  withered;  even  fo 
'  Thefe  herb'lets  lhall,  which  we  upon  you  ftrow. — 
Come  on,  awayl  apart  upon  our  knees. 
The  ground,  that  gave  them  firft.  has  them  again: 
Their  pleafure  here  is  paft,  fo  is  their  pain.  [Exeunt. 
Imogen,  anjoaking, 
hno.  Yes,  fir,   to  Milford-Haven ;   which  is  the 
way  ?  

I  thank  y  .u. — By  yon  bnfh  ? — Pray,  how  far  thither  I 

'Ods  pittikins  !  can  it  be  fix  miles  yet?-- 

I  have  gone  all  nigiit -'Faith,  I'll  lie  down  and  fleep. 
But,  foft!  no  bedfellow: — O,  gods  and  goddehbs! 

\Seahg  the  boc  jf^ 
Thefe  flowers  are  Fike  the  pleafur^s  of  the  world; 
This  bloody  man,  the  care  on't.—l  hope,  I  dream; 
For,  fo,  I  thought  1  was  a  cave  keeper. 
And  cook  to  honelt  creatures:  But  lis  not  fo; 
^Twas  but  a  bolt  of  nothing,  Ihot  at  notning. 
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Which  the  brain  makes  of  fumes.    Our  very  eves 
Are  fometimes  li  e  our  judgments,  blind.  Gooafaith, 
I  tremble  flill  with  fear  :  But  if  there  be 
Yet  left  in  heaven     fmall  a  drop  of  pity- 
As  a  \vren's  eye,  fear*xl  gods,  a  part  of  it ! 
The  dream's  iiere  Hill:  even  when  I  wake,  it  is 
Without  me,  as  within  me  ;  not  imagm'd,  felt. 
A  headiefs  manl—  i  lie  garments  of  Pofthumus! 
I. know  tne  fhape  cf  his  leg;  this  is  his  hand  ; 
His  foot  Mercurial ;  his  Martial  thigh  ; 
The  bra.  ns  of  Hercules:  but  his  Jovial  face- 
Murder  in  heaven  ?-— How?-— 'Tis  gOiie.—Pifanio,, 
All  curfes  madded  Hecuba  gave  the  C-rreeks, 
And  mine  to  bout,  be  d.trted  on  tnee  !  Thou, 
Confpir  d  with  that  irregulous  devil,  Cloten, 
HaA  here  cut  off  m)  lord-— To  write,  and  read. 
Be  hencefortii  treach -rous  1— Damn*d  Pifanio  - 
Hath  vvitii  his  forged  letters,— damn'd  Piianio— 
^rom  this  moft  braveli  veiTel  of  the  world  , 
Struck  the  main-top  !—-0,  PoilAumu:> !  alas,- 
Where  is  thy  iicad  I  where's  that?  Ay,  me  !  where's 
that  ? 

Pifanio  migat  have  kllPd  thee  at  the  heart. 
And  left  thy  head  on.— Ho  a  Ihould  tiiis  be?  Pifanio? 
'Tis  he,  and  Cloten  :  malice  and  lucre  in  them 
Hwe  laid  this     oe  here.    O,  'tis  pregnant,  pregnant! 
The  drug  jie  gave  me,  wliich,  ne  iaid,  was  precious  - 
And  cordial  to  me,  have  1  not  found  it 
JViurd'rous  to  thelenfes?  That  conhrms  it  home.: 
Tnis  is  Pifanio's  deed,  and  Clotcn's:  O! 
-Give  colour  to  my  pale  cheek  with  thy  blood,:. 
That  v.  e  the  horrider  may  feem  to  tnofe 
Which  chance  to  find  us :  O,  my  lord  !  my  lord  ! 
Ent 67'  Lucius,  Captains,  l^c.  and  a  ^octhfayer. 

Capt.  To  them,  tlie  legions  garrifon'd  in  Gallia, 
After  your  will,  have  crofs'd  tne  fea ;  attenuing 
You  here  at  Miif:.rd-Haven,  witii  your  Ihips: 
They  are  inreadinofs. 

Luc,  But  ^vhat  fiom  Ro"ie? 

Ca^t,  The  fenate  hath  ftirr'd  up  the  confiners^ 
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And  gentlemen  of  Italy;  moit  willing  fpirits. 
That  promife  noble  fervice  ;  and  they  come 
Under  thecondudl  of  bold  lachimo, 
Syenna's  brother. 

Luc,  When  expe6l  you  them  ? 

Cap,  With  the  next  benefit  o'  the  wind: 

Luc,  This  forwardnefs 
Makes  our  hopes  fair.  Command ,  our  prefent  numbers 
Be  mufter'd  ;  bid  the  captains  look  to't,--  Now,  fir, 
Whathaveyou  dream'd,  of  late,  of  this  war's  purpofe? 

Saof/?,  Laft  night  the  very  gods  fhew'd  me  a  vifion: 
(I  faft,  and  pray'd,  for  their  intelligence  :  Thus:— 
I  faw  Jove's  bird,  the  Roman  eagle,  wing'd 
"  From  the  fpungy  fouth  to  this  part  of  the  weft. 
There  vanifh'd  in  the  fun-beams :  which  portends 
(Unlefs  my  fms  abufe  my  divination), 
Succefs  to  the  Roman  hoft. 

Luc.  Dream  ofte?i  fo. 
And  never  falfe. — Soft,  ho  f  what  trunk  is  here. 
Without  his  top  ?  '^'he  ruin  fpeaks,  that  fometi^mc 

It  was  a  worthy  building  — How!  a  p*ge!  

Or,  dead,  or  fleeping  on  him  ?  But  dead,  rather  : 
For  nature  doth  abhor  to  make  his  bed 
With  the  defnnft,  or  lleep  upon  the  dead.— 
Let's  fee  the  boy's  face. 

Cap,  He  is  alive,  my  lord. 

Luc,  He'll  then  indrud  us  of  this  body. — Young  one> 
Inform  us  of  thy  fortunes  ;  for  it  feems 
They  crave  to  be  demanded  :  Who  is  this. 
Thou  mak'll  thy  blood;  pillow  ;  or  who  was  he, 
^That,  otherwife  than  noble  nature  did, 
Hath  alter'd  that  good  pidure  ?  What's  thy  intereS 
In  tiiis  fad  wreck  ?  How  came  it  ?  Who  is  it  ? 
Wi.at  art  thou  ? 

Jmo    I  am  nothing  :  or  if  not. 
Nothing  to  be  w(  re  better.    This  was  my  mafterj, 
A  very  valiant  Briton,  and  a  good. 
That  here  by  mountaineers  lies  ilain  : — Alas ! 
There  are  no  more  fuch  mailers :  I  may  wander 
From  eaft  to  Occident,  cry  out  for  fervice^ 
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Try  many,  all  good,  ferve  truly,  never 
Find  fuch  another  mafter. 

I.uc,  'Lack,  good  youth  ! 
Thou  mov'ft  no  lefs  with  thy  complaining,  than 
Thy  mafter  in  bleeding  :  Say  his  name,  good  friend. 

Imo.  Richard  du  Champ.    If  I  do  lye,  and  do 
No  harm  by  it,  though  the  gods  hear,  I  hope  \^AJldi: 
They'll  pardon  it.     Say  you,  fir  ? 

Luc,  Thy  name? 

Imo,  Fidele,  fir. 

L'ur,  Thou  doft  approve  thyfelf  the  very  fame : 
Thy  name  well  fits  thy  faith  ;  thy  faith,  thy  name. 
Wilt'take  thy  chance  with  me  ?  I  will  not  fay. 
Thou  fhalt  be  fo  well  mafter'd  ;  but,  be  fure. 
No  lefs  belov'd.    The  Roman  emperor's  letters. 
Sent  by  a  conful  to  me,  Ihould  not  fooner 
Than  thine  o\^  n  M^orth  prefer  thee  :  Go  with  me. 

Imo,  I'll  follow,  fir.    But,  frfl,  an't  pleafe  the  gods, 
I'll  hide  my  mafter  from  the  flies,  as  deep 
As  thefe  poor  pick -axes  can  dig  :  and  when 
With  wild  wood-leaves  and  weeds  I  have  ftrew'd  hk 
grave. 

And  on  it  faid  a  century  of  prayers, 
Such  as  I  can,  twice  o'er,  I'll  weep,  and  figh  ; 
And,  leaving  fo  his  fervice,  follow  you. 
So  pleafe  you  entertain  me. 

Luc,  Ay,  good  youth  ; 
And  rather  father  thee,  than  mafter  thee.— 
My  friends, 

The  boy  hath  taught  us  manly  duties :  Let  us 

Find  out  the  prettieft  daizy'd  plot  we  can. 

And  make  him  with  our  pikes  and  partizans 

A  grave  :  Come,  arm  him. — Boy,  he  is  preferred 

By  thee  to  us  ;  and  he  (hall  be  interr'd. 

As  foldiers  can.    Be  cheerful ;  wipe  thine  eyes: 

Some  falls  are  means  the  happier  to  arifc.  \Exeunt^ 

SCENE  IIL 

Cymbeline^s  Palace, 
Enter  Cymbeliney  Lords,  and  Fifanlo, 

Cym,  Again ;  and  bring  me  word,  how  'tis  with 
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A  fever  with  tlie  abfence  of  her  fon ; 

A  madnefs,  of  which  her  life's  in  danger: — Heavens^ 

How  deeply  you  at  once  do  touch  me  I  Imogen, 

The  great  part  of  my  comfort,  gone :  my  queen 

Upon  a  defperate  bed  ;  and  in  a  time 

When  fearful  wars  point  at  me :  her  fon  gone. 

So  needful  for  this  prefent:  It  llrikes  me,  pall 

The  hope  of  comfort. — But  for  thee,  fellow. 

Who  needs  muft  know  of  her  departure,  and 

Doil  feem  fo  ignorant,  we'll  enforce  it  from  thee 

By  a  fharp  torture. 

Pif,  Sir,  my  life  is  yours, 
I  humbly  fet  it  at  your  will:  But,  for  my  miftrefs, 
I  nothing  know  where  flie  remains,  why  gone. 
Nor  when  fhc  purpofes  return.  'Befeech  your  highnefs 
Hold  me  your  loyal  fervant. 

Lord,  Good  my  liege. 
The  day  that  Ihe  was  miffing,  he  was  here : 
I  dare  be  bound  he's  true,  and  lhall  perform 
All  parts  of  his  fubjedion  loyuUy.    For  Cloten, 
There  wants  no  diligence  in  feeking  him. 
And  will,  no  doubt,  be  found. 

Cym,  The  time  is  troublefome; 
We'll  flip  you  for  a  feafon;  but  our  jealoufy  \To  Pif, 
Does  vet  depend. 

Lord.  So  pleafe  your  majefly. 
The  Roman  legions,  all  from  Gallia  drawn. 
Are  landed  on  your  coafl ;  with  a  fupply 
Of  Roman  gentlemen,  by  the  fen?-ie  fent. 

Cym.  Now  for  the  counfel  of  my  fon,  and  queen !— - 
I  am  amaz'd  with  matter. 

Lord,  Good  my  liege. 
Your  preparation  can  affront  no  lefs 
Than  what  you  hear  of;  come  more,  for  more  you're 
ready  : 

The  want  is,  but  to  put  thefe  powers  in  motion. 
That  long  to  move. 

Cym.  1  thank  you:  Let's  withdraw : 
And  meet  the  time,  as  itfeeks  us.    We  fear  not 
What  can  from  Italy  annoy  us ;  but 
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We  grieve  at  chances  here. — Awav.  \Exeunt. 

Ft/.  I  ueardno  letter  from  my  mafler,  fmce 
I  wrote  him,  Imogen  was  ilain:  '  l  is  ftrange : 
Nor  hear  I  from  niy  miftrefs,  who  did  promife 
1  o  yie'd  me  often  tidings:  Neither  know  1 
What  is  betid  to  cloten  ;  but  rem.ain 
Perpicx'd  in  all.    The  iieavens  fiill  mufl:  work  ; 
Wherein  I  am  falfe,  I  am  honeil ;  not  true,  to  be  true. 
Thefe  prefent  wars  ftiall  find  1  love  my  country, 
Even  to  the  note  o'  the  king,  or  I'll  rail  in  them. 
All  other  doubts,  by  time  let  them  be  clear'd: 
Fortune  brings  in  loaie  bo.its^  that  are  not  ileer'd. 

[_Exit. 

SCENE  IV. 

Before  the  Ca've, 
Enter  Belarius,  Guiderius,  and  Ar^viragus, 

Gidd,  The  noife  is  roundabout  us. 
Bel.  Let  us  from  it. 

Ar'v.  What  pleafure,  fir,  find  we  in  life,  to  lock  it 
From  adlion  and  adventure  ? 

Giiid,  Nay,  what  hope 
Have  we  in  hiding  us  ?  this  way  the  Romans 
Mufl  or  for  Britons  flay  us :  or  receive  us 
For  barbarous  and  unnatural  revolts 
During  their  ufe,  and  Hay  us  after. 

Bel.  Sons, 

We'll  higher  to  the  mountains:  there  fecure  us. 
To  the  king's  party  there's  no  going:  newnefs 
Of  Cloten's  death  (we  being  not  known,  nor  mufter'd 
Among  the  bands)  may  drive  us  to  a  render 
Where  we  have  liv'd;  and  fo  extort  from  us  tliat 
Which  we  have  done,  whofe  anfwer  would  be  death 
Drawn  on  with  torture. 

Quid,  This  is,  fir,  a  doubt, 
In  fuch  a  time,  nothing  becoming  you. 
Nor  fatisf;-  ing  us. 

Ar'u,  It  IS  not  nkely. 
That  when  thev  hear  the  Roman  horfes  neigh. 
Behold  their  (juaritr  d  faco^  have  both  their  eyes 
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And  ears  To  cloy'd  importantly  as  now. 
That  t\icj  will  wafte  their  time  upon  our  note^ 
To  know  from  whence  we  are. 

BeL  O,  1  am  known 
Of  many  in  the  army:  many  years. 
Though  Cloten  then  btit  young,  you  fee,  not  wore  him 
From  my  remembrance.    And,  befides,  the  king 
Hath  not  deferv'd  my  fervice,  nor  your  loves; 
Who  fmd  in  my  exile  the  want  of  breeding, 
The  certainty  of  this  hard  life;  aye  hopelefs 
To  have  thecourtefy  your  cradle  promis'd. 
But  to  the  Hill  hot  fummer's  tanlings,  and 
The  fhrinking  flaves  of  winter. 

Quid.  Than  be  fo. 
Better  to  ceafe  to  be.    Pray,  fir,  to  the  army  : 
I  and  my  brother  are  not  knov.  n  ;  yourfelf, 
So  out  of  thought,  and  thereto  fo  o'er-grown. 
Cannot  be  qiieilion'd. 

Jlr'v.  By  this  fun  that  fhines, 
I'll  thither:  What  thing  is  it,  that  I  never 
Did  fee  man  die?  fcarce  ever  look'd  on  blood, 
But  that  of  coward  hares,  hot  goats,  and  venifoK. 
Never  beftrid  a  horfe,  fave  one,  that  had 
A  rider  like  myfelf,  who  ne'er  wore  rowel 
Nor  iron  on  his  heel?  I  am  afham'd 
To  look  upon  the  holy  fun,  to  have 
The  benefit  of  his  bleil  means,  remaining 
So  long  a  poor  unknown. 

Guid,  By  heavens.  Til  go  : 
If  you  will  blefs  me,  fir,  and  give  me  leave, 
I'll  take  the  better  care  ;  but  if  you  will  not. 
The  hazard  therefore  due  fall  on  me,  by 
The  hands  of  Romans  1 

Jr-v,  So  fay  !„;  Amen. 

BeL  No  reafon  I,  fmce  of  your  lives  you  fet 
So  flight  a  valuation,  fhould  ref.  rve 
My  CKick'd  one  to  more  care.    Have  \^  ithyou,  boys: 
If  in  your  country  wars  you  chance  to  die. 
That  is  my  bed  too,  lads,  and  ti^ere  TU  lie: 
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Lead,  lead — The  time  feems  long  ;  their  blood  thinks 
fcorn, 

Till  it  fly  out,  and  (hew  them  princes  born.  \Exeunt. 
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A  C  T    V.       S  C  E  N  E  I. 

A  Field  y  hct~ixeen  the  Br  kip  and  Roman  Camps, 
Efiter  Pojihumus ,  'with  a  bloody  Handkerchief, 

:PoJi.\r¥.h,  bloody  cloth,  I'll  keep  thee;  for  i 

Thou  fhould'fl  be  coloured  thus.    You  married  ones. 

If  each  of  you  would  take  this  courfe,  how  many 

Mull  murder  wives  much  better  than  themfelves 

For  wi ying  but  a  little  ! — O,  Pifanio  ! 

Every  good  fervant  does  not  all  commands ; 

No  bond,  but  to  do  juH  ones. — Gods  !  if  yoa 

Should  have  ta'en  vengeance  on  my  faults,  I  never 

Had  liv'd  to  put  on  this :  fo  had  you  faved 

Tlie  noble  Imogen  to  repent;  and  llruck 

Me,  wretch,  more  worth  your  vengeance.  But  alack. 

You  fnatch  fome  hence  for  little  faults  ;  that's  love. 

To  have  them  fall  no  more:  you  fome  perm.it 

To  fecond  ills  w^th  ills,  each  elder  v/orfe  ; 

And  make  them  dread  it,  to  the  doer's  thrift. 

But  Imogen  is  your  o  ^>  n:    Do  your  befi  wills. 

And  make  mc  bleft  to^obey !— I  am  brought  hither 

Among  the  Italian  gentry,  and  to  fight 

Againil  my  lady's  kingdom  :    'Tis  enough 

That,  Britain,  1  hitye  kill'd  thy  mi flrefs ;  peace ! 

I'll  give  no  wound  to  thee.  Therefore,  ^gcod  heaven^.. 

Hear  patiently  my  purpofe:  I'll  difrobe  me 

Of  thefe  Italian  v/eeds,  and  fuit  myfelf 

As  does  a  Briton  peafant:  fo  I'll  fght 

Againfl  the  part  I  com.e  with;  fo  I'll  die 

For  thee,  O  Imogen,  even  for  whom  my  life 

Is^  every  breath,  a. death;  and  thus,  unknown 
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Pity'd  nor  hated,  to  the  face  of  peril 

Myfelf  I'll  dedicate.    Let  me  make  men  know 

More  valour  in  me  than  my  habits  fhow. 

Gods,  put  the  ilrength  o'  the  Leonati  in  me  ! 

To  fhame  the  gaife  o'  the  v/orld,  I  %vill  begin 

Thefailiion,  lefs  without,  and  more  within.  \_Exif, 

SCENE  IJ. 

Enter  Lucius,  lachimoy  and  the  Roman  Artny  at  one  door'^ 
and  the  Britijh  Army  at  another  ;  Leonatus  Pojihumus 
fcllo-zving  it  like  a  poor  Soldier,  They  march  o-ver,  and 
go  out.  Then  enter  again  in  jkirjnijh  lachimo  and  Poft- 
humus  :  he  "vanquijhcth  and  difarmeth  lachimo,  and 
then  leases  himi 

lach.  The  heavinefs,  and  guilt,  within  my  bofom 
Takes  off  my  manhood:  I  havebely'd  a  lady. 
The  princels  of  this  country,  and  the  airon't 
Revengingly  enfeebles  me  :  Or  could  this  carle, 
A  very  drudge  of  nature's,  have  fubdu'd  m.e. 
In  my  profeSion  ?  Knighthoods  and  honours,  borne 
As  I  ^vear  mine,  are  titles  but  of  fcorn. 
If  that  thy  gentry,  Britain,  go  before 
This  lout,  as  he  exceeds  our  lords,  the  odds 
Is,  that  we  fcarceare  men,  and  you  are  gods. 
The  battle  continues  ;  the  Britons  fly  ;  Cymbeline  is  taken: 

then  enter  to  his  refcue,  Belarius,  Guideriusy  and  Ar- 

'viragus. 

Bel,  Stand, ftand!  We  have  the  advantage  of  the  ground; 
The  lane  is  guarded:  notliing  routb  us,  but 
The  villainy  of  our  fears. 

Quid.Ar^,  Stand,  Hand!  and  fight! 
Enter  Pofl humus,  and  feconds  the  Britons,     They  refcue 
Cymbeline,  and  Exeunt, 
Then  Enter  Lucius,  lachimo,  and  Imogen, 
Luc.  Away,  boy,  from  the  troops,  and  favethyfelf; 
For  friends  kill  friends,  and  the  difordcr's  fuch 
As  war    ere  hood-wink'd. 

lach.  'Tis  their  frelh  fupplies. 
Luc.  It  is  a  day  turn'd  ftrangely  :  Or  betimes 
Let's  reinforce,  or  fly.  \ExevMi, 
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SCENE  irr. 

Another  Part  of  the  Field, 
Er.ter  Frjihumiis,  and  a  Britijh  Lord, 
Lord.  Cam'fl  thou  from  where  they  made  theiland? 
Pojl.  1  did. 
Though  you,  itfeems,  come  from  the  fliers. 
Lord,  I  did. 

Poft.  No  blame  be  to  you,  fir;  for  all  was  loil. 
But  that  the  heavens  fought  :    The  king  himfelf 
Of  his  v/ings  deflitute,  the  ^rmy  broken. 
And  but  the  backs  of  Britons  feen,  all  flying 
Through  a  llraitlane;  the  enemy  full-hearted. 
Lolling  the  tongue  with  flauglitering,  having  work 
More  plentiful  than  tools  to  do't,  ftruck  down 
Some  mortally,  fome  ilightly  touched,  fome  falling 
Merely  through  fear;  that  the  llrait  pafs  was  damm'd 
With  dead  men,  hurt  behind,  and  cowards  living 
To  die  with  lengthen'd  ihame. 

Lord.  Where  was  this  lane  ? 

Poji,  Clofeby  thebattle,ditchM,and  wairdvv  ith  turf; 
Which  gave  advantage  to  an  ancient  foldier, — 
An  honeil  one,  1  warrant;  who  deferv'd 
So  long  a  breeding,  as  his  white  beard  came  to. 
In  doing  this  for  his  country  ; — athwart  the  lane. 
He,  v.  ith  two  ftriplings  (lads  more  lik-^  to  run 
The  country  bafe,  than  to  commit  fuch  flaughter; 
With  faces  ht  for  mafias,  or  rather  fairer 
Than  thofe  for  prefervation  cas'd,  or  Ihame), 
Made  good  the  '^^z.^.xgQ  :  cry'd  to  thofe  that  fled 
Our  Britons  harts  diefiying,  not  cur  men  : 
7o  darknrjs  fleet,  fouls  that  fly  back^j^ards  !  Stand  ! 
Or  nxe  are  Ro7nanSy  and  ujill  gi've you  that 
Like  beaflsj  ^v^hich you  fljunheaftly  ;  and  may  faue. 
But  to  lodk  hacka?ZLtfro-ivn  :  fland,  ft  and, —  rhefe;^three> 
T  hree  thoufand  confident,  in  ad  as  many, 
(For  three  performers  are  the  tile,  when  all 
The  refl  do  nothing)  with  this  word,  ftand,  ftandy 
Accommodated  by  the  place,  more  charming 
Wit-j  their  own  noblenefs,  (which  could  have  turn'd 
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A  dillaff  to  a  lance)  gilded  p:ile  looks, 

Part,lliame^partrpirit  rencw'd;  that  fome^tuni'd coward 

But  by  example (O,  afm  in  war, 

Damned  in  the  firft  beginners  1) — 'gan  to  look 

The  way  that  they  did,  and  to  grin  like  lions 

Upon  the  pikes  o'  the  hunters.    Tiien  began 

A  flop  i'  the  chafer,  a  retire;  anon, 

A  rout,  confufion  thick  :  Forthwith,  they  Pry 

Chickens,  the  Yv^ay  which  they  lloop'd  eagles;  Haves, 

The  ftrides  they  vidors  made  :  And  now  our  cowards, 

(Like  fragments  in  hard  voyages,  became 

Tlie  lifeo'  the  need)  having  found  the  back-door  open 

Of  the  unguarded  hearts.  Heavens,  how  they  wou  id  1 

Some,  flain  before ;  fome  dying ;  fome,  their  friends 

O'erborne  i'  the  former  wave  ;  ten,  chac'd  by  one. 

Are  now  each  one  the  flaughter-man  of  tv.  enty  : 

Thofe,  that  w^ould  die  or  ere  refill,  are  grown 

The  mortal  bugs  o'  the  field, 

Lof'd.  This  vas  ftrange  chance: 
A  narrow  lane  !  an  old  man,  and  two  boys! 
'  Pofi,  Nay,  do  not  wonder  at  it :    You  are  made 
Rather  to  \\  onder  at  the  things  you  hear. 
Than  to  work  any.    Will  you  rhime  upon 't. 
And  vent  it  for  a  mockery  ?  Here  is  one  : 
7  Soys,  an  old  man  t-cvice  a  boy,  a  lane, 
Frefer~o' d the  Britons ,  ivas  the  Romans''  bane. 

Lord.  Nay,  be  not  angry,  fir. 

Pofi.  Lac  <,  to  what  end  ? 
Who  dare  not  ftand  his  foe,  I'll  be  his  friend-. 
For  if  he'll  do,  as  lie  is  made  to  do, 
1  knovv^  he'll  quickly  fly  my  friendihip  too. 
You  have  put  me  into  rhyme. 

Lord,  Farewef;  you  are  angry.  \_Exit, 

PojI.  Still  going? — This  is  a  lord  :  O  noble  mifcry! 
To  be  i'  the  f.eld,  and  afk,  what  news,  of  me  1 
To-day,  how  many  would  have  given  their  honours 
To  have  fav'd  their  carcafes  f  took  heel  to  do't. 
And  yet  died  too  ?  I,  in  mine  own  woe  ch arih'd. 
Could  not  find  death,  where  1  did  hear  him  groan  ; 
Nor  feel  him,  vvhere  he  flruck  :  Being  an  uely  momler, 
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'Tis  flrange,  he  hides  him  infnTn  cups,  foft  beds, 

Sv.eet  words;  or  hath  more  minifters  than  v^e 

That  draw  liis  knives  i*  the  v  ar. — Well,  1  will  find  him: 

For-  being  now  a  favourer  to  the  Roman, 

No  more  a  Briton,  I  have  refum'd  again 

The  p  irt  1  came  in.    Fight  I  will  no  more, 

But  yield  me  to  the  veriefi  him;,  that  (hall 

Once  touch  my  fhoulder.    Great  the  flaughter  is 

Here  made  by  the  Koman  ;  great  the  anfwer  be 

Britoos  rauft  take  :    For  me,  my  ranfom's  death; 

On  either  fide  I  come  to  fpend  my  breath ; 

Wliicli  neither  here  I'll  keep,  nor  bear  again. 

But  end  it  bv  fome  means  for  mogen. 

Enter  t-jjo  Britijh  Captains^  and  Soldiers, 

1  Cap.  Great  Jupiter  be  prais'd !  L  ucius  is  tak^n: 
^Tis  thought,  the  old  man  and  his  fons  were  angels. 

2  Cap.  There  v  as  a  fourth  man,  in  a  filly  habit. 
That  gave  the  affront  with  them. 

2  Cap.  So  'tis  reported  ; 
But  none  of  them  can  be  found, — Stand!  Who's  there? 

Poft.  A  Roman; 
Who  had  not  now  been  drooping  here,  if  feconds 
Had  anfv,  er'd  him. 

2  Cap,  Lay  hands  on  him:  A  dog! 
A  leg  of  Rome  ihall  not  return  to  tell 
Whatcrowshave  peck'd  them  here:  He  brags  hisfervice 
As  if  he  were  of  note  :  bring  him  to  the  king. 
Enter  Cymheline,  Belarius,  Guiderius,  Ar^viragiis  y  Pifa- 

nio,  a7id  Roman  Captives.    The  Captains  prefent  Pofl- 

humus  to  Cymheline,  n^ho  deliuers  him  ouer  to  a  Gaoler^ 

lifter  ^-hich,  all  go  out. 

SCENE  IV. 
A  Prifon. 
Enter  Pcjihumus ,  and  t-uuo  Gaolers, 

1  Gaol.  You  fhall  not  now  be  ftolen,  you  have  locks 

upon  you  ; 
So  graze,  as  you  find  pafture. 

2  Gaol.  Ay,  oraHomach.  \Exeu7it  Gaolers, 
Pojl.  MoH  welcome,  bondage!  for  thou  art  a  way. 
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I  think,  to  liberty  :    Yet  am  I  better 
Than  one  that's  Tick  o'  the  gout ;  iince  he  had  rather 
Groan  fo  in. perpetuity,  than  be  cur'd 
By  the  fure  phyfician   death  ;  who  is  the  key 
Tounbarthefe  locks.  My  conicience;  thou  art  fetter'd 
More  than  my  fhanks,  and  wriils:  You  good  gods> 
give  me. 

The  penitent,  inflrument,  to  pick  that  bolt. 
Then,  free  for  ever!  Is't  enough,  lam  forry? 
So  children  temporal  fathers  do  appeafe; 
Gods  are  more  fall  of  mercy.    Muil  1  repent? 
I  cannot  do  it  better  than  in  gvves, 
Defir'd,  more  taan  conftrain  d  :  to  fatisfy. 
If  of  my  freedom  'tis  the  main  part,  take 
No  ilridler  render  of  me,  than  my  all. 
I  know  you  are  more  clement  than  vile  men. 
Who  of  their  broken  debtors  take  a  third, 
A  fix  til,  a  tenth,  letting  them  tnrive  again 
On  tiieir  abatement ;  that's  not.my  delire  : 
For  Iinogf-n's dear  life,  take  mine;  and  though 
'Tisnot  fo  dear,  yet  'tis  a  life  ;  youcoin'd  it : 
'Tween  man  and  man,  they  weigh  not  every  ftamp ; 
Though  light,  take  pieces  for  the  figure's  fake  ; 
You  rather  mme,  being  yours :  And  fo  great  powers. 
If  you  V  lii  take  this  audit,  take  this  life. 
And  cancel  t  icfe  cold  bonds.    O  Imogen  I 
I'll  fpeak  to  thee  in  lilence.  \^He  Jleeps, 

Solemn  Miijtc,  Enter,  as  in  an  apparition,  Sicilius  Leo- 
natus,  father  to  Pojihumus,  an  old  many  attired  like 
a  warrior  ;  leading  in  his  hand  an  ancient  matron y  bis 
twifey  and  mother  to  Pcjihufnus,  ^ith  mujic  before 
them,  7 hen  after  other  mufic,  follow  the  tvuo  young 
Leon  at  i,  brothers  to  P  oft  humus ,  njuith  rounds  as  the^ 
died  in  the  'wars.  They  circle  P  oft  humus  round ^  as  he 
lies  fteeping, 

Sici,  No  more,  thou  tliunder-mafter,  fliew 
Thy  fpite  on  mortal  flies: 
With  Mars  fall  out,  with  Junocliide, 
mat  thy  adulteries 
Rates,  and  revenges. 
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Hath  my  pocr  boy  done  ought  but  well. 

Whole  face  i  never  laM  ? 
I  dy'd,  A\hilll  in  the  \Tonib  he  ilay'd, 

Attending  Nature's  law. 
Whofe  fatner  then  (as  men  report 

Thou  orphc^n's  father  art) 
Thou  fnould'il:  have  been,  and  fnielded  him 

From  this  earth-vexing  fmart. 
Moth.  Lucina  lent  not  me  her  aid, 

But  took  me  in  my  throes ; 
That  from  me  was  Poilliumus  ript. 

Came  crying  'mongft  his  foes, 
A  thing  of  pity ! 

Sici,  Great  nature,  like  his  anceilry. 
Moulded  the  ftuitfo  fair, 
That  he  defer ved  the  praii'e  o'  the  world. 
As  great  bicilius'  heir. 

1  Bro.  When  on^  e  he  was  mature  for  man, 

in  Britain  where  Jivas  he 
That  could  ftand  up  his  parallel 

Or'fruitful  obje6l  be 
In  eye  of  Imogen,  that  befl: 

Could  deem  his  dignity  ? 
Moib.  With  marriage  wiierefore  was  he  mock'J> 

To  be  exil'd,  and  tlirown 
From  I.eonati's  feat,  and  caft 

From  her  his  deareit  one. 
Sweet  Imogen? 

Sici.  Why  did  you  fuffer  lachimo,- 

Slight  tiling  of  Italy, 
To  taint  his  nobler  heart  and  brain 

Witn  needlcis  jeaioufy  ; 
And  to  become  the  geek  and  fcorn 

O'  the  other's  villainy? 

2  Bro.  borm  this,  from  fliller  feats  we  came. 
Our  parents,  and  us  twain. 

That,  ilriking  in  our  country's  caufe. 

Fell  bravely,  and  v^  ere  llain ; 
Our  fealty,  and  Tenantius'  right. 

With  honour  to  maintain,. 


CYM  BEL  I  >rE. 


333 


1  Bro,  Like  hardiment  PoUliumus  hatli 
To  Cymbeline  perform'd  : 

Then,  Jupiter,  thou  king  of  godsy 
Why  hail  thoa  thus  adjourn'd 
The  graces  for  his  merits  due; 
Being  all  to  dolours  turn'd  ? 
Sici.  Thy  cryflal  window  ope;  look  out; 
No  longer  exercife^ 
Upon  a  valiant  race,  thy  harfii 
And  potent  injuries : 
Moth.  Since,  Jupiter,  our  fon  is  good. 

Take  oiThis  miferies. 
Sici.  Peep  through  thy  marble  manfion ;  help  I 
Or  we  poor  ghofts  will  cry 
To  the  fhining  fynod  of  the  reA^ 
Againil  thy  deity. 

2  Bro,  Help,  Jupiter;  or  we  appeal. 
And  from  thy  juilice  fly. 

Jupiter  defcends  in  thunder  and  lightning,  fitting  upon  an 
eagle  :  he  thro^vjs  a  thunder-holt^  The  ghojis  fall  on 
their  knees, 

Jupit,  No  more,  you  petty  fpirits  of  region  Iow> 

Offend  our  hearing;  huih  ! — How  dare  you,  gholls, 
Accufe  the  thunderer,  whofe  bolt  you  know. 

Sky-planted,  batters  all  rebelling  coafls  ? 
Poor  iliadows  of  Elyfium,  hence;  and  reil 

Upon  your  never  withering  banks  of  flowers  : 
Be  not  with  mortal  accidents  oppreft  ; 

No  care  of  yours  it  is:  you  know,  'tis  ours. 
Whom  befl  I  love,  1  crofs :  to  make  my  gift. 

The  more  delay'd,  delighted.    Be  content; 
.  Your  low-laid  fen  our  godnead  will  uplift; 

His  comforts  trsrive,  his  trials  well  are  fpent. 
Our  Jovial  ftar  reign'd  at  his  birth,  and  in 

Our  temple  was  he  married. — Rife,  and  fade  !— 
He  lhall  be  lord  of  lady  Imogen, 

And  happier  much  by  his  afflidlion  made. 
This  tablet  lay  upon  his  breaft ;  wherein 

Our  pleafure  hjs  full  fortune  dot]i  confine  $ 
And  fo,  away :  no  farther  with  your  diu 
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Exprefs  impatience,  lefl  you  ftiruf)  min^.— 

Mount,  eagle,  to  my  palace  cryftalline.  [Afiends. 

Sici,  He  came  in  thunder ;  his  celeftial  breath 
Was  fulphurous  to  fmell :  the  holy  eagle 
Stoop'd,  as  to  foot  us;  his  afceniion  is 
More  fweet  than  our  bleft  fields ;  his  royal  bird 
Prunes  the  immortal  wing,  and  cloys  his  beak. 
As  when  his  god  is  pleas'd. 

JIL  Thanks,  Jupiter! 

Sici.  The  marble  pavement  cloies,  lie  is  enter'd 
His  radiant  roof: — A^vay  !  and,  to  the  bleft 
Let  us  with  care  perform  his  great  beheft.  \Vanifp> 

Poji,  [yjaking]  Sleep,  thou  halt  been  a  grandfire, 
and  begot 
A  father  to  me  :  and  thou  hafl  created 
Amother,  and  two  brothers:  But(Ofcornl) 
Gone!  they  ^\  ent  hence  fo  foon  as  they  were  born. 
Andfo  I  am  awake.— Poor  v/retches,  that  depend 
Ongreatnefs'  favour,  dream  as  I  have  done; 
Wake,  and  find  nothing.— But^  alas,  1  fwerve: 
Many  dream  not  to  find,  neither  deferve. 
And  yet  are  ileep'd  in  favours;  fo  am  I, 
That  have  this  golden  <:hance,  and  know  not  why. 
What  fairies  haunt  this  ground?  A  book?  O,  rare  one!* 
Be  not,  as  is  our  fangled  world,  a  gannent 
Nobler  than  that  it  covers :  let  thy  effsds 
So  follow,  to  be  moil  unlike  our  courtiers. 
As  good  as  promife, 

\Reads.'\ 

When  as  a  lion's  v/help  fliall,  to  himfelf  unknown, 
w  ithout  feeking  find,  and  be  embrac'd  by  a  piece  of 
''tender  air;  and  when  froma  ftately  cedar  ihall  be 
''  lopt  branches,  w^hich,  being  dead  many  years,  fliali 
''  after  revive,  be  jointed  to  tiie  old  ilock,  and  frellily 
''grow;  then  lhaliPoilhumus  end  his  miferies,  Britain 
"  be  fortunate,  and  flourilh  in  peace  and  plent  . 
'Tis  ftill  a  dream;  or  elfe  fuch  ftufr  as  madmen 
To  igue,  and  brain  not:  either  both,  or  nothing: 
Or  funielefs  fpe  -.king,  or  a  fpeaking  iuch 
As  fenfe  cannot  untie.    Be  what  it  is> 
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:The  a^lion  of  my  life  is  like  it,  which 
,ril  keep  if  bu  t  for  fympathv. 

Re-enter  Gaolers. 

GaoL  Come,  fir,  are  you  ready  for  death  ? 

Poji,  Over-roailed  rather:  ready  long  ago. 

GaoL  Hanging  is  the  word,  fir;  if  you  be  ready 
for  that,  you  are  well  cook'd. 

Pojf,  So,  if  I  prove  a  good  repafl  to  the  fpe£lators, 
;  the  diili  pays  the  (hot. 

GaoL  A  heavy  reckoning  for  you,  fir:  Butthecom- 
.  fort  is,  you  {hall  be  call'd  tn  no  more  payments,  fear 
,no  more  tavern  bills  ;  which  are  ofcen  the  fadnefs  of 
parting,  as  the  procuring  of  mirth:  you  come  in  faint 
rfor  want  of  meat,  depart   reeling  with  too  much 
drink;  forry  that  you  have  paid  too  much,  and  forry 
that  you  are  paid  too  much ;  purfe  and  brain  both 
empty  :  the  brain  the  heavier,  for  being  too  light ;  the 
purfe  too  light,  being  drawn  of  heaviiiefs ;  O!  of  this 
.  contradicHon  youlhali  be  now  quit. — O,  the  charity 
.of  a  penny  cord  !  it  fums  up  thoufands  in  a  trice:  you 
have  no  true  debitor  and  creditor  but  it;  of  what's  paft, 
is,  and  to  come,  the  difcharge:— Your  neck,  fir,  is 
pen,  book,  and  counters ;  fo  the  acquittance  follows, 

Poft,  1  am  merrier  to  die,  than  thou  art  to  live. 

GaoL  Indeed,  fir,  he  that  fleeps  feels-not  the  tooth- 
.  ach:  But  a  man  that  were  to  Heep  your  fleep,  and  a 
hangman  to  help  him  to  bed,  I  tiiink,  he  v^^ould 
change  places  with  his  officer:  for,  look  you,  fir, 
you  knov;  not  which  way  you  hi;ill  go. 

Po/}.  Yes,  indeed,  do  \,  fellow. 

GaoL  Your  deat  1  his  eyco  in's  head  then ;  I  have 
not  feen  him  fo  pidur'd  :  you  mull:  eitlier  be  direded 
by  fome  that  take  upon  them  to  know ;  or  take  upon 
yourfeif  that,  which  I  am  fure  you  do  not  know  ;  or 
jump  the  after-enquiry  on  your  own  peril :  and  how  you 
ihall  fpeed  in  your  journe  's  end,  1  think,  you'll  ne- 
.^ver  return  to  tell  one. 

PoJ^,  I  tell  thee,  fellow,  there  are  none  want  eyes, 
;tp  dired:  them  the  way  1  am  going,  but  fuch  as  wink, 
.and  v/iii  not  ufe  them. 
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Gael.  What  an  infinite  mock  is  this,  that  a  man 
fliould  have  the  beil  ufe  of  eyes,  to  fee  the  way  of 
blindnefs  !  I  am  fure,  hanging's  the  way  of  winking. 
Enter  Mejjenger, 

Mef.  Knock  off  his  manacles  ;  bring  your  prifoncr 
to  the  king. 

PoJ}.  Thou  bring'fl  good  news ;  I  am  call'd  to  be 
made  free. 

Gael,  ril  be  hang'd  then. 

Pofi.  Thou  fhalt  be  then  freer  than  a  gaoler ;  no 
bolts  for  the  dead.     [^Exeunt  Pofthu?nus  and  Mejjenger. 

G^.ol.  Unlefs  a  man  would  marry  a  gallows,  and 
beget  young  gibbets,  I  never  faw  one  fo  prone.  Yet, 
on  mv  confciencc;,  there  are  verier  knaves  defire  to 
live,  for  all  he  be  a  Roman  :  and  there  be  fome  of 
them  too,  that  die  atTainft  their  wills  ;  fo  fliould  I,  if 
I  were  one.  I  would  we  v/ere  all  of  one  mind,  and  one 
mind  good ;  O,  there  were  a  defolation  of  gaolers,  and 
gallov/fes  ?  I  fpeak  againll  my  prefent  proTit  ;  but  my 
wifli  hath  a  preferment  in't.  [Exit, 

SCENE  V. 

Cy?nbeline'' s  Tent. 
Enter  Cymheliney  Belarius,  Guideriusy  Arviragus,  Pif- 
anioy  and  Lords. 

Gym.  Stand  by  my  fide,  you,  whom  the  gods  have 
made 

Prefervers  of  my  throne.    Woe  is  my  lieart. 
That  the  poor  foldier,  that  fo  richly  fought, 
Whofe  rags  lham'd  gilded  arms,  whofe  naked  breafl 
Stept  before  targe  of  proof,  cannot  be  found  : 
He  iliail  be  happy  tliat  can  faid  him,  if 
Our  grace  can  make  him  fo. 

Bel.  I  never  faw 
Such  noble  fury  in  fo  poor  a  thing  ; 
Such  precious  deeds  in  one  taat  promls'd  nought 
But  beggary  and  po^r  looks. 

Cy:n.  No  tidings  of  him  ? 

Eif.  He  hath  been  feargh'd  among  the  dead  and 
living. 
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But  no  trace  of  him. 

Cym,  To  my  grief  I  am 
The  heir  of  his  reward  ;  which  I  will  add 
To  you,  the  liver,  heart,  and  brain  of  Britain, 

[To  Belariusy  Guideriusy  and  Awiragus. 
By  whom,  I  grant,  fhe  lives :  'Tis  now  the  time 
To  afk  of  whence  you  are :  report  it. 

BeL  Sir, 

In  Cambria  are  we  born,  and  gentlemen  : 
Further  to  boaft,  were  neither  true  nor  modefls 
Unlefs  I  add,  we  are  honeH. 

Cym.  Bow  your  knees  : 
A  rife  iny  knights  o'  -the  battle ;  I  create  you 
Compuinions  to  our  perfon,  and  will  fit  you 
With  dignities  becoming  your  eftates. 

Enter  Cor?jeliuSy  and  Ladies* 
There's  bufmefs  in  thefe  faces : — Why  fo  fadly 
Greet  you  our  victory  ?  you  look  likeRomanSi> 
And  not  o'  the  court  of  Britain. 

Cor  Hail,  great  king  ! 
To  four  your  happinels,  1  mull:  report 
The  queen  is  dead. 

Cym,  Whom  ^vor^e  than  a  phyfician 
Would  this  report  become  ?  But  I  confider. 
By  medicine  life  may  be  prolonged,  yet  death 
Will  feize  the  doctor  too — How  ended  {he  ? 

Co,\  With  horror,  madly  dying,  like  her  life  ; 
Which,  being  cruel  to  the  world,  concluded 
Mofl  cruel  toherfelf.    What  Ihe  confefs'd, 
I  will  report,  fopleafeyou:  Thefe  her  women 
Can  trip  me,  if  I  err;  who,  with  wet  cheeks. 
Were  prefent  when  Hie  finilh'd. 

Cym.  Pr'ythee,  fay. 

Cor.  Firft,  llie  confefs'd  fhe  never  lov'd  you ;  only 
Affefted  greatnefs  got  by  you,  ijiot  you  : 
Married  your  royalty  ;  was  wife  to  your  place; 
Abhorr'd  your  perfon. 

Cym,.  She  alone  knew  this  : 
And,  but  fhe  fpoke  it  dying,  T  would  not 
Believe  her  lips  in  opening  it.  Proceed, 
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Cor,  Your  daughter,  whom  fhe  bore  in  hand  to  love 
With  fuch  integrity,  flie  did  confefs 
Was  as  a  fcorpion  to  her  fight ;  whofe  life. 
But  that  her  flight  prevented  it,  fhe  had 
Ta'en  off  by  poifon. 

Cym,  O  moft  delicate  fiend  ! 
Who  is 't  can  read  a  woman  ? — Is  there  more  ? 

Cor,  More,  fir,  and  worfe.    She  did  confefs,  (he  had 
For  you  a  mortal  mineral  ;  which,  being  took. 
Should  by  the  minute  feed  on  life,  and  lingering. 
By  inches  wafte  you  :  In  which  time  (he  purposed. 
By  watching,  weeping,  tendance,  killing,  to 
O'ercomeyou  with  her  Ihew  :  yes,  and  in  time, 
(When  fhe  had  fitted  you  with  her  craft)  to  work 
Herfon  into  the  adoption  of  the  crown. 
But  failing  of  her  end  by  his  flrange  abfence. 
Grew  fhamelefs-defperate  ;  open'd,  in  defpight 
Of  heaven  and  men,  her  purpofes  ;  repented 
The  ills  fhe  hatch'd  were  not  effedled  ;  fo, 
Defpairing,  dy'd. 

Cym.  Heard  you  all  this,  her  women  ? 

Lad.  We  did,  fo  pleafe  your  highnefs. 

Cym.  Mine  eyes 
Were  not  in  fault,  for  fhe  was  beautiful  ; 
Mine  ears,  that  heard  her  flattery  ;  nor  my  heart. 
That  thought  her  like  her  feeming  ;  it  had  been  vicious. 
To  have  miflrufled  her  :  yet,  O  my  daughter  ! 
That  it  was  folly  in  me,  thou  may'fl  fay. 
And  prove  it  in  thy  feeling.  Heaven  mend  all ! 
Enter  Lucius,  lachimo,  and  other  Roman  prifoners;  Pofthumus 

behind^  and  Imogen, 
Thou  coni'fl  not,  Caius,  now  for  tribute;  that 
The  Britons  have  raz'd  out,  though  with  the  lofs 
Of  many  a  bold  one ;  whofe  kinfmen  have  made  fuit 
That  their  good  fouls  may  be  appeas'd  with  flaughter 
Of  you  their  captives,  which  ourfelf  have  granted  : 
So  think  of  your  eftate. 

Luc,  Confider,  fir,  the  chance  of  war;  the  day 
Was  yours  by  accident:  had  it  gone  with  us. 
We  ihouldnot^  when  the  blood  was  cold,  have  threat^n'd 
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Ourprifoners  with  the  fword.    But fince  the  gods 

Will  have  it  thus,  that  nothing  but  our  lives 

May  be  call'd  ranfom,  let  it  come :  lufEceth, 

A  Roman  with  a  Roman's  heart  can  fufFer: 

Auguftus  lives  to  think  on't:  And  io  much 

For  my  peculiar  care.    This  one  thing  only 

I  will  entreat:  My  boy,  a  Briton  born. 

Let  him  be  ranfom'd :  never  mafrer  had 

A  page  fo  kind,  fo  duteous,  diligent. 

So  tender  over  his  occafions,  true. 

So  feat,  fo  nurfe-like  :  let  his  virtue  join 

With  my  requeil,  which.  Til  make  bold,  yourhighnefs 

Cannot  deny ;  he  haih  done  no  Briton  harm; 

Though  he  have  ferv'd  a  Roman;  fave  him,  fir. 

And  fpare  no  blood  befide. 

Cym,  I  have  furely  fcen  him: 
His  favour  is  familiar  to  me:---Boy, 
-Thou  haft  look'd  thyfelf  into  my  grace,  and  art 
Mine  own.    I  know  not  why,  wherefore,  I  fay. 
Live,  boy:  ne'er  thank  thy  mailer;  live: 
And  afk  of  Cymbeline  what  boon  thou  wilt. 
Fitting  my  bo;mty,  and  thy  flate,  I'll  give  it; 
Yea,  though  thou  do  demand  a  prifoner. 
The  noblelUa'en. 

Imo.  I  humbly  thank  your  high'nefs. 

Luc,  1  do  not  bid  thee  beg  m.y  life,  good  lad  ; 
And  yet  I  know,  thou  wilt. 

J 7720.  No,  no ;  alack. 
There's  other  work  in  hand ;  I  fee  a  thing 
Bitter  to  me  as  death:  your  life,  good  mailer, 
Mudfhume  for  itfelf. 

Luc,  The  boy  difdaina  me, 
He  leaves  me,  icorns  me:  Briefly  die  their  joys. 
That  place  them,  on  the  truth  of  girls  and  boys.-— 
Why  Hands  he  fo  perplex'd  ? 

Cym.  What  would 'il:  thou,  boy? 
I  love  thee  more  and  more ;  think  more  and  more 
What's  bed  lo  afk.  Know 'ft  him  thou  look'il  on :  fpeak, 
Wilt  have  him  iiveP  Is  he  thy  kin    thy  friend? 

Imo,  He  is  a  Roman?  no  more  kin  to  me. 
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Than  I  to  your  highnefs ;  who  being  born  your  vaflal. 
Am  fomething  nearer. 

Cym,  Wherefore  ey'fthimfo? 

Imo,  ril  tell  you,  fir,  in  private^  if  you  pleafe 
To  give  mc  hearing. 

Cyrn,  Ay,  with  all  my  heart, 
And  lend  my  beft  attention.    What's  thy  name  ? 

Imo,  Fidele,  fir. 

Cym.  Thou  art  my  good  youth,  my  page  ; 
I'll  be  thy  mailer  :  Walk  with  me  ;  fpeak  freely. 

[  Cynibeline  and  Imogen  n^alk  ojlde. 

BeL  Is  not  this  boy  reviv'd  from  death? 

Ar^,  One  fand  another 
Not  more  refembles  :    That  fvveet  rofy  lad. 
Who  dy'd,  and  was  Fidcle — What  think  you? 

Guid,  The  fame  dead  thing  alive. 

BeL  Peace,  peace!  fee  further;  he  eyes  us  not; 
forbear  ; 

Creatures  may  be  alike ;  wer't  he,  I  am  fure 
He  would  have  fpoke  to  us. 

Giiid.  But  we  faw  him  dead. 

Bel.  Be  filent ;  let's  fee  further. 

Pif.  It  is  my  miilrefs ;  \_AJtde, 
Since  Ihe  is  living,  let  the  time  run  on. 
To  good  or  bad.         [Cym.  and  Imogen  come  for=vjard, 

Cy?n.  Come,  ftand,  thou  by  our  fide  ; 
Make  thy  demand  aloud. — Sir,  ftep  you  forth; 

[To  Iachi?no, 
Give  anfwer  to  this  boy,  and  do  it  freely  ; 
Or,  by  our  greatnefs,  and  the  grace  of  it, 
Wliich  is  cur  honour,  bitter  torture  fnall 
Winnow  the  truth  from  falfeiiood. — On,  fpeak  to  him. 

Imo.  My  bcon  is,  that  this  gentleman  may  render 
Of  whom  he  had  this  ring. 

PcJ},  What's  that  to  him  ?  [^M', 

Cy?n.  That  diamond  upon  your  finger,  fay. 
How  came  it  yours  ? 

lach,  I'hou'lt  torture  me  to  leave  unfpcken  that 
Which,  to  be  fpoke,  would  torture  thee. 

Cym.  Hov/ !  me  r 
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lach,  T  am  glad  to  be  conflrain'd  to  utter  that  which. 
Torments  me  to  conceal.    By  villainy 
I  got  this  ring  ;  'twas  Leonatus'  jewel. 
Whom  thou  didil  baniih ;  and  (which  more  may  grieve 
thee. 

As  it  doth  me)  a  nobler  fir  ne'er  liv'd 

^Twixt  fky  and  ground.  Wilt  thou  hear  more,  my  lord? 

Cym,  All  that  belongs  to  this. 

lach.  That  paragon,  thy  daughter,  

For  whom  my  heart  drops^  blood,  and  my  falfe  fpirits 
Quail  to  remember, — Give  me  leave  ;  I  faint. 

Cy7n.  Mv  daughter!  what  of  her?  Renew  thy  ftrength: 
.1  had  rather  thou  Ihouldft  live  while  nature  wiil, 
Than  die  e'er  I  hear  more ;  ftrive,  man,  and  fpeak. 

lach.  Upon  a  time,  (unhappy  was  the  clock 
That  ftruck  the  hour  I)  it  was  in  Rome,  (accurs'd 
The  manfion  where  1)  'twas  at  a  feaft,  (O,  'would 
Our  viands  had  been  poifon'd  I  or,  at  lead, 
Thofe  which  I  heav'd  to  head)  the  good  Poflhumus 
(What  Ihould  I  fay  ?  he  was  too  good,  to  be 
Where  ill  men  w  ere  ;  and  was  the  beft  of  all 
Among  the  rar'ft  of  good  ones)  fitting  fadiy. 
Hearing  us  praife  our  loves  of  Italy 
For  beauty  that  made  barren  the  fwell'd  boaft 
Of  him  that  beft  could  fpeak  :  for  feature,  laming 
The  fhrine  of  Venus,  or  llraight-pight  Minerva, 
Poftures  beyond  brief  nature  ;  for  condition, 
A  fhop  of  all  the  qualities  that  man 
Loves  w  Oman  for  ;  belides,  that  hook  of  wiving,, 
Fairnefs,  which  ftrikes  the  eye:  — 

Cym.  1  Hand,  on  fire  :. 
Come  to  the  matter^ 

lach.  All  too  ioon  I  fhall, 
Unlefs  thou  would'ft  grieve  quickly — This  Pofthumusy 
(Mo'ft  like  a  noble  lord  in  love,  and  one 
That  had  a  royal  lover)  took  his  hint ; 
And,  not  clifpraifmg  wliom  we  prais'd  (therein 
He  was  as  calm  as  virtue)  he  began 
His  miftreis'  pi<5ture;  w  achbv  his  tongue  being  made> 
And  theaa  mind  put  in  i,  either  our  brags 
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Were  crack'd  of  kitchen  trulls,  or  his  defcription 
Prov'd  us  unfpeaking  fots. 

Cym.  Nay,  nay,  to  the  purpofe. 

lach.  Your  daughter's  ch  .ftity —  there  it  begins. 
He  fpake  of  her,  as  Dian  had  hot  dreams. 
And  fhe  alone  were  cold  ;  Whereat,  I  wretch  ! 
Made  fcruple  of  his  praife ;  and  wager'd  with  him 
Pieces  of  gold,  'gainft  this  which  then  he  wore 
Upon  his  honoured  finger  to  attain 
Infuit  the  place  of  his  bed,  and  win  this  ring 
By  her's  and  mine  adultery  ;  he,  true  knight. 
No  lefTer  of  her  honour  confident 
Than  I  did  truly  find  her,  flakes  this  ring  ; 
And  would  fo,  had  it  been  a  carbuncle 
Of  Phcebus'  wheel ;  and  might  fo  fafely,  had  it 
Been  all  the  worth  of  his  car.    Away  to  Britain 
Poil  I  in  this  defign  :    Weil  may  you,  fir. 
Remember  me  at  court,  where  I  was  taught. 
Of  your  chade  daughter  the  wide  difference 
^Tvvixt  amorous  and  villainous.    Being  thus  quench'd 
Of  hope,  not  longing,  mine  Italian  brain 
'Gan  in  your  duller  Britain  operate 
Moil  vilely;  for  ray  Vantage,  excellent: 
And,  to  be  brief,  my  practice  fo  prevail'd 
That  I  reiurn'd  with  fimilar  proof  enough 
To  make  the  noble  Leonatus  mad, 
By  wounding  his  belief  in  her  renown 
With  tokens  thus,  and  thus ;  averring  notes 
Of  chamber-hanging,  pidures,  this  her  bracelet, 
(O,  cunning,  how  [  got  it  i)  nay,  fome  marks 
Of  fecret  on  her  perfon,  that  he  could  not 
But  think'her  bond  ofchaflity  quite  crack'd, 
I  having  ta'en  the  forfeit.    Whereupon, — 
Methinks  I  fee  him  now, 

Fcfi.  Ay,  fothoudoil,  [Comh7g forvjard. 

Italian  fiend  !— xih  me,  mofl:  credulous  fool. 
Egregious  murderer,  thief,  any  thing 
That's  due  to  aii  the  villains  paft,  in  being, 
To  come! — O,  give  me  cord,  or  knife,  or  poifon^ 
Some  upright  juiticer! — Thoa,  king,  fend  out 
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For  tortures  ingenious:  it  is  I 

That  all  the  abhorr  d  things  o'  the  earth  amend, 

By  being  worfe  than  they,    i  am  Pofthumus, 

That  kiird  thy  daughter      villain  like,  1  lie  ; 

That  caus'd  a  lefler  villain  than  myfelf, 

A  facrilegious  thief,  to  do't:  — the  temple 

Of  virtue  was  Ihe  ;  yea,  and  Ihe  herfelf. 

Spit,  and  throw  Rones,  caft  mire  upon  me,  fet 

The  dogs  o'  the  flreetto  bay  me  :  every  villain 

Becall'd,  Pofthumus  Leonatus:  and 

Be  villainy  lefs  than  'twas! — O  Imogen  1 

My  queen,  my  life,  my  wife  1  O  imogen, 

Imogen,  Imogen! 

Imo.  Peace,  my  lord ;  hear,  hear  

Fo/?.  Shall's  havea  play  of  this?  thoufcornful  page. 
There  lie  thy  part.  [Striking  her,  Jhe falls^ 

Pif.  O,  gentlemen,  help 
AViine,  and  your  miilrefs,  O  my  lord  Pofthumus  I 
You  ne'er  kill'd Imogen  t-11  now: — Help,  help! — 
Mine  honoured  lady ! 

Cym.  Does  the  world  go  round? 

Fcjl,  How  come  thefe  llaggers  on  me  ? 

Fif,  Wa'.<e,  my  mifcrefs ! 

Cym,  If  this  be  fo,  the  gods  do  mean  to  Urike  me 
To  death  with  mortal  joy. 
,     Fif,  Hon  fares  my  mill refs? 

Imo,  O,  get  thee  from  my  fight ; 
Thou  gav'fl  me  poifon:  dangerous  fellow,  hence! 
Breathe  not  where  princes  are. 

Cym,  The  tune  of  Imogen  ! 

Fif,  Lady,  the  gods  throw  (tones  of  fulphur  on  me,  if 
That  box  I  gave  you  was  not  thought  by  me 
A  precious  thing;  1  had  it  from  the  queen. 

Cym,  New  matter  Itill  ! 

Fnio.  It  poifon'd  me. 

Cor,  O  gods ! 
I  left  out  one  thing  which  the  queen  confefs'd. 
Which  nmit  approve  thee  honed  :  If  Pifanio 
Have,  faid  fne,  given  his  mill  refs  that  confedlon 
Which  I  gave  him  for  cordial,  fhe  is  ferv'd 
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As  I  would  Terve  a  rat. 

Cym.  What  is  this,  Cornelius? 

Cor,  The  queen,  fir,  very  oft  importun'd  me 
To  temper  poifons  for  her;  ftill  pretending 
The  fatisfadion  of  her  knowledge,  only 
In  killing  creatures  vile,  as  cats  and  dogs. 
Of  no  efteem;  J,  dreadii.g  that  her  purpofe 
Was  of  more  danger,  d'd  compound  for  her 
A  certain  ftulF,  Avhich  being  ta'en,  would  ceafe 
The  prefent  power  of  life ;  but,  in  fhort  time. 
All  offices  of  nature  ihould  again 
Do  their  due  fundlions. — Have  you  ta'en  of  it? 

Imo.  Moil  like  1  did,  for  1  was  dead. 

Bel,  Mv  boys. 
There  was  our  error.  

Guid,  This  is  fure  f  idele. 

Imo.  Why  did  you  throv/  your  v/edded  lady  from  you? 
Think  that  you  are  upon  a  reck;  and  now 
Throvv  me  again. 

Pofi,  Hang  there  like  fruit,  my  foul. 
Till  the  tree  diel 

Cym.  Hovv'  novr,  my  fiefh,  mv  child  ? 
What,  mak'fl  thou  me  a  dullard  in  this  a<5l  ? 
Wilt  thou  not  fpcak  to  me  ? 

hno.  Your  bleiHng,  fir.  \^Kneeling, 

Bel.  Though  you  did  love  this  youth,  I  blam.e  you  not; 
You  had  modve  for  it.    \  To  Guiderzus  and  Ar^viragus. 

Cym.  My  tears,  that  fall. 
Prove  noly  water  on  thee!  Imogen, 
Th;  mxtiier's  dead. 

Imo.  I'm  forry  for't,  my  lord. 

Cym.  O,  fne  was  nauglit ;  and,  long  of  her  it  was, 
That  we  meet  here  fo  ftrangelv  :  But  her  fon 
Is  gone,  we  know  not  ho^^ ,  nor  w  here. 

Pif.  M}  lord. 
Now  fear  is  from  me.  Til  fpeak  truth.  Lord  Cloten, 
Upon  my  lady's  mi/Ting,  came  tome 
With  hisfN  ord  drav^  n;  foam  d  at  the  mouth,  and  fwoxe^ 
If  i  difcover'd  not  whicn  way  ine  v  as  gone. 
It  was  my  inltant  ueath;  By  accident. 
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I  had  a  feignM  letter  of  my  mailer's 
Then  in  my  pocket;  which  direfted  him 
To  feek  her  on  the  mountains  near  to  Milford  ; 
Where,  in  a  frenzy,  in  my  mafler's  garments. 
Which  he  inforc'd  from  me,  away  he  pofts 
With  utichafte  purpofe,  and  with  oath  to  violate 
My  lady's  honour  :  what  became  of  him, 
I  further  know  not. 

Guid.  Let  me  end  the  flory  : 
I  flew  him  there. 

Cym.  Marry,  the  gods  forefend  ! 
I  would  not  thy  good  deeds  fhould  from  my  lips 
Pluck  a  hard  fentence:  pr'ythee,  valiant  youth, 
Deny't  again. 

Guid.  I  have  fpoke  it,  and  I  did  it. 

Cym.  He  was  a  prince. 

Guid.  A  moft  uncivil  one:  The  wrongs  he  did  me 
Were  nothing  prince-like:  for  he  did  provoke  me 
With  language  that  would  make  me  fpurn  the  fea. 
If  it  could  fo  roar  to  me:  I  cut  oiPs  head ; 
And  am  right  glad,  he  is  not  Handing  here 
To  tell  tliis  tale  of  mine. 

Cy?n,  I  am  forry  for  thee: 
By  thine  own  tongue  thou  art  condemn'd,  and  muft: 
Endure  our  law  :  Thou  art  dead. 

hno.  That  head] efs  man 
I  thought  had  been  my  lord. 

Cym.  Bind  the  oilender. 
And  take  him  from  our  prefence. 

Bel.  Stay,  fir  king : 
This  man  i:  better  than  the  man  he  flew, 
As  well  delcended  as  tliyfclf ;  and  hath 
More  of  thee  merited,  than  a  band  of  Clotens 
Had  ever  fear  for. — Let  his  arms  alone  ; 

[  To  the  guards 

They  were  not  born  for  bondage. 

(-ym.  Why,  old  foldier, 
Wiit  thou  undo  the  wortli  tliou  art  unpaid  for^, 
By  tailing  of  our  wrath  ?  How  of  deicent 
A  5  good  as  we  ? 
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Ar^-v,  In  that  he  fpake  too  far. 

Cym.  And  thou  ihalt  die  for't. 

Bel.  We  wiil  die  all  three: 
But  1  will  prove,  that  two  of  us  are  as  good 
As  1  have  given  out  him. — My  fons,  I  muil 
For  my  own  part,  unfold  a  dangerous  fpeech. 
Though,  haply,  ^vell  for  you. 

Aru,  Your  danger's  ours. 

Guid.  And  our  good  his. 

Bel,  Have  at  it  then.  

By  leave Thou  had'H,  great  king,  a  fubjed,  "vvho 
Was  caird  Eelarius. 

Cym.  Vv^hat  of  him  ?  he  is 
A  banifli'd  traitor. 

Bel.  He  it  is,  that  hath 
Affum'd  this  age  :  indeed,  a  baniih'd  man  ; 
I  know  not  how,  a  traitor. 

Cym,  Take  him  hence  ; 
The  whole  ^vorld  fhall  not  fave  him. 

Bel.  Not  too  hot  ; 
Firft  pay  me  for  the  nurfmg  of  thy  Tons  \ 
And  let  it  be  confifcate  all,  fo  foon 
A.S  I  have  rcceiv'd  it. 

Cym.  Nurfmg  of  my  fons  ? 

Bel.  I  am  too  blunt,  and  faucy  :  Here's  my  knee  ; 
Ere  1  arife,  I  v.  ill  prefer  my  fons ; 
Then,  fpare  not  the  old  father.    Mighty  fir, 
Thefe  two  young  gentlemen,  that  call  me  father. 
And  think  they  are  my  fons,  are  none  of  mine  ; 
They  are  the  iffue  of  your  loins,  my  liege. 
And  blood  of  your  begetting. 

Cy7n.  How  !  m.y  ilTue  ? 

Bel.  So  fure  as  you  your  father's.    I,  old  Morgan, 
Am  that  Belarius  whom  you  fometime  banilh'd : 
Your  pleafure  was  my  near  olFence,  my  punifhment 
Itfelf,  and  all  my  treafon ;  that  1  fuffer'd, 
Was  all  the  i.arm  I  did     Thefe  gentle  princes 
(For  fuch  and  fo  they  are)  thefe  twenty  years 
Have  I  train'd  up  :  thofe  arts  they  have,  as  I 
Could  put  into  them  ;  My  breeding  was,  fir,  as 
Yourhighnefs  knows.    Their  nurfe,  Euriphile.* 
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Whom  for  the  theft  1  wcuaed,   r  le  t'  cfe  children 

Upon  my  banifhme  t :  I  mov'c'  lei  to't ; 

Having  receiv'd  rhe  puniil.'-^i^''^  b  .  rore. 

For  that  v  hicii  I  did  then  :  '    ucii  for  loyalty 

Excited  me  to  treaibn  :  Tncir  dear  lofs. 

The  more  of  you  't^^  as  felt,  the  more  it  fhap'd 

Unto  my  end  of  Healing  them.    But,  gracious  fir. 

Here  are  your  fons  again;  and  1  mull  iofe 

Two  of  the  fweet'ft  companions  in  the  w  orld  : — 

The  benediftion  of  thefe  covering  heavens 

Fall  on  their  heads  like  dew  !  for  they  are  worthy 

To  inlay  heaven  with  liars. 

Cym.    Thou  weep '11  and  fpeak'H. 
The  fervice,  that  you  three  have  done,  is  more 
Unlike  than  this  thou  tell'H  :  I  loll  my  children  ; 
Jf  thefe  be  they,  I  know  not  how  to  wilh 
A  pair  of  worthier  fons. 

BeL  Be  pleas'd  a  while.— — 
This  gentleman  whom  I  call  Polydore, 
Moll  worthy  prince,  as  yours,  is  true  Guiderius: 
This  gentleman,  my  Cadwal,  Arviragus, 
Your  younger  princely  fon  ;  he,  fir,  was  lap'd 
In  a  moll  curious  mantle,  wrought  by  the  hand 
Of  his  queen  mother,  which,  for  more  probation, 
I  can  with  eafe  produce. 

Cym.  Guiderius  had 
Upon  his  neck  a  mole,  a  fanguine  Har  ; 
It  was  a  mark  of  wonder. 

BeL  This  is  he? 
Who  hath  upon  him  Hill  that  natural  Hr.mp : 
It  w^as  wife  nature's  end  in  the  donation. 
To  be  his  evidence  now. 

Cy7n.  O,  what  am  1 
A  mother  to  the  birth  of  three?  Ntfer  m.other 
Rejoic'd  deliverance  more : — Biefl  may  you  be. 
That,  after  this  llrange  llartingfrom  your  orbs, 
^You  may  reign  in  them  now? — O  iniogen. 
Thou  haft  loll  by  this  a  kir.gdom. 

Imo,  No,  my  lord  ; 
I  have  got  two  worlds  by 't. — O  my  gentle  brothers. 
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fiave  we  thus  met  ?  6  never  fay  hereafter. 
But  I  aT»  trued  fpeaker:  you  calPd  me  brother. 
When  I  V  ai  but  you:  afcer;  I  you  brothers, 
Wnen  you  vere  lo  ndced. 

Cym.  Did  you  e'er  meet? 

Ar^v,  Ay,  my  good  lord, 

Gi-rL  And  at  fi^il  laeetln^  lov'd; 
Contiiiued  fo,  until  we  tuought  he  died. 

Cor,  Bv  tne  queen  s  dram  fhe  fwallow'd. 

Cym.  O  rare  in'lin.fl! 
When  aiail  I  hear  all  ib'  ough?  This  fierce  abridgment 
Hatu  to  it  circumftctnticii  branches,  which 
Di'tin6lion  (hould  be  rich  in. — Where  !  how  liv'd  vou; 
And  when  came  }  ou  to  ferve  our  Roman  captive? 
Ho  •  parted  with  your  brothers?  how  hrft  met  them  ? 
Why  fled  you  from  the  court  ?  and  whitner?  Thefe, 
And  your  tiiree  motives  to  the  battle,  with 
I  kno" '  not  how  much  more,  Ihould  be  demanded  ; 
And  all  the  other  by-dependencies^ 
From  chance  to  chance ;  but  nor  the  time,  nor  place. 
Will  ferve  our  long  interrogatories.  See, 
Poilhumus  anchors  upon  :mogen: 
And  fhe,  like  harmlefs  lightning,  throws  her  eye. 
On  him  ;  her  brothers ;  me,  her  mailer  ;  hitting 
Each  obje6l  with  a  joy  :  the  counter-change 
Is  feverally  in  all.    Let's  quit  this  ground. 
And  fmoke  the  temple  with  our  facriiices.-- — 
"Thou  art  my  brother ;  bo  ^^  e'U  hold  thee  ever. 

[  To  Belcrlus, 

Imo.  Y/ju  are  my  father  too ;  and  did  relieve  me 
To  fee  this  gracious  feafon. 

Cym,  All  o'cr-joy'd. 
Save  thcfe  in  bonds :  let  them  be  joyful  too^ 
For  they  lhall  taile  our  comfort. 

hno.  My  good  mafler, 
I  will  yet  do  you  fervice. 

Luc.  H  ippy  bv'^  you  1 

Cym.   i  he  ibrljiu  foldier,  that  fo  nobly  fought. 
He  wr  ald  'lave  wcii  becorn'd  t.iis  place,  and  grac'd 
The  thanking s  of  a  king. 
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-?6/.  I  am,  fir, 
The  foldier  that  did  company  thefe  three 
In  poor  befeeming;  'twas  a  fitment  for 
The  purpofe  1  then  follow'd — that  I  was  he. 
Speak,  lachimo;  I  had  you  down,  and  might 
Have  made  you  fmifli. 

lach.  I  am  down  again: 
Bat  now  my  heavy  confcience  fml<s  my  knee,  [Kneels, 
As  then  your  force  did.    Take  that  life,  befeech  you. 
Which  1  {o  often  owe ;  but  your  ring  firft ; 
i^nd  here  the  bracelet  of  the  trueft  princefs. 
That  ever  fwore  her  faith. 

Poft,  Kneel  not  to  me: 
The  power  that  I  have  on  you,  is  to  fpare  you  ; 
The  malice  towards  you,  to  forgive  you  :  Live^ 
And  deal  with  others  better. 

Cym,  Nobly  doom'd : 
We'll  learn  our  freenefs  of  a  fon-in-lav/ ; 
Pardon's  the  word  to  all. 

Ar^u,  You  holp  us,  fir. 
As  you  did  mean  indeed  to  be  our  brother; 
Joy'd  are  we,  that  you  are. 

PoJ},  Yourfervant,  princes.— Goodmy lord ofRonie, 
Call  forth  your  foothfiiyer:  As  I  flept  methought. 
Great  Jupiter,  upon  his  eagle  back'd, 
Appear'd  to  me,  with  other  fprightly  fhews 
Of  mine  own  kindred:  when  I  wak'd,  I  found 
This  label  on  my  bofom;  whofe  containing 
Is  fo  from  fenfe  in  hardnefs,  that  1  can 
Make  no  colledlion  of  it:  let  him  Ihew 
His  fkill  in  the  conftrudlion. 

Luc.  Philarmonus,  

Sooth,  Here,  my  good  lord. 

Luc,  Read,  and  declare  the  meaning. 
Soothfayer  reads, 
<^  When  as  a  lion's  whelp  IMU  to  hirnfelf  unknov/n, 

without  feeking  find,  and  be  embrac'd  by  a  piece  of 

tender  air  ;  and  when  from  a  ftately  cedar  fhall  be 

lopt  branches,  which,  being  dead  many  years,  fhall 
*^  after  revive,  be  joined  to  the  old  flock,  and  freHily 
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grow ;  then  fhall  Poflhumus  end  hismiferies,  Britain 
be  fortunate,  and  flouridi  in  peace  and  plenty." 

Thou,  Leonatus,  art  the  lion's  whelp  ; 

The  fit  and  apt  conflrudion  of  thy  name, 

■iVzmg  Leo-natus,  doth  import  fo  much  ; 

The  piece  of  tender  air  thy  virtuous  daughter, 

[To  Cymhcline^ 

vv iiich  we  call  ?uollis  cur  ;  and  mcUis  aer 

e  term  \tmulier:  ^'\\\q\\  ?nulier,  I  divine. 
Is  this  moll  conllant v^'ife ;  [7o  Poft.l  Avho,  even  naw 
-.\nfwering  the  letter  of  the  oracle, 
L'nknovvn  to  you,  unfought,  v/ere  clip'd  about, 
"With  this  mofl  tender  air. 

Cy?n,  This  hath  foms  feeming. 

^ooth.  The  Jofty  .cedar,  royal  Cymbeline, 
Perfonates  thee  :  and  thv  lopt  branches  point, 
'I'hy  two  fons  forth  :  who,  by  Belarius  ftolen, 
I' or  many  years  thou£;ht  dead,  are  now  revivM., 
To  the  majeilic  cedar  joinM  ;  v/hofe  ilTue 
iVomifes  Britain  peace  and  plenty. 

Cym,  Well, 

My  peace  we  v/ill  begin  : — And,  Caius  Lucius, 

<\lthough  thevidlcr,  we  fubmit  to  Cccfar, 

And  to  the  Roman  empire,  promifmg 

To  pay  our  wonted  tribute,  from  the  ^vhich 

AVe  were  difTuaded  by  our  vicked  queen  ; 

.On  vhom  heaven's  juflice  (both  on  her,  and  her's) 

Hath  lay'd  mofl  heavy  hand. 

Sooth,  The  fingers  of  the  pov/ers  above  do  tune 
The  harmony  o/this  peace.    The  vifion 
Which  I  made  kno»vn  to  Lucius,  ere  the  flroke 
Of  this  yet  fcarce-cold  battle,  at  this  inilant 
Js  fall  accompliflied  :  For  the  Roman  eagle, 
Trom  fouth  to  v/efl  on  ^ving  foaring  aloft, 
LelTen'd  herfelf,  and  in  the  beams  o'  the  fun 
Sovanifh'd:  which  fore-Hiew'd,  our  princely  eagl:. 
The  imperial  Cirfir,  fhould  again  unite 
J.  lis  fivour  with  the  radiant  Cymbeline, 
Which  fhines  here  in  the  weft. 

Cyin.  Laud  v/e  the  gods ; 
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And  let  our  crooked  fmokes  climb  to  tlielr  nolirils 

From  our  blsll  altars  1  Pubiiih  we  this  peace 

To  all  our  iubjecls.    Set  we  forward  :  Let 

A  Roman  and  a  Britifh  enfign  wave 

Friendly  together  :  fo  thro'  Lad's  town  march  : 

And  in  the  temple  of  great  Jupiter 

Our  peace  we*ll  ratify  ;  feal  it  with  fealls.  

S'et  on  there  : — Never  was  a  war  did  ceafe. 

Ere  bloody  hands  were  walh'd,  with  fuch  a  peace. 

\^Exeum  cmnes 

A  SONG, /ung  hy  Guiderius  and  Arviragus  ever  Fidele 
fuppofed  to  he  dead. 

By  Mr.  William  Collins. 


To  fair  Fidele'' s  grajjy  tomh. 

Soft  maids  and  'village  hinds  Jhall  bring 
Each  opening  fnjj est ,  cf  earliejl  bloomy 

And  rife  all  the  breathing  fpring, 

2 

No  nvailing  ghcf  jhall  dare  appear 
To  <Tjex  njjith  Jhrieks  this  quiet  groove  : 

But  Jhepherd'lads  ajfemble  here. 

And  melting  'virgins  oivn  their  hue, 

3 

No  -juither'd  ^vitch  Jhall  here  he  fen. 
No  goblins  lead  their  nightly  crezv  : 

The  fe7nale  fays  jhall  haunt  the  green. 
And  drejs  thy  gran:e  ixiih  pearly  devj* 

4 

The  red-hreaf  oft''  at  eu^ning  hours 
Shall  kindly  lend  his  little  aid. 

With  hoary  7nofs,  and  gathered  fo^xvers. 
To  deck  the  ground  -adhere  thou  art  laid, 

5 

When  houoling  ^joindsy  and  beating  rain. 
In  tempefts  Jhake  the  fylvan  cell ; 
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Or  mtdji  the  chafe  on  enj'^ry  plain y 

The  tender  thought  on  thee  Jhall  dnjuelL 

6 

Each  lonely  fcene  Jhall  thee  rejlore  ; 

l*or  thee  the  tear  be  duly  poed: 
Belo^v'^d,  till  life  could  charm  no  more  ; 

And  mourn' dy  till  pity's  fclf  be  dead. 


NOTE. 


This  pi-y  has  many  jiifl-  fentiments,  fome  natural  dialog;iies,  and 
f-)me  pleafing  fcenes,  but  they  are  obtained  at  the  eypenceof  much 
i!-ic()nc:;rr.jty.  To  remark  the  folly  of  the  fi<5lion,  theabfurdlty  of  the 
fonduft,  the  confufjon  of  the  nances,  and  rnanr.crs  of  different  times, 
and  the  jripolTibiiity  of  the  events  in  any  fyftem  of  life,  were  ta 
wailc  criticjfm  upon  unrcfift-ing  imbecility,  upon  faivlts  too  evident 
i^TS  cetc^Vion^  and  too  2;'*oU  for  r.ggravatioJt. 

Johnfon. 


Tin!  END. 
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Tear,  King  of  Britain. 
King  of  France. 
Duke  of  Burgundy. 
Duke  of  CornwrJl. 
Duke  of  Albany. 
Earl  of  Glofler. 
Earl  of  Kent, 
f-dgar.  Son  to  Gloiler. 
Edmund,  Baftard  Son  to  Glofler. 
Curan,  a  Courtier. 
Thyfician. 
Fool. 

Ofivald,  Steward  toGox^eril. 
A  Captain,  employed  by  Edmund. 
Gentlemm,  attendant  on  Cordelia. 
A  Herald. 

Old  Man,  tenant  to  Glofrer. 
Servants  to  Cornwall. 


Gonerily 


Knights  attending  on  the  King,  Officers,  Meffengers^ 
Soldiers^  and  Attendants. 
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A  C  T    L       SCENE  I, 

King  Learns  Palace, 

Enter  Kent,  Glojicry  and  Edmund, 

Kc72t,'X  THOUGHT,  the  king  had  more  afFeaed 
X  the  duke  of  Albany,  than  Corny^'al]. 
Glo.  It  did  always  feem  To  to  us  :  but  now^  in  tlie 
divificn  of  the  kingdom,  it  appears  not  which  of  the 
dukes  he  values  moll  ;  for  equalities  are  fo  weighed, 
that  curicfity  in  neither  can  make  choice  of  cither's 
inoiety. 

Kent,  Is  not  this  your  fon,  my  lord  ? 

Glo.  His  breeding,  fir,  hath  been  at  my  charge  : 
I  have  fo  often  blufh'd  to  acknowledge  him^  that  now 
I  am  braz'd  to't. 

Kent,  I  cannot  concei  v^e  you. 

Glo,  Sir,  this  young  fellow's  mother  could  :  where- 
upon (he  grev/  round-wcmb'd  ;  and  had,  indeed,  fir, 
a  fon  for  her  cradle,  ere  ihe  had  a  huiband  for  her  bed. 
Do  you  fmell  a  fiult  ? 

Kent,  I  cannot  wifn  the  fault  undone,  the  iffue  of  it 
being  fo  prop^^r. 

Glo,  But  I  have,  fir,  a  fon  by  order  of  law,  fome  year 
elder  than  this,  who  is  yet  no  dearer  in  my  account, 
though  this  knave  came  fomewhat  faucily  into  the 
world  before  he  was  fent  for :  yet  was  his  mother  fair; 
there  v»  as  good  fport  at  his  making,  and  the  whorefon 
muft  be  acknowledged. — D:3  you  know  this  noble  gen- 
tleman,  Edmund  ? 

Edm,  No,  my  lord. 
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Glo,  My  lord  of  Kent.  Remember  him  hereafter  as 
my  honourable  friend. 

Eclm,  Myfervices  to  your  lordfhip. 

Kent,  I  mufl  love  you,  and  fue  to  know  you  better. 

Edm,  Sir,  I  fhall  Ihidy  deferving. 

Glo,  He  hath  been  out  nine  year^^  and  away  he  fhall 
again  v — The  king  is  coming. 

[Trumpets  found  uoit  bin. 
Enter  Lear,  Corn^vally  yflhany,  Goner il,  Regan,  Cor- 
delia, and  Attenda}its, 
Lear,  Attend  the  lords  of  France  and  Burgundy. 

Glofter.    ^  ^  ^ 

Glo,  I  {liail,  my  liege.  [Exeunt  Glojier  and  Edmund. 
Lear,  Mean  time  we  ihali  exprefs  our  darker  purpofc. 
The  map  there. — Know,  that  we  have  divided 
In  three  our  kingdom  :  and  'tis  our  faft  intent 
To  fhake  all  cares  and  bufmefs  frr,-i  our  age; 
Conferring  them  on  younger  ftrengths,  while  we 
Unburden" d  craM'l  toward  death. — Our  fon  of  Corn- 
wall, 

And  you,  our  nolefs  loving  fon  of  Albany, 
We  have  this  hour  aconitant  will  to  pubiilh 
Our  daup^hters'  feveral  dcwers,  that  future  ftrife 

o 

May  be  prevented  now.    The  princes,  France  and 
Burgundy, 

Great  rivals  in  our  ycungeft  daughter's  love. 
Long  in  oup  court  have  made  their  amorous  fojourn. 
And  here  are  to  be  anfvver'd. — Tell  me,  my  daughters^ 
(Sintenow  v/e  will  divefl  us,  both  of  rule, 
Jntereft  of  territory,  cares  offtate) 
Which  of  you,  fhall  we  fay,  doth  love  us  moll  ? 
That  we  our  largell  bounty  may  extend 
Where  nature  doth  with  merit  challenge. — Goneril^ 
Our  eldefl  born,  fpeak  firll. 
Gon.  Sir,  I 

Do  love  you  more  than  words  can  wield  the  matter^ 
Dearer  than  eye- fight,  fpace  and  liberty  ; 
Beyond  what  can  be  valued  rich  or  rare  ;  ^ 
No  lefs  than  life,  with  grace,  health,  beauty,  honour: 
As  much  as  child  e'er  lov'd,  or  father  found. 
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A  love  that  makes  breath  poor,  and  fpeech  unable  ; 
Beyond  all  manner  of  fo  much  Hove  you. 

Cor,  What  lhall  Cordelia  do  ?  Love,  and  be  filent. 

Lear.  Of  all  thefe  bounds,  even  from  this  line  to  this^ 
With  fhadowy  forefts  and  with  champains  rich'd. 
With  plenteous  rivers,  and  white-fkirted  meads. 
We  make  thee  lady  :  To  thine  and  Albany's  iiTue 
Be  this  perpetual. — What  fays  our  fecond  daughter^ 
Our  dearelt  Regan,  wife  to  Cornwall  ?  Speak. 

Reg,  I  am  made  of  that  felf  metal  as  my  filler. 
And  prize  me  at  her  worth.    In  my  true  heart 
I  find,  {he  names  my  very  deed  of  love  ;  • 
Only  fhe  comes  too  {hort :  that  I  profefs 
Myfelf  anenem.y  to  all  other  joys. 
Which  the  mofl  precious  fquare  of  fenfe  po/Tefles  ; 
And  find,  I  am  alone  felicitate 
In  your  dear  highnefs'  love. 

Cor,  Then  poor  Cordelia  \  \^AJldi'^ 
And  yet  not  fo  ;  fince  I  am  fure,  my  love's 
More  pond'rous  than  my  tongue. 

Lear,  To  thee,  and  thine,  hereditary  ever. 
Remain  this  ample  third  of  our  fair  kingdom  ; 
No  lefs  in  fpace,  validity,  and  pleafure. 
Than  that  confirmed  on  Goneril. — Now,  our  joy. 
Although  the  laft,  not  lead ;  to  whofe  young  love 
The  vines  of  France,  and  milk  of  Burgundy, 
Strive  to  be  interefred ;  what  can  you  fay,  to  draw* 
A  third,  more  opulent  than  your  fillers  ?  Speak* 

Cor,  Nothing,  my  lord. 

Lear,  Nothing  1 

Cor,  Nothing. 

Lear,  Nothing  can  come  of  notliing  :  fpeak  agaia. 
Cor,  Unhappy  that  I  sm,  I  cannot  heave 
My  heart  into  my  mouth :  I  love  your  majeily 
According  to  my  bond  :  nor  more,  nor  lefs. 

Lear,  Hov/,  how,  Cordelia  !  mend  your  fpeech  ^ 
little. 

Left  it  may  m.ar  your  fortunes* 
Cor,  Goodj  my  lord. 
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You  have  begot  me,  bred  me,  ]ovM  me :  I 

Return  thofe  duties  back  as  are  right  fit. 

Obey  you,  Jove  you,  and  moft  honour  you. 

Why  have  my  fillers  hu/bands,  if  they  fw, 

Tjey  love  you  all  P  ?^P^>''  when  I  (ball  wed, 

I  ii.t  lord  whofe  hand  muil  take  my  plight,  fhall  carry 

W  TriT"^'^  my  care,  and  duty:  ^ 

^are   1  fhall  never  marry  like  my  fillers, 
io^ love  my  father  all. 

Lear.  But  goes  thy  heart  with  this  ? 

^or.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

L^ar.^o  young,  and  fo  untender  ? 

Ur.  So  young,  my  lord,  and  true. 

Lear,  Let  it  be  fo,_Thy  truth  then  be  thy  dower  ^ 
Por,  by  the  facred  radiance  of  the  fun,  ^ 
ihe  myfleries  ofPIecate,  and  the  night ; 

all  the  operations  of  the  orbs, 
Prom  whom  we  do  exifl,  and  ceafe  to  be  ; 
were  1  diiclaim  all  my  paternal  care, 
i;^ropinquity  and  property  of  bloody 
^nd  as  a  flranger  to  my  heart  and  me 
Hold  thee,  from  this,  for  ever.  The  barbarous  Scythian, 
Ur  he  tnat  makes  his  generation  mefles 
^  o  gorge  his  appetite,  fiiall  to  my  bofom 
^e  as  well  neighboured,  pitied,  and  relieved, 
As  thou  my  fometime  daughter. 

Kent,  Good  my  liege, — 
^  Lear,  Peace,  Kent  ! 

Ccme  not  between  the  dragon  and  his  wrath  : 

i  loi^  d  her  m.oit,  and  thought  to  fet  my  reft 

Un  her  kind  nurfcry.— Hence,  and  avoid  my  fight  !— 

Q    ,  \To  Cordelia, 

^  be  my  grave  my  peace,  as  here  I  give 

Heriather'sheartfromher!— Call  France;— Who flirs? 

Call  Burgundy.  Cornwall,  and  Albany, 

V\  ith  my  two  daughters'  dowers  digeft  this  third  ; 
Let  pride,  which  fhe  calls  plainnefs,  marry  her. 
1  do  myeft  you  jointly  with  my  power, 
Pre-eminence,  and  all  the  large  effeds 
That  troop  withmajefty.  Ourfelf,  by  monthly  courfe. 
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With  refervatlon  of  an  hundred  knights. 

By  you  to  be  fuftain'd,  ihall  our  alDode 

Make  with  you  by  due  turns.  Only,  we  fhall  retain 

The  name,  and  all  the  addition  to  a  king  ; 

Thefway,  revenue,  execution  of  the  reft. 

Beloved  fons,  be  yours :  which  to  confirm. 

This  coronet  part  between  you.     \Gi'ving  the  Cro'wn^ 

Kent,  Royal  Lear, 
Whom  I  have  ever  honoured  as  my  king, 
Lov'd  as  my  father,  as  my  mailer  follow 'd. 
As  my  great  patron  thought  on  in  my  pravers, — 

Lear,  The  bow  is  bent  and  drav/n,  make  from  the 
fliaft. 

'Kent.>  Let  it  fall  rather,  though  the  fork  invade 
The  region  of  my  heart  :  be  Kent  unmannerly. 
When  Lear  is  mad.  What  woald'H  thou  do,  old  majio^ 
Think'il  thou  that  duty  lhall  have  dread  to  fpeak. 
When  power  to  flattery  bows  ?  To  plainnefs  honour's 
bound. 

When  majefty  ftoops  to  folly.    Reverfe  thy  doom  ; 
And,  in  thy  bell  confideration,  check 
'I'his  hideous  ralhnefs :  anfwer  my  life,  my  judgment^ 
Thy  youngeil  daughter  does  not  love  thee  leaft ; 
Nor  are  thofe  empiy-hearted,  whofe  low  found 
lleverbs  no  hollownefs. 

Lear,  Kent,  on  thy  life,  no  more. 

Kent,  My  life  I  never  held  but  as  a  pawn 
To  wage  againft  thine  enemies ;  nor  fear  to  lofe  it. 
Thy  fafety  being  the  motive. 

Lear,  Out  of  my  fight ! 

Kent,  See  better,  Lear;  and  let  me  ftil  I  remain 
The  true  blank  of  thine  eye. 

Lear,  Now,  by  Apollo,  • 

Kent.  Now,  by  Apollo,  king. 
Thou  fwear'fl  thy  gods  in  vain. 

Lear,  O  vaflal !  mifcreant  I 

\_Laying  his  hand  on  hisf  wcrd. 

Alb.  Corn.  Dear  fir,  forbear. 

Ke?it.  Do;  kill  thy  phyfician,  and  the  fee  bellow 
Upon  the  foul  difeafe.    Revoke  thy  gift ; 
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Or,  whilfl:  I  can  vent  clamour  from  my  throat, 
I'll  tell  thee,  thou  dod  evil. 

Lear.  Hear  me,  recreant ; 
-On  thine  allegiance  hear  me ! — 
Since  thou  halt  fought  to  make  us  break  our  vow, 
(Which  we  durft  never  yet,)  and,  with  ftrain'd  pride^ 
To  come  betwixt  our  fentence  and  our  power, 
(Which  nor  our  nature  nor  our  place  can  bear,) 
Our  potency  made  good,  take  thy  reward. 
Five  days  we  do  allot  thee  for  provilion 
To  Ihield  thee  from  diiafters  of  the  world ; 
And,  on  the  fixth,  to  turn  thy  huted  back 
Upon  our  kingdom  :  if  on  the  tenth  day  following, 
Thy  banifh'd  trunk  be  found  in  our  dominions. 
The  m.oment  is  thy  death  :  Away !  By  Jupiter, 
Thislhall  not  be  revoked. 

Kent.  Why,  fare  thee  well,  king :  fmce  thus  thou 
wilt  appear. 
Freedom  lives  hence,  and  banifhment  is  here  — 
The  gods  to  their  dear  fhelter  take  thee,  maid, 

{To  CordeUa, 
That  juflly  rhink'ft,  and  hasmoft  rightly  faid. — 
And  your  large  fpeechesmay  your  deeds  approve, 

[7o  Regan  and  Goner iL 
That  good  efFe^ls  may  fpring  from  words  of  love. — 
Thus  Kent,  O  princes,  bids  you  all  adieu  ; 
Ke'U  fhape  his  old  courfe  in  a  country  new.  {Exit, 
Re  enter  Glofier,  '^vith  Fra-ncCy  Burgundy ,  and  attendants, 

Glo.  Here's  France  and  Burgundy,  my  noble  lord. 

Lear.  My  lord  of  Burgundy, 
We  iirfl  addrefs  tov/ards  you,  who  with  this  king 
Have  rivalled  for  our  daughter;  W^hat,  in  the  leali. 
Will  you  require  in  prefent  dower  with  her. 
Or  ceafe  your  queft  of  love  ? 

Bur.  Moll  royal  majefly, 
I  crave  no  more  than  hath  your  kighnefs  oiFer'd, 
Nor  will  you  tender  lefs. 

Lear.  Right  noble  Burgundy. 
When  fhe  was  dear  to  us,  we  did  hold  her  fo; 
But  now  her  price  is  falPn ;  Sir,  there  ihe  Hands ; 
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If  aught  within  that  little  feeming  fub fiance. 
Or  all  of  it,  with  our  difpkafure  piec'd. 
And  nothing  more,  may  fitly  like  your  grace. 
She's  there,  and  Ihe  is  your^. 
Bur,  1  know  no  anfwer. 

Lear,  Sir,  will  you,  withthofe  infirmities  fhe  owes,, 
Unfriended,  new  adopted  to  our  hate, 
Dower'd  with  our  curfe,  and  ftranger'd  with  our  oath. 
Take  her,  or  leave  her? 

Bur.  Pardon  me,  royal  fir  ; 
Election  makes  not  up  on  fuch  conditions. 

Lear,  Then  leave  her,  fir ;  for  by  the  power  that 
made  me, 

I  tell  you  all  her  wealth. — For  you,  great  king, 

[71?  France, 

I  wouM  not  from  your  love  make  fuch  a  flray^ 
To  match  you  where  I  hate ;  therefore  befeech  you 
To  avert  your  liking  a  more  worthier  way. 
Than  on  a  wretch  whom  nature  is  aiham'd 
Almoil:  to  acknowledge  hers. 

France.  This  is  moft  ftrange  ! 
That  fhe,  who  even  but  now  was  your  beil  objefl. 
The  argument  of  your  praife,  balm  of  your  age. 
The  beil;,  the  dearefl,  fhould  in  this  trice  of  time 
Commit  a  thing  fomonilrous,  to  difmantle 
So  many  folds  of  favour  !  bure,  her  cfrence 
Mull  be  of  fuch  unnatural  degree. 
That  rnonllers  it,  or  your  fore  vouched  afFeclion 
Fall  into  taint:  v/hich  to  believe  of  her, 
Mufl  be  of  faith,  that  reafon  v;ithout  miracle 
Should  never  plant  in  me. 

Cor,  I  yet  befeech  your  majefty, 
If  for  I  want  that  glib  and  oily  art, 
Tofpeak  and  purpofe  not ;  fmce  what  I  well  intend, 
I'll  do't  before  I  fpeak)  that  you  maUe  known 
It  is  no  vicious  blot,  murder,  or  foulnefs. 
No  anchafle  adion,  or  didionour'd  Hep, 
That.hath  deprived  me  of  your  grace  and  favour  : 
But  even  for  m  ant  of  that,  for  which  I  am  richer  : 
A  lliii-foliciting  eye,  and  fuch  a  tongue 
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That  I  am  gla<!  I  hare  not,  thaugh  not  tcs  hare  it 
Hath  loft  me  in  your  liking'. 

Lear.  Better  thou 
Hadftnot  been  born,  than  not  to  have  j^eas'd:  me  better. 

France,  Is  it  no  more  but  this  ?  a  tardinefs  in  nature. 
Which  often  leaves  the  hiflory  unfpoke. 
That  it  intends  to  do  ? — My  lord  of  Burgundy, 
What  fay  you  to  the  lady  ?   Love  is  not  love. 
When  it  is  mingled  with  regards,  that  Hand 
Aloof  from  the  entire  point.    Will  you  hare  her  ? 
She  is  herfelf  a  dowry. 

Bur,  Royal  Lear, 
Give  but  that  portion  which  yourfelf  pf opos'd 
And  here  1  take  Cordelia  by  the  hand, 
Dutchefs  of  Burgundy. 

Lear,  Nothing;  1  have  fworn:  I  am  firm. 

Bur.  I  am  forry  then  you  have  fo  loft  a  father. 
That  you  muft  lofe  a  huft)and. 

Cor,  Peace  be  with  Burgundy  ! 
Since  that  refpedls  of  fortune  are  his  love, 
I  fhall  not  be  his  wife. 

France,  Faireft  Cordelia,  thou  art  moft  rich  being 
poor ; 

Moft  choice,  forfaken  ;  and  moft  lov'd,  defpis'd  ! 

Thee  and  thy  virtues  here  I  feize  upon  : 

Beit  lawful,  I  take  up  v>  hat's  caft  away. 

Gods,  gods!  'tisftrange,  thatfrom  their  cold'ft negledl 

My  love  ihould  kindle  to  inflam'd  refpe<5l.  - 

Thy  dowerlefs  daughter,  king,  thro^vvn  to  my  chance. 

Is  queen  of  us,  of  ours,  and  our  fair  France: 

Not  all  the  du'  es  of  \\at'riih  Burgandy 

Shall  buy  tnis  unpriz'd  precious  maid  of  me. — 

Bid  taem  farewell,  Cordelia,  though  unkind  ; 

Thou  iofeft  here,  a  better  where  to  find. 

Lear-  Thou  haft  her,  France:  let  her  be  thine;  for  we 
Have  no  fuch  daughter,  nor  ftiall  ever  fee 
That  face  of  her's  ag  in      Therefore  be  gone. 

Without  our  grace,  our  love,  our  benizon,  

Come,  noble  Burgundy. 

[Flonrijk^  Exeunt  Lear.  Butgundy,  l^c. 
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France.  Bid  farewell  to  your  fillers. 

Cor.  The  jewels  of  our  father,  with  walh'd  eyes 
Cordelia  leaves  you  :  I  know  you  what  you  are  : 
And,  like  3.  fifter,  am  moftloth  to  call 
Your  faults,  as  they  are  naniM.  Ufe  well  our  father  ; 
To  your  prcfelling  bofoms  1  commit  him  : 
But  yet,  alas  !  ftood  I  w  ithin  his  grace, 
I  would  prefer  him  to  a  better  place. 
So  farewell  to  you  both. 

Reg,  Prefcribe  not  us  our  duties* 

Qon.  Let  your  fludy 
Be,  to  content  your  lord  ;  w  ho  hath  receiv'd  you 
At  fortune's  aims  :  You  have  obedience  fcanted. 
And  well  are  worth  the  w^ant  that  you  have  wanted. 

Cor,  Timefhall  unfold  what  plaited  cunning  hidesj 
Who  cover  faults,  at  lail:  fhame  them  derides. 
Well  may  you  profper  ! 

France,  Come,  my  fair  Cordelia. 

[  Exeunt  France  and  Cordelia* 

Gon,  Sifler,  it  is  not  a  little  I  have  to  fay,  of  what 
moil  nearly  appertains  to  us  both.  I  think,  our  father 
will  hence  to-night. 

Reg,  That's  moft  certain,  and  with  you ;  next 
month  with  us. 

Gen.  You  fee  how  full  of  changes  his  age  is !  the  ob- 
fervatioa'we  have  made  of  it  hath  not  been  little  !  he 
always  lov'd  our  fifter  moil ;  and  with  what  poor 
judgment  he  hath  now  call  her  off,  appears  too  grofsly. 

Reg,  '  Tis  the  infirmity  of  his  age  :  yet  he  hath  ever 
but  Henderly  known  himfelf. 

Gon.  The  bell  and  founded  of  his  time  hath  been  but 
rafh  ;  then  mufl  we  look  to  receive  from  his  age,  not 
alone  the  impcrfedlions  of  long-engrafted  condition, 
but  therewithal  the  unruly  waywardnefs  that  infirm 
and  cholerick  years  bring  with  them. 

Reg,  Such  unconllant  Itarts  are  we  like  to  have  from 
him,  as  this  of  Kent's  banifhment, 

Gon.  There  is  further  compliment  of  leave-taking 
between  France  and  him.  Pray  you,  let  us  hit  toge- 
ther :    If  our  father  carry  authority  with  fuch  difpofi- 
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lions  as  he  bears,  this  laft  furrender  of  his  will  but  of- 
i^nds  us. 

Reg,  We  fhall  further  think  af  it. 

Gon,  We  mufr  do  fomething,  and  i'  the  heat. 

{Exeunt. 

SCENE  IL 

A  Cafile  belonging  to  the  Earl  of  Glcjler, 
Enter  Edmund,  ^cvith  a  Letter. 

Edm.  Thou,  nature,  art  my  goddefs;  to  thy  hw 
My  fervices  are  bound :  Wherefore  Ihould  I 
Stand  in  the  plague  of  cuHom  ;  and  permit 
The  curiofity  of  nations  to  depriv^e  me. 
For  that  I  am  fome  twelve  or  fourteen  moonfhines 
Lag  of  a  brother  ?  Why  baftard?  wherefore  bafe? 
When  my  dimenfions  are  well  compadl. 
My  mind  as  generous,  and  my  (hape  as  true. 
As  honeft  madam's  ifTue?  Why  brand  they  us 
With'bafe?  with  bafenefs  r  baflardy?  bafe,  bafe? 
Who,  in  the  lully  ftealth  of  nature,  take 
More  compofition  and  fierce  quality. 
Than  doth,  within  a  dull,  ftale,  tir'd  bed. 
Go  to  the  creating  of  a  v  hole  tribe  of  fups. 
Got  'tween  Picep  and  wake? — Weil  then. 
Legitimate  Edgar,  I  muft  have  your  land  : 
Our  father's  love  is  to  the  baftard  Edniund, 
As  to  the  legitimate  :  Fine  Vv'ord, — legitimate  ! 
Well,  my  legitimate,  if  this  letter  fpeed. 
And  my  invention  thrive,  Edmund  the  bafe 
bhail  top  the  legitinu.te.    I  grow  ;  I  profper  :  — 
Now,  gois,  ftand  up  for  ballards ! 

Enter  Glojler. 

Glo,  Kent  bani(h'd  thus !  And  France  in  choler 
parted ! 

And  the  king  gone  to  night !  fubfcrib'd  his  power  ! 

ConfinM  to  exaibition!  All  this  done 

Upon  the  gad!  Edmund  !  How  now?  what  news  ? 

Edm,  Sopleafeyour  lordfnip,  none. 

[Putting  up  the  letter. 

Clo.  Why  fo  earnellly  feek  you  to  put  up  that  letter? 
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Edm.  \  know  no  news,  my  lord. 
Glo,  What  '>aper  were  you  reading  ? 
Edm.  Nothing,  my  lord. 

Glo.  No?  What  needed  then  that  terrible  difpatch 
of  it  into  your  pocket  ?  The  quality  of  nothing  hath 
not  fuch  need  to  hide  itfelf.  Let's  fee:  Come,  if  it  be 
nothing,  I  {hall  not  need  fpedacles. 

Earn,  1  befeech  you  fir,  pardon  me:  it  is  a  letter 
from  my  brother,  that  I  have  not  all  o'er-read  ;  and 
for  fo  much  as  I  have  perus'd,  I  find  it  not  fit  for  your 
overlooking. 

Glo.  Give  me  the  letter,  fir. 

Edfti.  1  fliali  oifend,  either  to  detain  or  give*  it. 
The  contents,  as  in  part  I  underfland  them,  are  to  blame. 
Glo,  Let's  fee,  let's  fee. 

Edm,  I  hope,  for  my  brother's  juftification,  he  wrote 

this  but  as  an  eifay  or  tafte  of  my  virtue. 

Glo,  reads.']  This  policy,  and  rever^mce  of  age, 
makes  the  world  bitter  to  the  befl  of  our  ti  nes  ; 

*'  keeps  our  fortunes  from  us,  'till  our  oldnels  Cinn^  t 
reliOi  them,  i  begin  to  find  an  idle  and  fond  b^n- 
dage  in  the  opprelTion  of  aged  tyranny  ;  who  f^v  ay  , 
not  as  it  hath  power,  but  as  it^is  fuffered.  Conu  to 
me,  that  of  this  1  may  fpeak  more.  If  our  father 
woald  Deep  'till  I  wak'd  him,  -  ou  (houid  enj  y 
half  hi^^revenue  for  ever,  and  live  the  belov^ed  of 
yoar brother,  ^^/^^r" — Hum — Con/piracy! — "  bleep, 
'till  1  wak'd  him  ! — you  (houid  enjoy  iialf  his  reve- 
nuc  i"  My  fon  Edgar  1  Had  he  a  nand  to  write 

this?  a  heart  and  brain  to  breed  it  in  ?— When  came 

this  to  you  !  Who  brought  it? 

Edm,  It  was  not  bro  ig'it  me,  my  lord,  there's  the 

cunning  of  it ;  I  found  it  thrown,  in  at  tne  cafement  of 

my  clofet. 

Glo.  You  know  the  charade r  to  be  your  brotiiers? 

Edm,  If  the  matter  were  good,  my  lord,  ^  durfl 
fwear  it  were  his;  bat,  in  reipe£l  of  that,  I  would 
fain  think  it  were  not. 

Glo,  It  is  his. 

Edm.  it  is  his  hand,  my  lord;  bat  1  hope,  his heart- 
Gg  z 
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IS  not  in  the  contents. 

G/o.  Hath  he  never  heretofore  foanded  vou  in  this 
bufinefs  ? 

E:im.  Never,  my  lord  :  But  I  have  often  heard  hinf 
maintain  it  to  be  fit,  that,  fons  at  perfect  age,  and 
father's  declining,  the  father  fhouid  be  as  ward  to  the 
fon,  and  the  fon  manage  }iis  revenue. 

Gio.  O  villain,  villain  ! — His  very  opinion  in  the 

letter  ?  AbhorrM  villain  1    Unnatural,  detelled, 

brutiih!  villain!  worfethan  brutifh  ! — Go,  firrah,  feek 
tiim;  Til  apprehend  him:  Abominable  villain! — 
Where  is  he  ? 

jg'^^'z.  I  do  not  well  l<nov/,  my  lord.  If  it  iliall 
pleafe  you  to  fufpend  your  indignation  agnnil  my  bro- 
ther, 'till  you  can  derive  from  him  better  teflimony  of 
liis  intent,  you  fliould  run  a  certain  courfe ;  s >  here, 
if  you  violently  proceed  againft  him,  miilaking  his 
purpofe,  it  would  make  a  great  gap  in  your  own  ho- 
nour, and  fhake  in  pieces  the  heart  of  his  obedience. 
I  dare  pawn  down  niy  life  for  him,  that  he  hath  writ 
this  to  feel  my  afre(5lion  to  your  honour,  and  to  no 
vther  pretence  of  danger. 

Glo,  Think  you  fo  ? 

£i/?n.  If  your  honour  judge  it  meet,  I  will  place  you 
where  you  fhall  hear  us  confer  on  this,  and  by  an  au- 
ricular  aflurance  liave  your  fatisfadlion ;  and  thai  witii- 
out  any  further  delay  than  this  very  evening. 

GIo,  He  cannot  be  (u<:h  a  moniier. — 

E^/m,  Nor  is  not,  lure. 

Glo,  To  his  father,  that  fo  tenderly  and  entirely 
loves  him. — Heaven  and  earth ! — Edmund,  fee-k  hiin 
out;  wind  me  into  him,  I  pray  you :  frame  the  bafmefs 
after  your  own  wifdom  :  1  would  unflate  myfelf,  to  be 
in  a  due  refolution. 

Eifm.  I  will  feek  him,  fir,  prefently ;  convey  the 
buifinefs  as  1  fhall  find  means,  and  acquaint  you  withal. 

Glo.  Thcfe  iateeclipfes  in  the  fun  and  moon  portend 
no  good  to  us :  Though  the  wifdom  of  nature  can 
reafon  it  thus  and  thus,  yet  nature  finds  itfelf  fconr^'d 
by  the  fequentefFe»5ls ;  love  cools,  friendlhip  fails  oft 
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t>rothers  divid€:  in  cities,  mutinies;  in  countries, 
difcoid;  in  u .slices,  treafon ;  and  the  bond  crack 'd 
'twixt  fon  :nd  Lther.  l  ids  villain  of  mine  cornes 
under  the  predi6cion;  there's  lo.j  gainil  father :  the 
king  f^Us  from  bias  of  n..cure;  there's  fatner  agaiaft 
child.  We  have  feen  tbe  bell  of  our  time  :  Machina- 
tions, hollow nefs,  treachery,  and  ail  ruinous  oiior- 

ders,  follow  us  difquietl)  to  our  graves!  —Find  out 

this  villain,  Edmund:  it  fna'l  lofe  thee  nothing  ;  do  it 

carefully  :  And  the  noble  and  true-hearted  K-ent 

banilli'dl  his  offence,  honefty  1 — Strange!  Itrange! 

\^Extt, 

Earn.  This  is  the  excellent  foppery  of  the  world  I 
that,  when  w-e  are  tick  in  fortune,  (often  the  furfeit 
of  our  o^^n  behaviour)  make  guilty  of  our  difaflers, 
the  fun,  the  moon,  and  the  ftars ;  as  if  we  were  vil- 
lains, by  neceflity;  fools,  by  heavenly  compullion; 
knaves,  thieves,  and  treachers,  by  fperical  predomi- 
nance ;  drunkards,  liars,  and  adulterers,  by  an  en- 
forc'd  obedietice  of  planetary  influence ;  and  all  that 
we  are  evil  in,  by  a  divine  thrusting  on  :  An  admira- 
ble evafion  of  whore-mafler  man,  to  hiy  his  goatifh 
ciifi' >iition  to  the  charge  of  a  ftar !  My  father  com- 
pc?^ded  with  my  mother  under  the  dragon's  tail ;  and 
my  nativity  was  under  urfa  major  \  fo  that  it  follows, 
1  am  rougii  and  lecherous. — Tut,  I  fhould  have  been 
th.it  I  am,  had  trie  maideniieil  flar  in  the  firmament 
twinkled  on  my  baftarclizing.  Edgar — 
Enter  Edgar. 

and  pat  he  corner,  lik-e  the  cataflrophe  of  the  ol-d 
comedy.  N^y  cue  is  villainous  ;i.elancholy,  with  a 
fighiike  Tom  r'  Bedlam.,' — -O,  thefe  eclipfes  do  por- 
tend thefe  di  vifions !  fa,  fol>  la,  mi  

Edg.  Ho^v  now,  brother  Edmund!  What  fericus 
contemplation  are  you  in? 

Edm,  I  am  thinking,  broth-ei*.  of  a  pr-edidlion  I 
read  this  other  day,  v  iiat ihould  follow  thefe  eclipfes. 

Edg,  Do  you  buiy  you rfelf  with  tnat? 

Edm.  1  promife  you,  the  effcds  h^^  writes  of,  fuc  - 
ceed  unhappily;  as  of  unnaturalncfs  betv.ven  the  child 
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and  the  parent ;  death,  dearth,  diiToIutions  of  ancient 
amiJes,  divifions  in  ilute,  menaces  and  maledidions 
againlt  king  and  n  bles;  needlefs  difiidencies,  banifh- 
inent  of  friends,  dili:pation  of  cohorts,  nuptial  brea- 
ches, and  1  i  now  not  m  hat. 

Edg,  How  long  have  you  beenafedary  aflronomical.? 

Edm,  Come,  come ;  when  faw  you  my  father  lafl  ? 

EJg»  Why,  the  night  gone  by. 

Edm,  Spake  you  wiLii  him  ? 

Edg*  Ay,  two  hours  together. 

Edm,  Parteci  you  in  good  terms  ?  Found  you  no  dif- 
pleaiure  in  him,  by  word  or  countenance  ? 

Edg,  None  at  all. 

Ldm,  Bethink  yourfelf,  ^^  herein  you  may  have  ofr- 
fcnded  hini:  and  at  my  entreaty,  forbear  his  prefence, 
untii  iome  little  tiine  hath  quaiihed  the  heat  of  his  dif- 
pleafure ;  which  at  this  inftant  io  rageth  in  him,  that 
with  the  mixiuef  of  ^  our  perfon  it  would  fcarcely  allay. 

Edg.  Some  vill  in  hath  done  me  v.  rong. 

Earn.  Fhdt  s  my  fear.  1  pray  \  ou,  have  a  conti- 
nent forbearance,  'till  the  fpeed  of  his  r^ge  goes  llowcr; 
and,  as  i  fay,  retire  with  me  to  my  lodging,  from 
whence  \  v  ill  f.tly  bring  you  to  hear  my  icrd  fpeak  : 
Pray  you,  go  ;  there's  my  key:— If  you  do  ftir  abroad, 
go  r.rard. 

Edg.  /.rni'd,  brotlier  ! 

Edm.  Brother,  1  advife  you  to  the  beft ;  go  arm'd.; 
1  am  no  honcfi  n-an,  if  tnere  be  any  good  meaning  to- 
"\- aids  you:  I  have  told  you  what  1  have  feen  and 
heard,  but  fcuntiy  ;  nptinng  like  the  image  and  horror 
of  it :  Pra;.  you,  away. 

Edg.  Shall  i  hear  from  you  anon? 

Earn,  1  GO  ierve  you  in  this  bufmefs. —  [£a7/  Edgar:, 
A  credulous  father,  and  a  brother  noble, 
Vv  iiole  nature  ib  lo  far  from  doirg  harms, 
1'i'iat  he  fuipects  .none;  cn  m  hofe  foolifh  ho-nefly 
IViy  pra<5iices  ride  eaiy  I — I  fee  the  bufinefs— 
Let  me,  if  not  by  birth,  have  lands  by  wit: 
^U.  vvitlmie.'s  meet,  that  I  can  failiion  fit.  [E^cit, 
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The  Juke  of  Albany's  Palace, 
Enter  Goner iU  and  Steward. 
Gen,  Did  my  father  flrike  my  gentleman  for  chid- 
ing of  his  fool  ? 

Ste-vj,  Ay,  madam. 

Gen.  By  day  and  night !  he-;^TGngs  me:  every  hour 
He  flafhes  into  one  grofs  crime  or  other. 
That  fets  us  all  at  odds:  I'll  not  endure  it: 
His  knights  grow  riotous,  and  himleif  upbraids  us 
On  every  trifle:  When  he  returns  from  hunting, 
I  will  not  fpeak  with  him  :  fay,  I  am  fick : 
If  you  come  flack  of  former  fervices. 
You  (liall  do  well;  the  fault  of  it  I'll  anfwer. 

Ste^z^,  He's  coming,  madam ;  I  hear  him. 

\_Horns  ^johhin, 

Gon,  Put  on  what  v/eary  negligence  you  pleafe. 
You  and  your  fellows;  I'd  have  it  come  to  queftion: 
If  he  didikeit,  let  him.  to  my  filler, 
Whofe  mind  and  mine,  I  know,  in  that  are  one. 
Not  to  be  over-rul'd.   Idle  old  man, 
That  Hill  would  manage  thofe  authorities 
That  he  hath  given  away  1  Nov/,  by  my  life. 
Old  fools  are  b.ibes  again  :  and  mull  be  us'd 
With  checks  as  flatteries \vhen  they  are  fcen  abus'd. 
Remember  what  i  have  faid. 

^te  w.  Very  well,  madam. 

Gon.  Andlethisknightshavecolderlooks  among  you. 
What  gro^'>  s  of  it,  no  matter ;  advife  your  fellows  fo 
I  would  breed  from  hence  occafions,  and  I  lliall. 
That  1  may  fpeak  : — I'll  write  flraight  to  my  filler. 
To  hold  my  very  courfe  :•— Prepare  for  dinner.  [^E^ceunt, 

SCENE  IV. 

An  open  Place  before  the  Palace. 
Enter  Kent,  difguifed, 

Kent,  If  but  as  well  I  other  accents  borrow. 
That  can  my  fpeech  diffufe,  my  good  intent 
May  carry  through  itfelf  to  that  full  iffue 
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For  which  I  r^z'd  my  likenc;rs---Noy^%  baniffi'd  Kent, 
If  tncu  can'ft  ferve  where  thou  doA  Hand  condemn'd, 
(So  may  it  caa:ie  !)  thy  malr-cr,  wftom  thou  lovMl, 
Shall  iind  thee  full  ©f  labowrs. 

Uorns  ^nihin*    Enisr  JLmr,  Knights,  and  Attendants, 
Lear.  Let  me  not  fcay  a  jot  for  dinner;  go  get  it  ready. 
How  now,  what  art  thou? 
K^-U.  A  mm,  iir. 

Lear,  What  doll  thp^  profefs  ?  What  woold'ft  thou 
■with  us  r 

Kent.  I  do  ^roicfs  to  besolefsthan  Iftcm  ;  to  ferve 
him  truly,  that  will  put  me  in  tr^ll;  to  love  hira  that 
is  honed ;  to  converfe  with  him  that  is  ife,  and  fays 
little;  to  fear  jadgmer^t;  to  fight,  when  I  cannot 
choofe  ;  and  to  eat  no  nfij. 

Lear,  What  art  t''.ou  ? 

Kent.  A  very  honeil-hearted  fellow,  and  as  poor  as 
the  king. 

Lear,  Jf  th(>i^  be  as  poor  for  a  fubjedl  as  he  is  for  a 
ting  thcu  art  poor  enough.    What  would'ft  thou  ? 
Kent,  Service. 

Lear.  Whom  wptiWft  thou  fervc  ^ 
Kent,  You. 

Lear,  Doft  tkou  know  me,  fellow? 
Kent,  No  fir?  but  you  have  that  in  your  countenance, 
which  i  would  f^in  call  mailer. 
Lear,  What's  that : 
Kent.  Authority. 

Lear,  What  fervices  c.vn'^  tliou  do  ? 

Kent,  I  can  keep  honefr  counfel,  ride,  run,  mar  a 
curious  tale  in  telling  it,  and  deliver  a  plain  meffage 
bluotly :  that  wliich  ordinary  men  are  fit  for,  1  am 
qualifi'd  iti;  and  the  bell  of  me  diiigeoce. 

Lear,  How  old  art  thou  ? 

Kent,  Not  fo  young,  fir,  to  love  a  ^voman  for 
fmging  ;  nor  fo  old,  to  dote  on  her  for  any  thing  :  I 
hav.'  years  on  iny  back  forty-eight. 

Lear,  Follow  me  ;  thou  (halt  ferve  me,  if  1  like  thee 
no  woiie  after  dinner;  I  will  not  part  from  thee  yet. 
---Dinn-r,  ho,  dicaCt^r;  Where'^  my  knave?  0>y  fool: 
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Go  you',  mdcdl  my  foo^l-  Ivkhdi';- 
E//fer  Stexvard, 
You,  you,  firrah,  v  here's  my  daughter  ? 
Ste^M,  So  pleafe  yoa, — 

Lear  Vv^hat  fays  the  fellow  there  Call  the  clotpr-Ie 
back-. — -Where's  n  y  fool  ho? — i  t  iir.k  the  world's 
aileep.  Ho^^v  now  ?  \v,.eie\s  t'rat  i  ,UL\rrel  ? 

Knight,  He{ays,  mv  kud,  your  daughter  irnct  ^  ell. 

Lear,  Why  came  not  the  llave  baw4i  to  me,  when  i 
ca'R'dhim? 

Knight,  Sir,  he  anfwer'd  me  in  the  fOilttd'eft'marttiisi*, 
He  would  nor. 

Lear,  He  would  not  ! 

Knight,  My  lord,  I  know  not  what  t'  e  matter  is"; 
but,  to  my  judgment,  your  highncfs  is  not  entertaiu'd 
vvith  that  ceremonious  aiFe6^tion  as  you  v.  ere  v  ent; 
there's  a  great  abatement  of  kindnefs  appears,  as  well 
in  the  general  dependants,  as  in  the  duke  himfeif  alfo, 
and  your  daughter. 

[.ear.  Ha  1  lay*ft  thou  fo  ? 

Knight,  1  befeech  you,  pardon  me,  my  lord  if  I 
be  miitaken;  for  my  duty  cannot  be  filent,  when  I 
think  your  higlinefs  is  w  rong'd. 

luoar.  Thou  but  remembcr'H  me  of  mine  own  cc^*- 
ception  :  I  have  perceived  a  moil  faint  negiecl  of  late ; 
which  1  have  rather  blamed  as  mine  own  jealous  curi- 
ofity,  thfs.u  as  a  very  pretence  and  purpofe  of  uukmd- 
nefs :  I  v*dii  look  farther  into  't  — But  where's  my 
fool  I  1  have  not  feen  him  thefe  two  days. 

Knight,  Since  my  young  lady's  going  into  France, 
fir,  the  fool  hath  much  pin'd  a^A  ay. 

Lear,  No  more  of  that ;  I  have  noted  it  well — 
Go  you,  and  tell  my  daughter  I  would  fpeak  with 

her.  -Go  you,  call  hither  my  fool.-  

Re-enter  Steward. 
O,  you  fir,  you  fir,  come  you  hiiher:  Who  am  I,  fir? 

Ste-jo,  My' lady's  f^ither. 

Lear,  My  laa  's  father"!  my  lord's  knave:  you 
whorefon  dog  1  you  Have  !  you  cur  I 

Ste^jj,  I  am  none  of  thefe,  my  lords  I  befeech  you, 
pardon  me. 
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Lear,  Do  you  bandy  looks  with  rae,  you  rafcal  ? 

f  Striking  him^ 

Ste^-w.  ril  not  be  ilruck,  my  lord. 

Kent.  Nor  tript  neither  ;  you  bafe  foot  ball  player. 

[Tripping  up  his  heels, 
Lear,  I  thank  thee  fellow;  thou  ferv'ft  me,  and  FU 
love  thee. 

Kent,  Come,  fir,  arife,  awav ;  I'll  teach  you  dif- 
ferences ;  away,  avvay  :  If  you  ^vill  meafure  your 
lubber's  length  again,  tarry  :  but  away  :  go  to : 
Have  you    ildom  ?  fo. 

[Pujhes  the  Stc^j:ard  out* 
Lear.  Now,   my  friendly  knave,   1  thank  thee : 
there's  earneil  of  ti.y  fervice,         {Gi^oing  Kent  money. 
Enter  FooL 

Fool.  Let  me  hire  him  too      Here's  my  coxcomb. 

[Gi^es  Ken:  his  cap^ 
Lear.  Ho  '  now,  my  pretty  knave?  how  doftthou? 
FcoL  Sirrah,  yoa  were  bell  take  my  coxcomb. 
Kent,  Why  fool  ? 

FcoL  Why,  for  taking  one's  part  that  is  out  of  fa- 
vour :  Na;  ,  an  thou  can 'ft  not  ihiile  as  the  wind  fits, 
thou'lt  catch  cold  ihortly  :  There,  take  my  coxco  r.b: 
Why,  this  fe  low  has  banifh'd  two  of  his  daughters, 
and  did  t:ie  third  a  bleiTing  agriinll  his  Vriil ;  if  thou 

follov/  him,  taou  muft  needs  v/.^^r  my  coxconib.  

How  now,  nuncle?  'Would  I  had  two  coxcombs, 
and  two  daugaters ! 

Lcri>\  W'hy,  my  boy  r 

FgcL  If  i  gave  them  all  my  living,  I'd  keep  my 
coxcombs  myicjf':  There's  mine  ;  beg  another  of  thy 
daaghteis. 

Lea^'.  Take  heed,  firrah  ;  the  whip. 

FccL  Truth's  a  dcg  that  muft  t ;  ken.iel  ;  he  muft 
be  whipp'd  out,  when  the  lady  brach  may  iland  by 
the  fire  and  ilin:  . 

Lear,  />  pefcilent  grll  to  me  ! 

Fool,  Sirrah,  Til  teach  thee  a  fpeech.  [_To  Kent, 
Lear,  Do 

F.coL  Mark  it,  nuncle  : — 
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Have  more  than  thou  fhoweftj 
Speak  lefs  than  thou  knowefl. 
Lend  lefs  than  thou  oweft. 
Ride  more  than  thou  goeil. 
Learn  more  than  thou  trowefl. 
Set  lefs  than  thou  thro  weft ;  ' 
Leave  thy  drink  and  thy  whore. 
And  keep  in  a-door. 
And  thou  lhalt  have  more 
Than  two  tens  to  a  fcore, 
Kent,  This  is  nothing,  fool. 

Fool,  Then  it  is  like  the  breath  of  an  unfeeM  lawyer ; 

you  gave  me  nothing  for't :  Can  you  make  no  ufe 

jof  nothing,  nuncle  ? 

Lear,  Why,  no,  boy  ;  nothing  can  be  made  out  of 
nothing. 

FooL  Py 'thee,  tell  him,  fo  much  the  rent  of  his 
land  comes  to  ;  he  will  not  believe  a  fool.    [To  Kent, 
Lear,  A  bitter  fool ! 

Fool.  Doft  thou  know  the  diiference,  my  boy,  be- 
tween a  bitter  fool  and  a  fweet  fool  ? 
Lear,  No,  lad,  teach  me. 
FooL  That  lord,  that  counfePd  thee 
To  give  av/ay  thy  land. 
Come  place  him  here  by  me,-  — 

Or  do  thou  for  him  Hand  : 
The  fweet  and  bitter  fool 
Will  prefently  appear : 
The  one  in  motley  here. 
The  otiier  found  out  there. 
Lear,  Doll  thou  call  me  fool,  boy  ? 
Fool,  All  thy  other  titles  thou  haft  given  away  ;  that 
thou  waft  born  with. 

Kent,  This  is  not  altogether  fool,  mv  lord. 
Fool,  No,  'Faith,  lords  and  great  men  will  not  let 
me  ;  if  I  had  a  monopoly  on't,  they  would  have  part 
on't :  and  ladies  too,  they  will  not  let  me  have  all  fool 

to  myfelf ;  they'll  be  fnatching.  Give  me  an  egg, 

nuncle,  and  I'll  give  thee  two  crowns, 
Lear,  What  two  crowns  ihall  they  be? 

Vol.  vn.  Hh 
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FooL  V/hy,  after  1  have  cut  the  egg  i' the  middle, 
and  eat  up  themeat,  the  two  crowns  of  the  egg.  When 
thou  cloveil  thy  crown  i'  the  middle  and  gavefl  away 
both  parts,  thou  boreft  thine  afs  en  thy  back  over  the 
dirt :  Thouhad'll:  little  wit  in  thy  bald  crown,  when 
thou  gaveft  thy  golden  one  away.  If  I  fpeak  like 
myfelf  in  this,  let  him  be  whipp'd  that  firll  finds  it  fo. 
Fools  ne'er  had  lefs  grace  in  a  year  y  [Singing, 

For  njjtfe  men  are  gronjjn  foppifp » 
And  knouj  not  honju  their  ^its  to  ^vjear. 
Their  ma?iners  are fo  apijh. 
Lear,  When  were  you  wont  to  be  fo  full  of  fongs, 
firrah  ? 

FooL  I  have  ufed  it,  nuncle,  ever  fmce  thou  mad'ft 
thy  daughters  thy  mothers:  for  when  thou  gav'llthem 
the  rod,  and  putt'ft  down  thine  own  breeches. 

Then  they  for  fudden  joy  did  ^jjcep,  [Singing* 

And  I  for  forroi^j fung. 
That  fiich  a  king  fhould play  bo-peep y 
And  go  the  fools  among. 
Pr'ythee,  nuncle,  keep  a  fchool-mafler  that  can  teach 
thy  fool  to  lie ;  I  would  fain  learn  to  lie. 

Lear,  If  you  lie,  firrah,  we'll  have  you  whipt. 
Fool,  I  marvel,  what  kin  thou  and  thy  daughters 
are  :  they'll  have  me  whipt  for  fpeaking  true,  thou'It 
have  me  whipt  for  lying  ;  and,  fometimes,  1  am  whipt 
for  holding  my  peace.    I  had  rather  be  any  kind  of 
thing,  than  a  fool:  and  yet  I  would  not  be  thee,  nuncle ; 
thou  haft  pared  thy  Avit  o'  both  fides,  and  left  nothing 
in  the  middle  :  Here  comes  one  of  the  parings* 
Enter  Go7ieril, 
Lear,  Hov>'  nov/,  daughter  ?  what  makes  that  fronlet 
on  ? 

Methinks,  you  are  too  much  of  late  i'  the  frown. 

Feel,  Thou  waft  a  pretty  fellow,  when  thou  had 'ft 
no  need  to  care  for  her  frowning  ;  now  thou  art  an  O 
^YitllOut  a  figure :  I  am  better  than  thou  art  now ;  I 
am  a  fool,  thou  art  nothing.— Yes,  foriboth,  I  will 
hold  m}  tongue y  [To  Gc/:erii.]  fo  your  foce  bids  mc, 
though  you  fay  nothing.    Mum,  mum. 
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He  tliat  keeps  nor  cruil  nor  crum. 
Weary  of  all,  ihall  want  fome.- - 
That's  a  Iheal'd  peafcod.  [^Folnting  to  Lear. 

Gon,  Not  only,  fir,  this  your  all-licens'd  fool. 
But  other  of  your  infolent  retinue 
Do  hourly  carp  and  quarrel ;  breaking  forth 
In  rank  and  not- to-be-endured  riots.  Sir, 
I  had  thought,  by  making  this  well  known  unto  you. 
To  have  found  a  fafe  redrefs  ;  but  now  grow  fearful. 
By  Avhat  yourfelf  too  late  have  fpoke  and  done. 
That  you  prote6l  this  courfe,  and  put  it  on 
By  your  allowance  ;  v/hich  if  you  fliouid,  the  fault 
Would  not  'fcape  cenfure,  nor  the  redreffes  fleep  ; 
Which  in  the  tender  cf  a  wholefonie  weal. 
Might  in  their  working  do  you  that  offence. 
Which  elfe  were  fname,  that  then  neceffity 
Will  call  difcreet  proceeding. 
Fool.  For  you  trow,  nuncle. 
The  hedge-fparrow  fed  the  cuckoo  fo  long. 
That  it  had  its  head  bit  ciF  by  its  young. 
So,  out  went  the  candle,  and  we  were  left  darkling. 
Lear\  Are  you  our  daughter  ? 
Gon.  Come,  jir, 
I  v/ould,  you  would  make  ufe  of  that  good  wifdom 
Whereof  I  knov/  you  are  fraught  ;  and  put  away 
Thefe  difpoficions,  which  of  late  transform  you 
From  what  you  rightly  are. 

FcoL  May  not  an  afs  know  ^vhen  the  cart  draws 
die  horfe  ? — Whoop,  Jug  !  I  love  thee. 

Lear.  Does  any  here  know  mc  ? — Why  this  is  not  Lear: 
Does  Lear  walk  thus?  fpeak  thus? — Where  arehis  eyes? 
Either  his  notion  weakens,  or  his  difcernings 
Are  lethargy'd — Ha  !  waking  ? — 'Tis  not  fo-— 
Who  is  it  that  can  tell  me  who  I  am  ?-  -Lear's  fhadow  ? 
I  would  learn  that  ;  for  by  the  marks 
Of  fov'reignty,  of  knowledge,  and  of  reafon, 
I  Ihould  be  falfe  perfuaded  I  had  daughters.-— 
Your  name,  fair  gentlewoman  ? 

Gon.    Come,  fir. 
This  admiration  is  much  o'  the  favour 
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Of  other  your  neAv  pranks.    I  do  befeech  jou 

To  underftand  my  purpofes  aright : 

As  you  are  old  and  reverend,  you  Ihculd  be  wife  : 

Here  do  you  keep  a  hundred  knights  and  fquires  i 

Men  fo  diibrder'd,  fo  debauch'd  and  bold. 

That  this  our  court,  infeded  with  their  manners. 

Shews  like  a  riotoiis  inn:  epicurifm  and  luH 

Make  it  more  like  a  tavern,  or  a  brothel. 

Than  a  grac'd  palace.    The  lhame  itfelf  doth  fpeak 

For  inflant  remedy  :  Be  then  defir'd 

By  her,  that  elfe  a\  ill  take  the  thing  fhe  begs, 

A  little  to  difquantity  your  train ; 

And  the  remainder,  that  fliall  ftill  depend. 

To  be  fuch  men  as  may  befort  your  age. 

And  know  themfclves  and  you. 

Lear,  Darknefs  and  devils  I  

Saddle  my  horfcs  ;  call  my  train  together.  

Degenerate  baftard  !  Til  not  trouble  thee ; 
Yet  have  I  left  a  daughter. 

Gc7i.  You  itrike  my  people;  and  your  diforder'd  rabble 
Make  fervants  of  their  betters. 

E7iicr  Albany, 

Lear.  Woe,  that  too  late  repents,— O,  fir,  are  you  come  r 
Is  it  your  y^  ill?  fpeak,  fir.— -Prepare  my  horfes.— 

\To  Alba7iy. 

Ingratitude  !  thou  marble-hearted  fiend. 

More  hideous,  when  thou  fhew'fl  thee  in  a  child. 

Than  the  fea-monfter ! 

Alh,  Pray,  fir,  be  patient. 

Lear.  Detelled  kite  !  thou  lieil  :  \To  GoneriL 

My  train  are  men  of  choice  and  rarell  parts. 
That  all  particulars  of  duty  know ; 
And  in  the  moll  exadl  regard  fupport 
The  V  orlhips  of  their  name.— O  moft  fmall  fault. 
He  w  ugly  didfl  thou  in  Cordelia  fliew  1 
Which,  like  an  engine,  wrenched  by  frame  of  nature 
From  the  fixt  place,  drew  from  my  heart  all  love. 
And  added  to  the  gall.    O  Lear,  Lear,  Lear  1 
Beat  at  this  gate,  and  let  thy  folly  in,  [Striking  his  head. 
And  thy  dearjudgment  out !  — Go,  go,  my  people. 


Aa  I. 


KING  LEAR. 


377 


Alb,  My  lord,  I  am  guiltlefs,  as  I  am  ignorant 
Of  what  hath  mov'd  you. 

Lear,  It  may  be  To,  my  lord. 
Hear,  nature!  hear;  dear  goddefs,  hear! 
Sufpend  thy  purpofe,  if  thou  didft  intend 
To  make  this  creature  fruitful ! 
Into  her  womb  convey  flerility; 
Dry  up  in  her  the  organs  of  increafe  ; 
And  from  her  derogate  body  never  fpring 
A  babe  to  honour  her  !  If  ihe  mufl  teem. 
Create  her  child  of  fpleen  ;  that  it  may  live. 
And  be  a  thwart  difnatur'd  torment  to  her ! 
Let  it  ftamp  wrinkles  in  her  brow  of  youth  ; 
With  cadent  tears  fret  channels  in  her  cheeks ; 
Turn  all  her  mother's  pains  and  benefits 
To  laughter  and  contempt;  that  fhe  may  feel 
How  lharper  than  a  ferpent's  tooth  it  is 
To  have  a  thanklefs  child  ! — Away,  away  !  [Exit, 

Alb,  Now,  gods,  that  we  adore,  whereof  comes  tnis? 

Gon,  Never  afHid  yourfelf  to  know  tiie  caufe  ; 
But  let  his  difpofition  have  that  fcope 
That  dotage  gives  it. 

Re-enter  Lear, 

Lear.  What,  fifty  of  my  followers,  at  a  clap  ! 
Witain  a  fortnight ! 

Alb,  What's  the  matter,  fir  ? 

Lear,  I'll  tell  thee;  life  and  death !  I  am  afhum'd 
That  thou  hall  power  to  (hake  my  manhood  thus: 

[Zi  Gonerih 

That  thefe  hot  tears,  which  break  from  me  perforce. 
Should  make  thee  worth  tnem.— Blafts  and  fogs  upon^ 
thee  ! 

The  untented  vvoundings  of  a  father's  curfe 
Pierce  every  fenfe  about  thee  1 — Old  fond  e^  es, 
Beweep  this  caufe  again.    I'll  pluck  you  out ; 
And  caft  you,  with  the  waters  tnat  you  lofe. 
To  temper  clay/ — Ha  !  is  it  come  to  this  ? 
Let  it  be  fo  : — Yet  I  have  left  a  daughter. 
Who,  I  am  fure,  is  kind  and  comfortable ; 
When  Ihe  lhall  hear  this  of  ihee,  with  her  nails 
Hh  2. 
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She'll  llay  thy  walfiih  vifage.    Thoir  fhah  find. 
That  I'll  refume  the  fhape  v»'hich  thou  doft  think 
I  have  cafi  oiF  for  ever ;  thou  lhalt,  I  ^v arrant  thee. 

[Exeunt  Lear,  Kent,  and  Attendants, 

Gon.  Do  you  mark  that  my  lord  ? 

Alb.  I  cannot  be  fo  partial,  Goneril, 
To  the  great  love  I  bear  you^ 

Gen,  Pray  you,  content. — What,  OAvald,  ho  1 
You,  fir,  more  knave  than  fool,  after  your  mailer. 

[To  the  FcoL 

Fool.  Nuncle  Lear,  nimcle  Lear,  tarry„  and  take 
the  fool  with  thee. 

A  fox  when  one  has  caught  her. 
And  fuch  a  daughter, 
Should  fure  to  the  Haughter 
If  my  cap  would  buy  a  halter ; 
So  the  fool  foUovvs  after.  [Exit. 
Gon.  This  man  hath  ha4  good  counfel :  A  hun- 
dred knights ! 
'  Tis  politic,  and  iafe,  to  let  him  keep 
At  point,  a  liundred  knights.  Yes,  that  on  every  dream, 
Each  buz,  each  fancy,  each  conipiaint,  diilike. 
He  may  enguard  his  dotage  ^^  ith  their  powers. 
And  hold  our  lives  at  mercy. ---Ofwaid,  1  fay  ! 
Alb.  Well,  you  may  fear  too  far. 
Gon,  Safer  than  trufl  too  fir  : 
Let  me  ilill  take  aY.  ay  the  haaims  I  fear. 
Not  fear  Hiii  to  be  taken.    1  know  his  heart : 
What  he  hatli  utter 'd,  1  have  writ  my  filter  ; 
If  Ihe  fuilain  him.  and  his  hundred  knights, 
Wlien  1  have  Ihcw'd  the  unfitnefs,— How  now,  Ofwaid'? 

Enter  Ste^ivard. 
What,  have  you  writ  that  letter  to  my  filler? 
Ste^w,  Ay,  madam. 

Gen,  Take  you  fon)e  company,  and  away  to  horfe  : 
Inform  her  full  of  my  parikular  fear  ; 
And  thereto  add  fuch  reafons  of  your  own. 
As  may  compad  it  more.    Get  you  gone  ; 
And  hailen  your  return.    No,  no,  my  lord, 

[^E^it  Steiv.ird. 
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This  milky  gentlenefs,  and  courfe  cf  yours. 
Though  I  condemn  it  not,  yet,  under  pardon. 
You  are  much  more  at  talk  for  want  of  wifdom. 
Than  prais'd  for  harmful  mildnefs. 

Alb.  How  far  your  eyes  may  pierce,  I  cannot  tell ; 
Striving  to  better,  oft  we  mar  what's  well, 

Go7i,  Nay,  then  

yllb.  Well,  well;  the  event.  [_Exeunt, 
SCENE  V. 

A  Court -yard  before  the  Duke  of  Albany'' s  Palace, 
Enter  Lear,  Kent,  and  FooL 

Lear,  Go  you  before  to  Gloller  with  thefe  letters : 
acquaint  my  daughter  no  further  with  any  thing  you 
know  than  comes  from  her  demand  out  of  the  letter:  If 
your  diligence  be  not  fpeedy, I  (hall be  there  before  you. 

Keui,  i  will  not  fleep,  my  lord,  'till  I  have  delivered 
your  letter. 

Fool,  if  a  man's  brains  were  in  his  heels,  wer't  not 
in  danger  cf  kihcs  ? 
Lear.  Ay,  boy. 

Fool.  Tiien  1  pr'ythee  be  merry  ;  thy  wit  fliall  not 
go  flip-fliod. 

Lear.  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Fool,  Shalt  fee,  thy  ether  daughter  will  ufe  thee 
kindly  ;  for  though  (he's  as  like  ti.is  as  a  crab  is  like 
an  apple,  yet  I  can  tell  what  1  can  teil. 

lear.  Why,  what  canft  thou  tell,  boy'.? 

Fool.  6]]e  will  tafle  as  like  this,  as  a  crab  does  to  a 
crab.  Thou  canfl  tell  why  one's  nole  ftanas  i'  the 
middle  cf  one's  face? 

Lear.  Ho. 

Fool.  Why,  to  keep  one's  eves  on  either  fide  one's 
nofe ;  that  what  a  man  cannot  fmeilout,  he  may  fpy  into, 

Lear,  i  did  her  wrong  :  

FogI,  Canil  tell  how  an  oyfler  makes  his  fliell  ? 
Lear.  No. 

Foci.  Nor  I  neither;  but  I  can  tell  why  a  fnail  has 
a  houfe. 
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Lear*  Why  ? 

loul.  Why,  to  put  his  head  in;  not  to  give  it  a^^>ay 
to  his  daughters    and  leave  his  horns  without  a  cafe. 

Lear,  i  will  forget  my  nature. — So  kind  a  father! 
 Be  my  horfes  ready  ? 

FooL  Thy  alfes  are  gone  about  'em.  The  reafon 
why  the  feven  ftars  are  no  more  than  feven,  is  a  pretty 
reafon. 

Lear,  Becaufe  they  are  not  eight. 
FooL  Yes,   indeed  !  Thou  would'ft  make  a  good 
fool. 

Lear,  To  take  it  again  perforce  ! — Monfter?  ingra- 
titude! 

FooL  If  thou  wert  my  fool,  nuncle,  I'd  have  thee 
beaten  for  being  old  before  thy  time. 
Lear,  How  's  that? 

Fcol  Tiioii  Ihould'il  not  have  been  old  before  thou 
hadfl  been  wife. 

Lear,  O,  let  me  not  be  mad,  not  mad,  fweet  hea- 
ven! Keep  me  in  temper;  I  v/ould  not  be  mad!  

Enter  a  Gentleman. 
How  now?  are  the  horfes  ready? 

Gent,  Ready,  my  lord. 

Lear  Come,  boy. 

FooL  She  that's  a  maid  no  w, and  laughs  at  mydeparture^ 
Shall  not  be  a  maid  long  unlefs  things  be  cut  fhorter. 

\ExeunU 


A  C  T    II.  SCENE!. 

A  Cafile  helonghig  to  the  Earl  of  Glojier. 
Enter  Edmunii  and  Curan,  meeting, 
£^w.QAVE  thee,  Curan. 

l5  Cur,  And  you,  fir.  I  have  been  with  your 
father;  and  given  nim  notice,  that  the  duke  of  Corn- 
wall, and  Regan  his  duchefs^  will  be  here  with  him 
to  night. 


M  IL 


KING  LEAR. 


381 


E^im,  How  comes  that? 

Cur,  Nay,  I  know  not:  You  have  heard  of  the 
news  abroad;  I  mean  the  whifper'd  ones,  for  they  are 
yet  but  ear-killing  arguments? 

Edm.  Not  I;  Pray  you,  what  are  they  ? 

Cur,  Have  you  heard  of  no  likely  wars  toward, 
'twixt  the  dukes  of  Cornwall  and  Albany  ? 

Edm,  Not  a  word. 

Cur,  You  may  then,  in  time.  Fare  you  well,  fir. 

\Exit^ 

Edm,  The  duke  be  here  to  night?  The  better!  bell:! 
This  weaves  itfelf  perforce  into  my  bufmefs  ! 
My  father  hath  fet  guard  to  take  my  brother; 
And  I  have  one  thing,  of  a  queazy  queflion. 
Which  I  mufl  a6l: — Briefnefs,  and  fortune,  work!  — 
Brother,  a  word  ; — defcend. — Brother,  I  fay  ; 

Enter  Edgar, 
My  father  watches  : — O,  fir,  fiy  this  place  ; 
Intelligence  is  given  where  you  are  hid  ; 
You  have  now  the  good  advantage  of  the  night : — 
Have  you  not  fpoken  'gainfl:  the  duke  of  Cornwall  ? 
He's  coming  hither,  now,  i'  the  night,  i'  the  halle 
And  Regan  \vith  him;  Have  you  nothing  faid 
Upon  his  party  'gainil:  the  duke  of  /Albany  ? 
Advife  yourfelf. 

Edg,  lam  fure  on't,  not  a  word. 

Edm.  I  hear  my  father  coming, — Pardon  me  :  — 
In  cunning,  I  mull  draw  my  fwordupon  you: 
Draw:  Seem  to  defend  yourfelf:  Now  quit  you  well. 
Yield: — Come  before  my  father; — Ligiit,  ho,  here; 
Fly,  brother; — Torches!  torches  I — So,  farewei.— 

\_Exit  Edgar. 
Some  blood  drawn  on  me  would  beget  opinion 

{_W'oimds  his  arm. 

Of  my  more  fierce  endeavour :  I  have  feen  drunkards 
Do  more  than  this  in  fport.— -Father !  father  ! 
Stop,  flop  I  No  help  ? 

Enter  Glcfier,  and  Servants  ^vith  torches, 

Glo.  Now,  Edmund,  where's  the  villain  ? 

Edm,  Here  fcood  he  in  the  dark,  his  lharp  fword  out. 
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Mumbling  of  v  icked  charms^  conjuring  the  moon 
To  Hand  his  aufpicious  miiliLrs 

GIo,  But  w'-.ere  is  he  ? 

Edm.  Lcok^  fir,  I  bleed. 

GIg,  Where  is  the  villain,  Edmund? 

Earn.  Fled  this  way,  fir.     When  by  no  mejins  he 
could  

GIo.  Purfue  him,  ho!-— Go  after.  ^By  no  means, 

what ! 

Earn,  Purfaade  me  to  the  murder  of  your  lordinip  ; 
But  that  I  told  him>  the  revenging  gods 
'Gainfl  parricides  did  all  their  thunders  bend  ; 
Spoke,  v/ith  hownianifold  and  ftronga  bond 
The  child  was  bound  to  the  father  ;---Sir,  in  fine. 
Seeing  how  lothly  oppoGtel  flood 
To  his  unnatural  purpofe,  in  fell  motion. 
With  his  prepared  f^  ord,  he  charges  home 
My  unprovided  body,  lanc'd  mine  arm : 
But  when  he  fav/  my  bell:  aiarum'd  fpirits. 
Bold  in  the  quarrel's  right,  rous'd  to  the  encounter^ 
Or  whether-gafted  by  tne  noife  I  made. 
Full  fudden'jy  he  lied. 

GIo.  Let  him  fly  far  : 
Not  in  this  land  fhall  he  remain  unca.ught ; 
And  found— Difpatch.— -The  noble  duke  my  mafler. 
My  worthy  arch  and  patron  comes  to-night: 
By  his  authority  1  v.  ill  proclaim  it. 
That  he,  A\hich  finds  him,  fhail  deferve  our  thanks. 
Bringing  the  murderous  coward  to  the  flake 
Be  that  conceals  him,  death. 

Edm.  Whenl  dilTuaded  him  from  his  intent. 
And  found  him  pight  to  do  it,  v^ith  curii  fpeech 
I  threaten'd  to  diicover  him  :    He  replied. 
Thou  unpofTeiTmg  baRard  1  doll  thou  think. 
If  I  would  iland  againll  thee,  would  the  repofal 
Of  any  trull,  virtue,  or -worth,  in  thee 
Make  thy  words  faith  ?    No:  what  1  fhould  deny, 
{As  this  I  would  ;  ay,  though  thou  didil  produce 
My  very  charade r)  I'd  turn  it  all 
To  thy  fuggeition,  plot,  and  damned  pradice  : 
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And  thou  muit  make  a  dullard  of  the  v;orld. 

If  they  not  thought  the  profits  of  my  death 

Were  very  pregnant  and  potential  fpurs 

To  make  thee  leek  it."       %         \^7hf?np8fs  ^j:ithin. 

Glo.  Oflrange,  failen^d  villain ! 
Would  he  deny  his  letter,  faid  he? — I  never  got  him. 
Hark,  the  duke's  trum.pets!  i  knov.  not  why  he  comes: 
All  ports  I'll  bar  ;  the  villain  ihall  not  fcape  ; 
The  duke  mud  grant  me  that;  befides,  his  picture 
I  vvill  fend  far  and  near,  that  all  the  kingdom 
May  have  due  note  of  him  :  and  of  my  land. 
Loyal  and  natural  boy.  Til  work  the  means 
To  make  thee  capable. 

Enter  CorniAjall,  Regan,  and  Atienda7its, 

Ccr;i.  Kow  nov/, my  noble  friend?  fmcelcame  hither, 
(Which  1  can  call  but  now)  I  have  heard  flrange  news, 

Reg,  If  it  be  true,  all  ver  geance  comes  too  ihort. 
Which  can  purfue  the  offender.    Hov/  does  my  lord  ? 

Glo,  O,  madam,  my  old  heart    crack'd,  is  crack'd! 

Reg.  What,  did  my  father's  godfon  feek  your  lifer 
He  whom,  m.y  father  nam'd  ?  your  Edgar? 

Glo,  O,  lady,  lady,  fuame  would  have  it  hid  ! 

Reg'  Was  iie  notcompanion  v>  ith  the  riotous  knights 
That  tend  upon  my  father? 

Glo,  I  knov,  not,  madam  : 
It  is  too  bad,  too  bad  !  

Earn,  Yes,  madam,  he  v.  as  of  that  confort. 

Reg,  No  marvel  then,  though  he  were  ill-afTcded  ; 
*Tis  they  have  j?ut  him  on  the  old  man's  death. 
To  have  the  expenc?  and  .valle  of  his  revenues, 
i  have  this  prefcnt  evening  from  my  filler 
Been  v/ell  inform  d  of  them;  and  with  fuch'cautions, 
That,  if  they  come  to  fojourn  at  my  houfe, 
ril  not  be  there. 

Corn.  Nor  I,  aflure  thee,  Regan.  

Edmund,  I  hear  that  you  have  iiie  .'/n  your  father 
A  child-like  ofrice. 

Edm,  'Tv/as  my  duty,  fir. 

Glo.  He  did  bewray  nis  praftice  ;  and  received 
This  hurt  Vv/a  fee,  llriving  to  apprehend  him.. 
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Corn*  Is  he  purfu'd  ? 

Glo,  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Corn,  If  he  be  taken,  he  fhail  never  more 
Be  fisarM  of  doing  harq|:  make  your  own  purpofe, 
Ho'^v  in  my  ftreneth  you  pieafe-  -For  you,  Edmund, 
Whofe  virtue  and  cbedicnc.  doth  this  inftant 
So  much  corr.mend  itfelf,  you  fhall  be  ours; 
Natures  of  fuch  deep  truft  we  fhall  much  need ; 
You  we  firft  feize  on. 

Edm.  1  lhall  ferve  you,  fir^ 
Truly,  however  elfe. 

GIo,  For  him  I  thank  your  grace. 

Corn.  You  know  not  whv  v  e  came  to  viiit  you  

Reg.  Thus  out  of  feafon;  threading  dark-ey'd  night, 
Occafion,  noble  Glofter,  of  fome  prize, 

Wherein  we  mud  have  ufe  of  your  advice  ;  

Our  father  he  hath  ^vrit,  fo  hath  our  fifter. 

Of  difFerences,  which  1  beft  thought  it  fit 

To        er  from  our  home  ;  the  feveral  me/Tengers 

From  hence  attend  difpatch.    Our  good  old  friend 

Lay  comforts  toyourbofom;  and  bellow 

Your  needful  counfel  to  our  bufmefles. 

Which  crave  the  inftantufe. 

Glo.  I  fervc  you,  madam: 
Your  graces  are  right  Avelcome.  \Exettnt. 

SCENE  IJ. 

Enter  Kent  and  Ste<zvard fe'veraUy, 
Siei.v.  Good  even  to  thee,  friend  :  Art  of  this  houfe? 
Kent.  Ay. 

Ste-Tv.  Where  may  we  fet  our  horfes  ? 
Kent,  r  th"  mire. 

Sieui^  Pr'ythee,  if  thou  love  me,  tell  me. 
Kent,  I  love  thee  not. 
.<^^deiv.  Why  then  I  care  not  for  thee. 
Kent.  If  I  had  thee  in  Lipfbary  pinfold,  I  would 
make  thee  care  for  me. 

Stezv.  Why  doll  tlicu  ufe  me  thus?  I  know  thee  not, 
Kent.  Fellow,  I  know  thee. 
Ste^j,\  V/hat  doff  thou  know  me  for? 
3 
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Kent,  A  knave,  a  rarccl,  an  eater  of  brO'^ en  meats; 
a  bale,  proud,  ihaliow,  beggarly,  three-fuited,  hun- 
dred-pound, filthy  worfted-llocking  knave ;  a  iily-U- 
ver'd,  a61ion-taking  knave;  a  whorefon,  glafs-gaz- 
ing,  fuper-fcrviceable,  finical  rMue;  one-trunk-iahe- 
1  iting  fiave  ;  one  that  wouid'fl  oe  a  bav/d,  in  v/ay  of 
l^ood  fervice,  and  art  nothing  but  the  compcfuion  of 
a  knave,  beggar,  coward,  pandar,  and  the  fon  and 
lieir  of  a  mimgrel  bitch:  one  whom  I  will  beat  into 
chimorous  whining,  if  thou  deny'il  the  ieaft  fyiiableof 
thy  addition. 

StcTv.  Why,  what  a  monilrous  fellow  art  thou,  thus 
to  rail  on  one,  that  is  neither  known  of  thee,  nor  knows 
thee  ? 

Ke}it.  What  a  brazen-fac'd  varlet  art  thou,  to  deny 
thou  know'fl  me  ?  Is  it  two  days  ago,  fmce  I  tript 
up  thy  heels,  and  beat  thee,  before  the  king  ?  Draw, 
you  rogue:  for  though  it  be  night,  yet  the  moon 
ihines ;  I'll  make  a  ion  o'  the  moonfhine  of  you : 
Draw,  you  whorefon  cullionly  barber-raonger,  draw. 

\  Dra<^jjing  his  fujord, 

Ste^ju,  Away ;  I  have  nothing  to  do  with  thee. 

Kent.  Draw,  you  rafcal:  you  come  with  letters 
againfl:  the  king ;  and  take  vanity  the  puppet*s  part, 
againfl  the  royalty  of  her  father :  Draw,  you  rogue, 
or  ril  fo  carbonado  your  Hianks : — draw,  your  rafcal; 
come  your  ways. 

Steuj.  Help,  ho!  murder!  help! 

Kent,  Strike,  you  fiave ;  ilrnd,  rogue,  {land;  yoir 
neat  Have,  ftrike.  [_Beati?ig  him, 

Ste-Tv.  Help,  ho  !  murder !  murder  ! 
Enter  Edmund ,  Corn^Tvall,  Regan,  Glcfler,  and  Scr~jant5^ 

Edm,  How  now  ?  What's  the  matter?  Part. 

Kent,  With  you,  goodman  boy,  if  you  pleafe  : 
come,  I'll  flefn  you  ;  come  on,  young  mafter. 

Glo,  Weapons !  arms  I  Wiiat's  them*atter  here? 

Corn,  Keep  peace,  upon  your  lives ; 
He  dies  that  itrikes  again  :  What  is  the  matter  ? 

Reg.  The  meffengcrs  from  our  lifter  and  the  king^ 

Corn,  What  is  vour  difterence?  Soe  ik, 

VoL  VII.      '         I  i 
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Ste^jj.  I  am  fc.irce  in  breath,  my  lord. 

Kent,  No  marvel,  you  have  To  beflirr'd  your  valour. 
You  cowardly  rafcal,  nature  difclaims  in  thee; 
A  tailor  made  thee. 

Com,  Thou  art  a  flange  fellov/ : 
A  tailor  make  a  man.^ 

Kent,  Ay,  a  tailor,  fir:  a  ftone-cutter,  or  a  painter 
could  not  have  made  him  fo  ill,  though  they  had  been 
but  two  hours  at  the  trade. 

Corn.  Speak  yet,  how  grew  your  quarrel  ? 

Ste-iv.  This  ancient  ruffian,  fir,  whofelife  Ihavefpar'd 
At  fait  of  his  grey -beard,  

Kent.  Thouwhorefon  zed!  thou  unneceffary  letter! 
J'vly  lord,  if  you  will  give  me  leave,  I  will  tread  this 
imbolted  villain  into  mortar,  and  daub  the  wall  of  a 
jakes  with  him,— Spare  my  grey  beard,  you  wagtail? 

Ccrn.  Peace,  fir  rah  ! 
You  beaflly  knave,  you  know  no  reverence  ? 

Ke7it.  Yes,  fir;  but  anger  hath  a  privilege. 

Corn,  Why  art  thou  angry  ? 

Kent.  That  fuch  a  flave  as  this  fhould  wear  a  fword. 
Who  wears  no  honefly.    Such  fmiling  rogues  as  thefe, 
Like  rats,  oft  bite  the  holy  cords  in  twain 
Too  intrinficate  t'  unloofe  :  footh  ev'ry  paffion 
That  in  the  nature  of  their  lords  rebels ; 
Bring  oil  to  fire,  fnow  to  their  colder  moods ; 
Renege,  affirm,  and  turn  their  halcyon  beaks 
With  every  gale  and  vary  of  their  mailers ; 
Xnowing  nought,  like  dogs,  but  following.— 
A  plague  upon  your  epileptic  vifage  ! 
Smile  you  my  fpeeches,  as  I  were  a  fool? 
Goofe,  if  I  had  you  upon  Sarum  plain, 
i'd  drive  you  cackling  home  to  Camelot. 

Corn.  What  art  thou  mad  old  fellow  ? 

Glo.  How  fell  you  out  ?  fay  that. 

Kent.  No  contraries  hold  more  antipathy 
Than  I  and  fuch  a  knave. 

Corn.  Why  dofi:  thou  call  him  knave  ?  What's  his 
oiTence  ? 

£leut-  His  countenance  likes  me  not* 
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Corn.  No  mor3,  perchance,  does  mine,  or  his, or  hers, 
Kent.  Sir,  'tis  my  occapation  to  be  plain; 
I  have  feen  better  faces  in  my  time 
Than  Hand  on  any  fhoulder  that  I  fee 
Before  me  at  this  inRant.  m 

Corn.  This  is  fome  fellow. 
Who,  having  been  prais'd  for  bluntnef$,  doth  niTcct 
A  faucy  roughnefs ;  and  conftrains  the  garb. 
Quite  from  his  nature  :    He  cannot  flatter,  he  I 
An  honed  mind  and  plain, — he  mull  fpeak  truth  : 
An  they  will  take  it,  f o  ;  if  not,  he's  plain. 
Thefe  kind  of  knaves  I  knov/,  which  in  this  plainnef^ 
Harbour  more  craft,  and  more  corrupter  ends. 
Than  twenty  filly  ducking  cbfervants. 
That  flretch  their  duties  nicely. 

Kent,  Sir,  in  good  footh,  or  in  fmcere  verity. 
Under  the  allowance  of  your  grand  afpecl, 
Whofe  influence,  like  the  wreath  of  radiant  fire 

On  flickering  Phoebus'  front,  

Corn,  What  mean'lt  thou  by  this  ? 
Kent.  To  go  ou^  of  my  dialed:,  v/hich  you  difcom- 
mend  fo  much.   I  know,  fir,  I  am  no  flatterer  :  he  that 
beguil'd  you,  in  a  plain  accent,  was  a  plain  knave  ; 
which,  for  my  part,  I  will  not  be,  tliough  1  fliould 
w  in  your  di!pieafure  to  entreat  me  to  it. 
Corn.  What  was  the  offence  you  o-ave  liiin  ? 
Ste^-vj.  I  never  gave  him  any  : 
It  pleas'dthe  king  his  mailer,  very  late. 
To  ftrike  at  me,  upon  his  mifconftrudion  ; 
Wjien  he,  conjunct,  and  flattering  his  difpleafure» 
Tript  me  behind  ;  being  dovvn,  infulted,  rail'd. 
And  put  upon  him  fixh  a  deal  of  m.an,  that 
That  worthy'd  him,  got  praifes  of  the  king 
For  him  attempting  who  was  felf-fubdu'd ; 
And,  in  the  flefhment  of  this  dread  exploit^, 
Drew  on  me  here  again. 

Kent.  None  of  thefe  rogues,  and  covv  ards. 
But  Ajax-  is  their  fool. 

Corn.  Fetch  forth  the  flocks,  ho! 
You  ilubborn  ancient  knave,  you  reverend  braggart, 
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We'll  teach  ;^ou  

Kent.  Sir,  I  am  too  old  to  iearn  : 
Call  not  your  flocks  for  me  :  I  (erve  the  king; 
On  %vhore  emplayment  I  was  fent  to  you: 
YoQ  fhall  do  fmall  refjn^,  fhew  too  bold  malice 
Againft  the  grace  and  perfon  of  my  mailer. 
Stocking  his  melTenger. 

Corn,  Fetch  forth  the  flocks  : — 
As  1  have  life  and  honour,  there  fhali  he  fit  'till  noon. 

Regan,  'Till  noon !  'till  nighty  my  lord ;  and  all 
night  too. 

Kent,  Why  madam,  if  I  were  your  father's  dog. 
You  fnould  not  ufe  me  fo. 

Rezcin,  Sir,  beinsj  his  kna\'e,  I  will. 

[  Stocks  Brought  out* 

Corn,  This  is  a  fellow  of  the  felf-fame  colour 
Our  filler  fpeaks  of: — Come,  bring  aAvay  the  flocks. 

Gh.  Let  me  befeech  your  grace  not  to  do  fo  : 
His  fault  is  much,  and  the  good  king  his  mailer 
Will  ciieck  him  for't :  your  purpos'd  low  corre*5lioa 
is  fuch,  as  h\{t^  and  the  meancfl  wretches. 
For  pilferings  and  mofl  common  trefpaffes. 
Are  punidi'd  with:  the  king  mull  take  it  ill. 
That  he,  fo  flightly  valu'd  in  his  meffcngcr. 
Should  have  hirn  thus  reilrain'd. 

Corn,  ril  anfwer  that. 

Reg,  My  fifler  may  receive  it  much  more  worfe. 
To  have  her  gentleman  abus'd,  affiulted. 

For  follow  iug  her  ailairs — Put  in  his  legs  

\_Kent  is  put  in  the  Jlocks, 

Come,  my  good  lord  ;  a^^  ay. 

\Exeunt  Regan,  and  Cornivall, 
Glo,  I  am  forry  for  thee,  friend;   'tis  the  duke's 
plea  fu  re, 

Whofe  diipoiltion,  all  the  world  well  knows. 
Will  not  be  rubb'd,  nor  ilopp'd  :  I'll  entreat  for  thee. 
Ke?:i,  Pray,  do  not ,  fir :  i  have  watch'd,  and  tra- 
veiPd  hard;  ' 
Some  time  I  ihall  fleep  out,  the  refl  I'll  whiflle. 
A  good  man's  fortune  may  grow  out  at  heels ; 
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Give  you  good  morrow ! 

Glo,  The  duke's  to  blame  in  this ;  'twill  be  ill  ta- 
ken. [Exit, 

Ke?2f.  Good  king,  that  muil  approve  the  common  faw! 
Thou  out  of  heaven's  benedid^n  t  om'fl: 
To  the  warm  fun  1 

Approach,  thOu  beacon  to  this  under  globe, 

[Looh'ng  up  to  the  moon* 
That  by  thy  comfortable  beams  I  m.ay 
Perufe  this  letter: — Nothing  almoft  fees  miracles, 
Bui  mifery  ; — ^^I  know,  ^tis  from  Cordelia  ; 

\Reading  the  letter ^ 
Who  hath  moil:  fortunately  been  inform'd 
Of  my  obfcur'd  courfe  ; — and  Jhcdl  jind  time 

Fro?n  this  enormous  ftate,  -feeking  to  gi^ve 

Lojjes  their  reiiiedies  ; — All  weary  and  o'er-watch'd. 
Take  vantage,  heavy  eyes,  not  to  behold 
This  fnameful  lodging. 

Fortune,   good  night ;  fmilc  once  more ;  turn  th^r 
wheel!  Uh/leep's. 

SCENE  nr. 

A  part  of  the  Heath. 
Enter  Edgar, 
Edg,  1  heard  my^tl^ proclaim'd  ; 
And,  by  the  happy  hollow  of  a  tree, 
Efcap'd  the  hunt.    No  port  is  free  ;  no  place. 
That  guard,  and  mod  unufual  vigilance. 
Does  not  attend  my  taking.  While  I  may  'fcape, 
I  will  preferve  myfelf :  and  am  bethought 
To  take  the  bafell  and  m.oft  pooreft  (liape. 
That  ever  penury,  in  contempt  of  man, 
Brought  near  to  beaH  ;  my  face  Til  grime  v.'ith  filth; 
Blanket  my  loins ;  elf  all  my  hair  in  knots  ^ 
And  with  prefented  nakednefs  out-face 
The  winds,  and  perfecutions  of  the  fty. 
The  country  gives  me  proof  and  precedent 
Of  Bedlam  beggars,  who,  with  roaring  voices. 
Strike  in  their  aam.b'd  and  mortify 'd  bare  arms 
FkiSj,  wooden  pricks,  nails,  fprigs  of  rofemary  ; 
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And  with  this  horrible  objedl,  from  low  farms. 
Poor  pelting  villages,  fheep-cotes,  and  mills, 
Sometime  with  lunatic  bans,  fometime  with  prayers, 
Inforce  their  charity. — Poor  Turlygood;  poor  Tom! 
That's  fomething  yet Kdg^r  I  nothing  am.  [Exit. 

SCENE  IV. 

Earl  of  Glofler's  Caftle. 
Enter  Lear^  Fool,  and  Gentleman, 
Lear.  'Tis  flrange,  that  they  fhould  fo  depart  from 
home. 

And  not  fend  back  my  meffenger. 

Gent,  As  I  learned. 
The  night  before  there  was  no  purpofe  in  them 
Of  this  remove. 

Kent.  Hail  to  thee,  noble  mailer ! 

Lear.  How  !  mak'ft  thou  this  fliame  thy  paflime  ? 

Kent.  No,  my  lord. 

Foci.  Ha,  ha:  look!  he  av ears  cruel  garters !  Hor- 
fes  are  ty'd  by  the  heads ;  dogs  and  bears  by  the  neck; 
monkies  by  the  loins,  and  men  by  the  legs :  when  a 
man  is  over-lully  at  legs,  then  he  ^vears  \vooden  ne- 
ther-ftocks. 

I^ar.  What's  he,  that  hath  fo  much  thy  place  miftook 
To  fet  thee  here  ? 

Kent.  It  is  both  he  and  Hie^ 
Your  fon  and  daughter. 

Lear.  No. 

Kent.  Yes. 

Lear.  No,  I  fay. 

Kent.  I  fay,  yea. 

Lear.  No,  no  ;  they  would  not. 

Kent.  Yes,  they  have. 

Lear.  By  Jupiter,  I  fwear  no. 

Kent.  By  Juno,  !  fwear  ay. 

Lear.  They  durft  not  do't ; 
They  could  not,  would  not  do't ;  'tis  worfe  than  murder 
To  do  upon  refpecl  fuch  violent  oatrage : 
JR.efe>lve  me,  with  all  modeft  hafle,  which  way 
Thou  might'ft  deferve,  or  ihey  impofe,  this  ufage. 
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Coming  from  us. 

Kent,  My  lord,  when  at  their  home 
I  did  commend  your  highnefs'  letter  to  them. 
Ere  1  was  rifen  from  the  place  that  fhew'd 
My  duty  kneeling,  came  there  a  reeking  poft. 
Stewed  in  liis  halte,  half  breathlefs,  panting  forth 
From  Goneril  his  miHrefs,  falutations ; 
Delivered  letters,  fpight  of  intermifllon. 
Which  prefently  they  read  :  on  whofe  contents. 
They  fummon'd  up  their  meiny,  llraight  took  horfe  i 
Commanded  me  to  follow,  and  attend 
The  leifure  of  their  anfvver  ;  gave  me  cold  looks  : 
And  meeting  here  the  other  meflenger, 
Whofe  welcome,  I  percelv'd,  had  poifon'd  mine, 
(Being  the  very  fellow  which  of  late 
Difplay'd  fo  faucily  againft  your  highnefs) 
Having  more  man  than  wit  about  me,  I  drew  ; 
He  rais'd  the  houfe  with  loud  and  coward  cries : 
Your  fon  and  daughter  found  this  trefpafs  worth 
The  lhame  which  here  it  fufFers. 

FocL  Winter's  not  gone  yet,  if  the  wild  geefe  fly 
that  way. 
Fathers,  that  wear  rags. 

Do  make  their  children  blind ; 
But  fathers,  that  bear  bags. 

Shall  fee  their  children  kind. 
Fortune,  that  arrant  whore. 

Ne'er  turns  the  key  to  the  poor.  

But,  for  all  this,  thou  fhalt  have  as  many  dolours 
from  thy  dear  daughters,  as  thou  can'lt  tell  in  a  year, 
Lear.  O,  how  this  mother  fwells  toward  my  heart  ? 
Hyfierica  paffio  !  down,  thou  climbing  forrow. 
Thy  element's  below  ! — Where  is  this  daughter  ? 
Ke7it,  With  the  earl,  fir,  here  within. 
Lear,  Follow  me  not ;  flay  here.  \^Exit. 
Gent,  Made  you  no  more  offerxe  than  what  you 

fpeak  of 
Kent,  None. 

.How  chance  the  king  comes  with  fo  fmall  a  train  ? 
Fool,  An  thou  hadft  been  fet  in  the  flocks  for  that 
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queftion,  thou  hadfl  well  defsrv'd  it, 
Gent,  Why,  fool? 

FcoL  We'll  fet  thee  to  fchool  to  an  ant,  to  teach  thee 
there's  no  labouring  in  the  inter.  All  that  follow 
their  nofes  are  led  by  their  eyes,  but  blind  men  ;  and 
there's  not  a  nofe  among  twenty  but  can  fmell  him  that's 
flinking.  Let  go  thy  hold,  when  a  great  wheel  runs 
down  a  hill,  leii:  it  break  thy  neck  with  following  it; 
but  the  great  one  that  goes  up  the  hill,  let  him  draw 
thee  after.  When  a  wife  man  gives  thee  better  counfel, 
giv^e  me  mine  again  :  I  would  have  none  but  knaves 
follow  it,  fmce  a  fool  gives  it. 

That,  fir,  which  ferves  and  feeks  for  gain. 

And  follows  but  for  form. 
Will  pack,  when  it  begins  to  rain. 

And  leave  thee  in  the  ilorm. 
But  1  will  tarry:  the  fool  will  Hay, 

■  And  let  the  wife  man  fiy : 
The  knave  turns  fool,  that  funs  away: 
The  fool  no  knave,  pcrdy. 
Kent,  Where  learn'd  you  this  fool  ? 
FcoL  Not  i'  the  Hocks,  fool. 

Re-enter  Lear,  n,vith  Glojrer, 
Lear,  Deny  to  fpeak  vvith  me?  They  are  fick,  they 
are  weary  ? 

They  have  traveil'd  hard  to  night?  Mere  fetches  ; 
The  images  of  revolt  and  fiying  off! 
Fetch  me  a  better  anf>ver. 

Glo.  My  dear  lord, 
You  know  the  fiery  quality  of  the  duke ; 
How  unremoveable  and  hxt  he  is 
In  his  own  courfe. 

Lear.  Vengeance!  plague!  death!  confufion ! 
Fiery?  what  quality?  Why,  Glofler,  Gloiier, 
I'd  fpeak  with  the  duke  of  Cornwall,  and  his  wife. 

Glo,  Well,  my  good  lord,  I  have  inform'd  them  fo. 

Lear.  Informed  them  !  doH  thouuncierllandme,  man? 

Glo.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Lear,  The  king  would  fpeak  with  Cornwall 3  tha 
dear  father 
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Would  with  his  daughter  fpeak  ;  commands  her  fer vice  ; 
Are  they  imform'dof  this? — My  breath  and  blood  ! 
Fiery?  the  fiery  duke?  Tell  the  hot  duke,  that — 

No,  but  not  yet :  may  be  he  is  not  well: 

Infirmity  doth  ilill  negled  all  office. 
Whereto  our  health  is  bound  ;  we  are  not  ourfelves 
When  nature,  being  opprefs'd,  commands  the  mind 
To  fufFer  v/ith  the  body  :  I'll  forbear ; 
And  am  fallen  out  with  my  more  headier  will. 
To  take  the  indifpos'd  and  fickiy  fit 
For  the  found  man. — Death  on  my  Hate!  wherefore 

[^Looking  on  Kent 9 
Should  he  fit  here  ?  This  a6l  perfuades  me. 
That  this  remotion  of  the  duke  and  her 
Is  pradlice  only.    Giv^e  me  my  fervaut  forth: 
Go,  tell  the  duke  and  his  wife,  Pd  fpeak  with  them. 
Now,  prefently  \  bid  them  come  forth  and  hear  me. 
Or  at  their  chamber  door  I'll  beat  the  drum, 
'Till  it  CI y.  Sleep  to  death. 

Glo,  I  would  have  ail  well  bet^^  ixt  yoa.  [Fx?f» 
Lear.  O  me,  my  heart,  my  rifmg  heart ! — but  down, 
'  FogL  Cry  to  it,  nuncle,  as  the  cockney  did  to  the 
eels,  when  flie  put  them  i'  thepafte  alive  ;  fhe  rapt  'em 
o'  the  coxcombs  >vith  a  ftick,  and  cry'd,  *  Down, 
wantons,  down:'  'Twas  her  brother,  that  in  pure 
kindnefs  to  his  horfe,  butter'd  his  hay. 

Enter  Cornxvally  Regan^  Glojlery  a/id  SeriJants. 
Lear.  Good-morrow  to  you  both. 
Corn  Hail  to  your  grace  !         \  Kent  is  Jet  at  liberty, 
Reg.  I  am  glad  to  fee  your  highnefs. 
Lear,  Regan,  I  think  you  are  ;  1  know  what  reafon 
I  have  to  think  fo :  if  thou  ihou'd'ft  not  be  glad, 
1  would  divorce  me  from  thy  mother's  tomb, 

Sepulch'ring  an  adultrefs.  O,  are  you  free;  \To  Kent 

Some  other  time  for  that. — Beloved  Regan, 
Thy  filler's  naught  ;  O  P.egan,  fhe  hath  tied 
Sharp  tooth'd  unl  indnefs,  like  a  vulture,  here, 

\ Points  to  his  hearty 
\  can  fcarce  fpeak  to  thee  ;  thou'lt  not  believe. 
Of  how  deprav'd  a  quality — O  Regan! 
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Reg,  I  pray  you,  fir,  take  patience ;  I  have  hope. 
You  Icfs  know  how  to  value  her  defert. 
Than  Ihe  to  fcant  her  duty. 

Lear,  Say  ?  how  is  tliat  ? 

Reg,  I  cannot  think,  my  Mer  in  the  leaft 
Would  fail  her  obligation;  If,  fir,  perchance. 
She  have  reftrain'd  the  riots  of  your  follo^^  ers, 
'Tis  on  fuch  grpund,  and  to  fuch  whoicfome  end. 
As  clears  her  from  all  blame. 

Lear,  My  curfes  on  her. 

.Reg,  O,  iir,  you  are  old  ; 
Nature  in  you  flands  on  the  very  verge 
Of  her  confine  ;  you  fhould  be  rul'd,  and  led 
Vtj  fome  difcretion,  that  difcerns  your  ftate 
Better  than  yourfelf :  Therefore,  I  pray  you. 
That  to  our  fifter  you  do  make  return  ; 
Say,  you  have  ^vrong'd  her,  fir. 

Lear,  Afk  her  forgive nefs  ? 
Do  you  but  mark  how  this  becomes  the  houfe? 
'  Dear  daughter,  I  confefs  that  1  am  old  : 
'  Age  is  unneceflary  :  on  my  knees  1  beg,  [^Kneeling, 
^  That  you'll  voucnfafe  me  raiment,  bed,  and  food. 

Reg,  Good  fir,  no  mere  ;  thefe  are  unfightly  tricks: 
Return  you  to  my  filler. 

Lear,  Never,  Regan : 
She  hath  abated  me  of  half  my  train  ; 
Look'd  blac  k  upon  me  ;  llruck  me  with  her  tongue 

Moil  ferpent-like,  upon  the  very  heart:  

Ail  the  iter 'd  vengeances  of  heaven  fall 

On  her  ungrateful  top  !  Strike  her  young  bones. 

You  taking  airs,  with  lamensfs! 

Cor?i.  Fie,  fir,  fie! 
Lear,  Younimble lightnings, dartyourblinding flames 
Into  her  fcornful  eyes!  Infed  her  beauty. 
You  fen-fuck 'd  fogs,  drawn  by  the  powerful  fun. 
To  fall  and  blaft  her  pride! 

Reg,  O  the  bleil  Gods  ! 
So  will  you  wilh  on  m.e,  when  the  rafli  mood  is  on. 

Lear,  No  Pvegan,  thou  fhalt  never  liave  my  curfe ; 
Thy  tender-hefted  nature  fiiall  not  give 


395  XING   LEAR.  AH 

Thee  o'er  to  harlhners  ;  her  eyes  are  iierce,  but  thine 

Do  comfort  and  not  barn  :  'Tis  not  in  thee 

To  grudge  my  pleafures,  to  cut  ofF  my  train. 

To  bandy  hafty  words,  to  fcant  my  fizes, 

And^  in  conclulion,  to  oppofe  the  bolt 

Againft  my  coming  in  :  thou  better  know'fl 

The  offices  of  nature,  bond  of  childhood, 

EfFeds  of  courtefey,  dues  of  gratitude  ; 

Thy  half  o'  the  kingdom  thou  hath  not  forgot. 

Wherein  I  thee  endowed. 

Reg.  Good  fir,_  to  the  purpofe.     [Trumpets  ^mthin^ 

Lear,  Who  put  my  man  i'  the  ftocks  ? 

Corn,  What  trumpet's  that  ? 

Enter  Sti'ward, 

Reg,  IknoAv't,  my  fifter's  :  this  approves  her  letter. 
That  llie  would  foon  be  here. — Is  your  lady  come  ? 

Lear,  This  is  a  Have,  whofe  eafy  borro^v'd  pride 
Dwells  in  the  fickle  grace  of  her  he  follows  : 
Out  varlet,  from  my  fight  ! 

Corn,  What  me  ms  your  grace  ? 

Lear,  Who  ftcck'd  my  fervant?  Regan,  I  have  good 
hope 

Thou  didft  not  know  on't. — Who  comes  here  ?  O  hea- 
vens. 

Enter  Goner'd, 
If  you  do  love  old  men,  if  your  fweet  fway 
Allow  obedience,  if  yourfelfare  old. 
Make  it  your  caufe  ;  fend  down,  and  take  my  part ! 
Art  not  afham'd  to  look  upon  this  beard  ? —  [7o  Qon, 
O,  Regan,  \Vilt  thou  take  her  by  the  hand  ? 

Gon,  Why  not  by  the  hand,  fir  ?  How  have  I  of- 
fended ? 

All's  not  offence,  that  indifcretion  fiends. 
And  dotage  terms  fo. 

Lear,  O,  fides,  you  are  too  tough  ! 
Will  ydu  yet  hold — How  come  my  man  i'  the  flocks  \ 

Corn,  I  fet  him  there,  fir  :  but  his  own  diforders 
Deferv'd  much  lefs  advancement. 

Lear,  You  !  did  you  ? 

Beg,  I  pray  you^  ftther,  being  weak,  feem  fo. 


KIKG  LEAR. 


Aa  IL 


If,  'till  the  expiration  of  your  month. 
You  will  return  and  fojourn  with  my  filler, 
Difmifrmg  half  your  train,  come  then  tome; 
I  am  now  from  home,  and  out  ef  that  provifion 
Which  fhall  be  needful  for  your  entertainment. 

Lear.  Return  to  her,  and  ffty  men  dilmifs'd? 
No,  rather  I  abjure  ail  roofs,  and  choofe 
To  wage  againft  the  enmity  o'  the  air; 
To  be  a  i  omrade  with  the  wolf  and  o^vl, — 

NeceiTity's  fliarp  pinch  !  Return  with  her  r 

Why,  the  hot-blcoded  France,  that  dov/erlefs  took 
Our  youngefl  born,  I  could  as  v/ell  be  brought 
To  knee  his  throne,  and  fqui re-like,  penfon  beg 
To  keep  bafe  life  afoot: — Return  Nvith  her? 
Perfuade  me  rather  to  be  Have  and  fumpter 
To  this  deteiled  groom.  [Lsoid/ig  on  the fts'-jcrd, 

Gon,  At  your  choice,  fir. 

Lear.  Now  I  pry'thee,daughter,don6tmak€me  mad: 
I  will  not  trouble  thee,  my  child  ;  firewell : 
We'll  no  more  meet,  no  more  iee  one  another  : — 
But  yet  thou  art  my  fle(h,  my  blood,  my  daughter; 
Or,  rather,  a  difeafe  that's  in  my  fieih. 
Which  I  muft  needs  call  mine  :  thou  art  a  bile, 
A  plague-fore,  an  emboffcd  carbuncle. 
In  my  corrupted  blood.    But  Til  not  chide  thee  ; 
Let  fliame  come  when  it  will,  I  do  not  call  it: 
I  do  not  bid  the  thunder-bearer  flioot. 
Nor  tell  tales  of  thee  to  high-judging  Jove: 
Mend,  when  thou  canll:;  be  better,  at  t!iy  leifure  : 
I  can  be  patient;  I  can  ftay  with  R.egan, 
I,  and  my  hundred  knights. 

Reg.  Not  altogether  fo,  fir; 
I  look'd  not  for  you  yet,  nor  am  provided 
For  your  ft  welcome:  Give  ear,  fir,  to  my  fifter; 
For  thofe  that  mingle  reafon  v/ith  your  pauions, 

Muft  be  content  to  think  you  old,  and  fo  

But  (he  knows  what  fhe  does. 

Lear,  is  this  Vv  ell  ipoken  now  ? 

Reg.  I  dare  avouc^'wr.-  fr:  What  fifty  followers? 
Is  it  not  well  ?  W hac  ihould  you  need  cf  more  ? 


Jd  11. 


tLIKG  LEAR. 


397 


Yea,  or  fo  many  ?  fith  that  both  charge  and  danger 
^peak  'gainft  fo  great  a  number?    How,  in  one  houfe. 
Should  many  people  under  two  commands. 
Hold  amity?    'Tis  hard  ;  almoil  impofTible. 

Gon,  Why  might  not  you,  my  lord,  receive  attendan.t:s 
From  thofe  that  flie  calls  fervants,  or  from  mine? 

Reg,  Why  not,  my  lord?  If  then  they  chanc'd  to 
flack  you. 

We  could  controul  them :  If  you  will  corae  to  me, 
^ For  now  1  fpy  a  danger)  I  intreat  you 
To  bring  but  five-and- twenty ;  to  no  more 
Will  I  give  place,  or  notice. 

Lear.  I  gave  you  all— 

Reg,  And'in  good  time  you  gave  ito 

Lear.  Made  you  m^y  guardians,  my  depofitaries ; 
But  kept  a  refcrvation  to  be  follov/'d 
Withfuch  a  number:    What,  mult  I  come  fo  you 
With  five  and-twenty,  Regan?  faidyoufo? 

Reg.  And  fpeak  it  again,  my  lord ;  no  more  with  me. 

Lear.  Thofe  wicked  creatures  yet  do  look  well-fa- 
vour'd. 

When  others  are  more  wicked ;  not  being  the  v/orft^ 
Stands  in  fom^e  rank  of  praife  : — ril  goM  ith  thee  ; 

\_To  GoneriL 
Thy  fifty  yet  doth  double  five-and-tv/enty. 
And  thou  art  twice  her  love. 

■Gon.  Hear  me,  my  lord  ; 
What  need  you  five-and-twenty,  ten,  or  five. 
To  follow  in  ahoufe,  where  twice  fo  many 
Have  a  command  to  tend  you  ? 

Reg.  What  need  one? 

Lear.  O,  reafon  not  the  need:  our  bafefl  beggars 
-Are  in  the  poorefl  thing  fuperfiuous .: 
Allow  not  nature  more  than  nature  needs, 
Man's  life  is  cheap  as  beaft's :  thou  art  a  lady ; 
If  only  to  go  warm  were  gorgeous, 
V/hy,  nature  needs  not  what  thou  gorgeous  wear'ft. 
Which  fcarcely  keeps  thee  wai'm. — But,  for  true  needs. 
You  heavens,  give  me  that  patience,  patierxe  I  needl 
Youiee  me  here,  ^  ou  8;ods,  a  poor  old  man, 
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As  full  of  griL-f  as  age  ;  wr^^tched  in  both  ! 

Jf  it  be  you  that  fiir  tliefe  daughters'  hearts 

Againft  their  fither,  fool  ine  not  fo  much 

To  bear  it  tamely;  touch  me  with  noble  anger! 

O,  let  not  women's  weapons,  water-drops. 

Stain  my  man's  cheeks  !-  -No,  you  unnatural  hags, 

J  \\  ill  have  fuch  revenges  on  you  both. 

That  all  the  world  fliail, — I  ^^  ill  do  fuch  things, — 

What  they  are,  yet  I  know  not ;  but  they  fhall  be 

The  terrors  of  the  earth.    You  think.  Til  weep  : 

No,  I'll  not  weep:  

I  have  full  caufe  of  weeping;  but  this  heart 
Shall  break  into  a  iiundred  thoufand  flaws. 
Or  ere  I'll  ^veep  : — -O  fool,  1  fhall  go  mad  1 

[^Exeunt  Lear,  G  lifter ,  Kent,  and  Tcoh 

.Corn,  Let  us  withdraw,  'twill  be  a  ftorm. 

\^Sicrm  andtempejl  heard, 

Reg.  This  houfe  is  little ;  the  old  man  and  his  people 
.Cannot  be  well  beftow'd. 

Go?i.  'Tis  hisovriib'ame;hehath  puthimfef  fromrellj 
And  muil  needs  tafte  his  folly. 

Reor,  For  his  particular,  I'll  receive  him  gladly. 
Bat  not  one  follower. 

Gon,  So  am  I  purposed. 
Where  is  my  lord  of  Gloiler? 

Re-enter  Glofter, 

Corn,  Folio v;'d  the  old  man  forth_: — he  is  return'd. 

Glo,  The  king  is  in  high  rage. 

Corn,  Whither  is  he  going?  ^ 

Glo,  Recalls  to  horfe;  but  will  I  know^  not  whither. 

Corn,  'Tis  bell  to  give  him  way ;  he  leads  himfelf. 

Gon,  My  lord,  entreat  him  by  no  means  to  fcay. 

Qlo,  Alack,  thenightcomes  on,  and  the  bleak  winds 
^o  forely  ruflie;  for  many  miles  about 
There's  fcarce  a  bafli. 

Reg,  O,  fir,  to  wilful  men, 
The  injuries,  that  they  themfelves  procure, 
Muil  be  their  fchool-maflers :  Shut  up  your  doors  ; 
He  is  attended  with  a  defperate  train ; 
>iid  whvit  they  m.ay  inccnfc  him  to,  being  apt 
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To  have  Ins  ear  abus'd,  v  ifdom  bids  fear. 

Com,  Shut  up  your  doors,  ray  lord;  'tis  a  wild  night; 
My  Regan  courxreis  well:  come  out  o'  theflorm. 


ACT    IIL       SCENE  I. 
Heath, 

A  Siorm  is  heard,  ^uvith  thunder  and  Uyhtnlig,  Enter 
Kent,  and  a  Gentletnau,  meeting. 

AV/i'/.Tl|' THO's  there,  beiides  foul  weather? 

V  V    Gent.  One  minded  like  the  weather,  moil: 
unquietly. 

Kent,  I  know  you;  Where's  the  king  ? 

Gent,  Contending  with  the  fretful  eleaient: 
Bids  the  wind  blow  the  eartli  into  the  fea. 
Or  fvveli  the  curled  \vaters  'bove  the  main. 
That  things  mio^ht  change,  crceafe :  tears  his  white  hair^ 
Which  the  impetuous  blafls,  witheyelefs  rage. 
Catch  in  their  fury,  and  make  nothing  of: 
Strives  in  his  little  \>  orId  of  man  to  out-fcorn 
The  to-and-fro-conflifthig  wind  and  rain. 
This  night,  wherein  the  cub-drawn  hear  would  couclu 
The  lien  and  the  belly-pinched  wolf 
Keep  their  fur  dry,  unbonneted  he  runs, 
And  bids  what  v»^ill  take  all. 

Kent,  Bat  who  is  with  him  ? 

Gent,  None  but  the  fool ;  who  labours  to  outjefl: 
Ills  heart-flruck  injuries. 

Kent,  Sir,  I  do  know  you  ; 
And  dare,  upon  the  warrant  of  my  note. 
Commend  a  dear  thing  to  you.    There  is  divifion. 
Although  as  yet  the  face  of  it  be  cover'd 
With  mutual  cunning,  'twixt  Albany  and  Cornwall; 
Who  have  (as  who  have  not,  that  their  |?/eat  ilars 
Throne  and  fet  high?)  fervants,  who  feem  no  lefs; 
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Which  are  to  France  the  fpies  and  fpeculations 

Intelligent  of  our  Hate  ;  what  hath  been  feen. 

Either  in  TnufFs  and  packings  of  the  dukes; 

Or  the  hard  rein  which  both  of  them  have  borne 

Againft  the  old  kind  king  ;  or  fomething  deeper. 

Whereof,  perchance,  ihefe  are  but  furnifnings ; — 

But,  true  it  is,  from  France  there  comes  a  power 

Into  this  fcatter*d  kingdom  ;  who  already. 

Wife  in  our  negligence,  have  fecret  fee 

In  fome  of  our  bell  ports,  and  are  at  point 

To  fiiew  their  open  banner, — Now  to  you: 

If  on  my  credit  you  dare  build  To  fir 

To  make  your  fpeed  to  Dover,  you  fliall  find 

Some  that  v.  ill  thank  you,  making  juH  report 

Of  ho  .v  unnatural  and  bemadding  forrow^ 

The  king  hath  caufe  to  plain. 

I  am.  a  o-entleman  of  blood  and  breeding. 

And  from  fome  knowledge  and  alTurance,  ofFer 

This  oiiice  to  you. 

Gerit,  I  will  talk  farther  v.  ith  you. 

Kent.  No,  do  not. 
For  connrmiation  that  \  am  m.uch  more 
Than  my  out-Avall,  open  this  purfe,  and  take 
What  i:  contains :  If  }0u  fhall  fee  Cordelia, 
(As  fear  not  but  yon  fhall)  fhew  her  this  ring ; 
And  Ihe  will  tell  you  who  your  fellow  is 
That  yet  ycu  do  not  know.    Fie  on  this  llorm  ! 
1  will  go  feek  the  king. 

Gem.  Givemeyour  hand  :  Have  you  no  more  tofa;".^ 

Kent,  Few  \\ords,  but,  to  efredl,  more  than  all  yet; 
That,  ^vhen  we  have  found  the  king,  (in  which)  our  pain 
That  way;  Til  this,)  he  that  hrfl  lignts  on  him. 
Holla  the  other.  S^ExeurJ  Jhz'erally, 

SCENE  ir. 

Another  Part  of  the  Heath, 
Storm  JlilL    Enter  Lear,  and  FooL 
Lear,  Elow,  winds,  and  crack  your  cheeks !  rage! 
blow  ! 

You  catarads;  and  hurricanoes,  fpout 
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'Till  you  have  drench'd  our  fleeples,drown'd  the  cocks! 
You  fulphurous  and  thought-executing  fires. 
Vaunt -couriers  to  oak-cleaving  thunder-bolts. 
Singe  my  white  head  !  And  thou  all  fiiaking  thunder. 
Strike  flat  the  thick  rotundity  o'  the  world  1 
Crack  nature's  moulds ;  all  germens  fpiil  at  once. 
That  make  ungrateful  man  ! 

FooL  O  nuncie,  court  holy  water  in  a  dry  houfe  is 
better  than  the  rain-water  out  o'  door.  Good  nuncle, 
in,  and  afk  thy  daughters  bleiling ;  here's  a  night 
pities  neither  wife  men  nor  fools. 

Lear.  Rumbl§<thy  belly  full !  Spit,  firel  fpcut,  rain! 
Nor  r^in,  wind,  thunder,  fire,  are  my  daughters : 
I  tax  not  you,  you  elements,  with  unkindnefs, 
I  never  gave  you  kingdom,  called  you  children. 
You  owe  me  no  fubfcription  ;  why  then  let  fall 
Your  horrible  pleafure  ;  here  I  Hand,  your  Have, 
A  poor,  infirm.,  weak,  and  defpis'd  old  man  : — — 
But  yet  I  call  you  fervile  minifters. 
That  have  with  two  pernicious  daughters  join'd 
Your  high-engender'd  battles:  'gainft  a  head 
So  old  and  white  as  this.    O  !  O  !  'tis  foul ! 

Fool.  He  that  has  a  houfe  to  put's  head  in,  has  a 
good  head-piece. 

The  cod  piece  that  ^vill  houfe y 
Before  the  head  has  any  : 

The  head  and  heJJjall  loufe  y  

6"^?  beggars  marry  many. 
The  man  that  makes  his  toe 

¥/hat  he  his  heart  Jhould  make, 
Shall  of  a  corn  cry,  ixjoe  ! 
And  turn  his Jleep  to  njuake, 
' — For  there  was  never  yet  fair  woman,  but  fhe  made 
mouths  in  a  glafs. 

Enter  Kent, 

Lear.  No,  I  will  be  the  pattern  cf  all  patience,  I 
will  fay  nothing. 
Kent.  Who's  there? 

Fool.  Marry,  here's  grace,  and  a  cod- piece;  that's  a 
wife  man  and  a  fool, 

Kk2 


KING  LE/.R. 


Kent.  Alas,  far,  are  you  here  ?  things  that  loi^e  night, 
I. eve  not  fuch  nights  as  thefe  ;  the  wrathful  ilies 
Gallow  the  very  wanderers  of  the  dark, 
And  ir.ake  them  keep  their  caves:  Since  I  was  man, 
Suchilieets  of  fire,  fuch  burib  of  horrid  thunder. 
Such  groans  of  roaring  wind  and  rain,  I  never 
Remember  to  have  heard:  man's  nature  cannot  carry 
The  afilidion,  nor  the  fear. 

Lear.  Let  the  great  gods. 
That  keep  this  dreadful  pother  o'er  our  heads. 
Find  cut  their  enemies  now.  Tremble,   thou  wretch. 
That  hail:  within  thee  undivulged  crimes, 
ITnwhipt  of  jnflice  :  Hideth^^e,  thou  bloody  liand  ; 
Thou  perjur'd,  and  thou  fimular  m.an  of  virtue 
Tha.t  artincefluous  :  CaitiiT,  to  pieces  (liake. 
That  under  covert  and  convenient  feeming 
Haft  pradis'd  on  mrn's  life  I — Clofe  pent-up  guilt.s 
Rive  your  concealing  continents,  and  cry 
Thefe  dreadful  fuinmoners  grace. — 1  am  a  man. 
More  finn'd  againft,  tlian  finning. 

Kent.  Alack,  bare-headed  ! 
Gracioas  my  lord,  hard  by  here  is  a  hovel : 
Some  friendlhip  v.  ill  it  lend  you  'gainil  the  temped; 
Repofe  you  there  :  while  I  to  this  hard  houfe 
(More  hard  than  is  the  ftone  whereof  'tis  rais'd  ; 
V/hich  even  but  now,  demanding  after  you, 
Deny'dme  to  come  in)  return,  and  force 
I'heir  fcanted  courtefy. 

Lear.  My     its  begin  to  turn..  

Come  on,  rny  boy  :  How  doft,  my  boy?  Art  cold  ? 
I  am  cold  myfelf.^ — Where  is  this  llraw,  my  fellow  I 
The  art  of  our  necefTities  is  ftrange. 
That  can  make  vile  things  precious.    Come,  your 
hovel.— 

Poor  fool  and  knave,  I  have  one  part  in  my  heart 
That's  forry  yet  for  thee. 

Fool.  Re  that  has  a  little  tivj  nvit, — 

With  heigh,  he,  the  n^^jind  and  the  rain  — 
Miijl  make  content  ^jciih  his  fortunes  fu  ; 
For  the  rain  it  raimth  euerj  day. 
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Lear.  True,  my  good  boy.— Conie,  bring  us  to 
tills  hovel.  \  Exiu 

Foci.  This  is  a  brave  night  to  cool  a  courtezan, 
I'll  fpeak  a  prophecy  ere  i  go : 
When  prieils  are  more  in  v/ord  than  matter ; 
When  brev/ers  mar  their  malt  with  water  ; 
When  nobles  are  their  tailors'  tutors  ; 
No  heretics  burn'd,  but  wenches  fuitors : 
Then  comes  the  time,  who  lives  to  fee't. 
That  going  (hall  be  us'd  with  feet.— 
When  every  cafe  in  law  is  right ; 
No  fquire  in  debt,  nor  no  poor  knight ; 
When  I'landers  do  not  live  in  tongues ; 
Nor  cut-purfss  come  not  to  throngs ; 
When  ufurer's  tell  their  gold  i'  the  lield ; 
And  bawds,  and  whores,  do  churches  build  ; 
Then  ihall  the  realm  of  Albion 
Come  to  great  confufion. 

This  prophecy  Merlin  lliall  make  ;  for  I  live  before 
his  time.  \Exii. 
SCENE  III. 
An  Apartment  in  Glojier's  Caftle: 
Enter  Glofier,  c!?id  Ed?nund, 

do.  Alack,  alack,  Edmund,  I  like  not  this  unnatu- 
ral dealing  :  When  I  delired  their  leave  that  I  might 
pity  him,  they  took  fi^om  me  the  ule  of  mine  own  houie  ; 
charg'd  me,  on  pain  of  their  perpetual  diipleafure, 
neither  to  fpeak  of  him,  entreat  for  him,  nor  any  way 
fuftain  him. 

Earn.  MoR'  favage  and  unnatural  ! 

Glo.  Go  to  ;  fay  you  nothing  :  there  is  divificn  be- 
tween the  dukes ;  and  a  worfe  matter  than  that  :  I 
have  received  a  letter  this  night; — 'tis  dangerous  to 

be  fpoken.  1  have  lock'd  the  letter  in  my  clcfet  : 

thefe  injuries  the  king  now  bears  v/iil  be  revenged 
home;  there  is  part  of  a  po'ver  already  footed:  we 
mud  incline  to  the  king,  I  will  feek  him,  and  privily 
relieve  him:  go  you,  and  maintain  talk  with  the  duke, 
that  my  charity  be  not  of  him  perceived  :  If  he  afk 
for  me^  1  am  ill,  and  gone  to  bed,    if  I  die  for 
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it,  as  no  lefs  is  threaten'd  me,  the  king  my  old  mailer 
mult  be  relieved.  There  is  Tome  ftrange  think  to- 
ward, Edmund  ;  pray  you,  be  careful.  \Exit, 

Ecim,  This  courtefy,  forbid  thee,  fhall  the  duke 
Inilantly  know  ;  and  of  that  letter  too:— 
Thib  feems  a  fair  deferring,  and  mufi  dran  me 
That  which  my  father  lofes  ;  no  lefs  than  all : 
The  younger  rifes,  when  the  old  doth  fall.  [Exit, 

SCENE  IV. 
u4  part  cf  the  Heath,  nAj'ith  a  HoojeL 
Enter  Lear,  Kent,  and  Fool. 
Kent.  Here  is  the  place,  ni}  lord;  good  my  lord,  enter: 
The  tyranny  of  the  open  night's  too  rough 
For  nature  to  endure.  \Storm JiilL 

Lear.  Let  me  alone. 
Kent.  Good  my  lord,  enter  here. 
Lear.  Wilt  bre.ik  my  heart  ? 

Kent.  I'd  rather  break  mine  ov.  n:  Good  my  lord,  enter. 
Lear.  Thou  think 'it  'tis  much,  that  this  contentious- 
ilorm 

Invades  us  to  the  fkin  :  fo  'tis  to  thee ; 
But  where  the  greater  malady  is  lix*d. 
The  lefTcr  is  fcarce  felt.    Thou'dft  Ihun  a  bear  ; 
But  if  thy  flight  lay  toward  the  raging  fea, 
Thou'dft  meet  the  bear  i'  the  mouth.  When  the  mind's 
free. 

The  body's  delicate :  the  tempert  in  my  mind 

Doth  from  my  fenfes  take  all  feeling  elfe. 

Save  what  beats  there. — Filial  ingratitude  ! 

Is  it  not  as  this  mouih  fhouid  tear  this  hand. 

For  lifting  food  to't  ? — But  I  will  punifh  home: — 

No,  I  will  weep  no  more. — In  fuch  a  night 

To  fhut  me  out! — Pour  on;  I  will  endure  : — 

In  fuch  a  night  as  this !  O  Regan,  Goneril ! — 

Your  old  kind  fatiier,  whofe  frank  heart  gave  you  all,— 

O,  that  way  madnefs  lies ;  let  me  fhun  that ; 

No  more  of  that,  • 

Kent.  Good  my  lord,  enter  here. 

Lear,  Fr'ythee,  go  in  thyfelf ;  feek  thine  own  eafc; 


Aa  111. 


KING  LEAR. 


This  tempell  will  not  give  me  leave  to  ponder 

On  things  would  hurt  me  more. — But  Til  go  in  : — 

In,  boy  ; — go  iiril. — ^To  the  FooL]    You  houfeler& 

poverty,-  

Nay,  get  thee  in.    I'll  pray,  and  then  I'll  fleep. — 

[  Fool  goes  in^ 
Poor  naked  wretches,  wherefoe'er  you  are. 
That  bide  the  pelting  of  this  pitilefs  ftorm. 
How  fhall  your  houfeiefs  heads,  and  unfed  fides, 
Your  loop'd  and  windowed  raggednefs,  defend  you 
From  feafons  fuch  as  thefe  ?  O,  I  have  ta'en 
Too  little  care  of  this !  Take  phyfic,  pomp  ; 
Expofe  thyfelf  to  feel  wliat  wretches  feel: 
That  thou  may'Il  fhake  the  faperflux  to  them. 
And  fhevv  the  heavens  more  juiL 

Edg,  [^zvithin.']  Fathom  and  half,  fathom  and  half! 

Poor  Tom  I 

FgoL  Come  not  in  here,  nuncle,  here's  a  fpirit. 
Help  me,  help  me  !     T  T'he  fool  runs  out  from  the  honjel* 

Kent,  Give  me  thy  hand  Who's  there  ? 

Fool.  A  fpirit,  a  fpirit ;  he  fays  his  name's  Poor  Tom. 

Kent,  What  art  thou  that  doll  grumble  there  i'  the 
ft  raw  ? 
Come  forth. 

Enter  Edgar  ^  difgiiis'' d  as  a  madman, 

Edg,  Away  !  the  foul  fiend  follows  me  !  

Thro'  the  iharp  hawthorn  blows  the  cold  wind. — 
Humph!  go  to  thy  cold  bed,  and  v/arm  thee. 

Lear,  Hail:  thou  gi>/en  all  to  thy  two  daughters  ? 
And  art  thou  come  to  this  ? 

Edg,  Who  gives  any  thing  to  poor  Tom  ?  whom 
the  foul  fiend  hath  led  tlirough  fire  and  through  flame, 
through  ford  and  whirlpool,  ov^er  bog  and  quagmire  ; 
that  hath  laid  knives  under  his  pillow,  and  halters  in 
his  pew  ;  fet  ratfbane  by  his  porridge  ;  made  him  proud 
of  heart,  to  ride  on  a  bay  trotting  horfe  over  four- 
inch'd  bridges,  to  courfe  his  own  fnadow  for  a  traitor : 
— Biefs  thy  five  wits  !  Tom's  a  cold.— O,  do  de,  do 
de,  do,  de.—  Blefs  thee  from  whirlwinds,  ilar-blafting, 
and  taking !  Do  poor  Tom  fome  charity,  whom  the 
foul  fiend  vexes  :■■  --  There  could  I  have  him  row,— 
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and  there,— and  there,  and  there  again,  and  there. 

[  Stor7n  ftilL 

Lear,  What,  have  his  daughters  brought  him  to  this 
pais  ? — 

Could'll  thou  fave  nothing  ?  Dldil  thou  gire  them  all  ? 

Fool.  Nay,  he  referv'd  a  blanket,  elle  we  had  beea 
all  {liamed. 

Le~\t\  Ndw,  all  the  plagaes  that  in  the  pendulous  air 
Hang  fated  o'er  men's  faults,  light  on  thy  daughters ! 
Kent,'  He  hath  no  daughters,  fir. 
Lear,  Death,  traitor  1  nothing  could  have  fubdued 
nature 

To  fuch  a  lo  .vnefs,  b-it  his  uakind  daughters. — 
It  is  the  falliion  that  difcarded  fathers 
Should  have  tlius  iictle  mercv  on  their  fi^iTi  ? 
Judicious  puniiliiient !  'twas  this  flelb  beg.  t 
Thofe  pelican  daughters. 

Fig^  i^illicock  fit  on  pillicock-hlll  ; — 
•Hdiloo,  halloo,  loo,  loo! 

FocjL  This  cold  night  will  turn  us  all  to  fools  and 
niadrncn. 

Edg,  Take  Iiee  i  o'  the  foul  fiend  :  Obey  thy  paren  ts ; 
keep  thy  word  juitly;  fwearnot;  commit  not  with 
man's  Avorn  fpoufe  ;  fct  not  thy  fweet  heart  on  proud 
array:  Tom's  a-cold. 

Lear,  What  liafl  thou  been  ? 

Fdg.  A  ferving-man,  proud  in  heart  and  mind  ; 
that  curl'd  my  iiair,  wore  gloves  in  my  cap,  ferv'd  the 
lull:  cf  my  miilrefs's  heart,  and  did  the  aft  of  darknefs 
with  her:  fv/ore  as  many  oaths  as  I  fpake  words,  and 
broke  them  in  the  fv/eet  face  of  heaven  :  one  that  flept 
ill  the  contriving  of  lull,  and  wak'd  to  do  it:  Wine 
lov'd  I  deeply;  dice  dearly;  and  in  woman,  out- 
paramour'd  the  Turk :  Falfe  of  heart,  light  of  ear, 
bloody  of  hand  ;  Hog  in  floth,  fox  in  ftealth,  wolf  in 
greedinefs,  dog  Inmadnefs,  lion  in  prey.  Let  not  the 
creaking  of  ihoes,  nor  the  ruftling  of  filks,  betray  thy 
poor  heart  to  v  omen  :  Keep  tliy  foot  cut  of  brothels, 
thy  hand  out  of  plackets,  thy  pen  from  lenders'  books, 
and  defy  the  foul  fiend. — Still  through  the  hawthorn 
Mows  the  cold  wind:  Says  fuum,  mun,  ha  no  nonny. 
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dolphin  my  boy,  boy,  SefTy;  let  him  tr  t  by.  [Stor;^ fiilL 
Lear.  Why  thou  v.  ere  better  in  thy  grave,  than  to 
anfvv'er  with  thy  uncover'd  body  this  extremity  of  the 
fliies.— -Is  man  no  more  than  this  ?  ConUder  him  well : 
thou  oweft  the  worm  no  filk,  the  bead  no  hide,  the 
fliecp  no  wool,  the  cat  no  perfume  :-— Ha!  here's  three 
of  us  are  fophillicated !  — Thcu  art  the  thing  irfelf: 
unaccommodated  man  is  no  more  butfuch  a  poor,  bare, 
forked  animal  as  thou  art.-— Oif,  off,  ycu  lendings  :— 
Come  ;  unbutton  here.—  earing  cjfkis  clctbs. 

Feci,  Pr'ythee,  nuncle,  be  contented;,  this  is  a 
naughty  night  to  fwim  in. — Now  a  little  fjre  in  a  Tv  ild 
/leld,  were'iike  an  old  lecher's  heart  ;  a  fmall  fpark, 
and  all  the  reft  of  his  body  cold. — Look,  here  comes 
a  walking  f  re. 

This  is  the  fsul  fiend  Flihhertlglbhc^ he  be- 
gins a  curfew,  and  walks  'till  the  f  rfl  cock  ;  he  gives 
the  web  and  the  pin,  fquints  the  eye,  and  makes  the 
hare-lip;  mildews  the  white  wheat,  and  hurts  the 
poor  creature  of  earth. 

Saint  Withold footed  thrice  the  nvold ; 
He  met  the  night-mare,  and  her  nine -fold ; 
Bid  htr  alight, 
And  her  troth  plight, 
And^  Arcynt  thee,  ^.vitch,  arcynt  thee! 
Kent,  How  fares  your  grace  ? 

Enter  Glofter,  "with  a  torch, 
Lear.  What's  he? 

Kent,  Who^s  there.?  What  is't  you  feek  ? 

Glo.  What  are  you  there  >  Your  names  ? 

Edg.  Poor  Tom  ;  that  eats  the  fwim.mdng  frog,  the 
toad,  the  tadpole,  the  wall-newt,  and  the  water-newt; 
that  in  the  fury  of  his  heart,  when  the  foul  fend  rages, 
eats  cow -dung  for  fallets ;  fwallows  the  old  rat,  and 
the  ditch-dog ;  drinks  the  green  mantle  of  the  Hand- 
ing pool;  who  is  whipt  from  tything  to  tything,  and 
fi-ock'd,  puni(h*d,  and  imprifon'd;  who  hath  had 
three  fuits  to  his  back,  fix  fhirts  to  his  body,  horfe  to 
ride,  an  d  w  e  ap  onto  we  a  r ,  — 

But  mice,  and  rats,  and fuch  fmall  deer, 

Haue  been  Tom''  s  food  for  feven  hngycar. 
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Beware  my  follower  : — Peace,  Smolkin;  peace,  thou 
fiend  ! 

Glo,  What,  hath  your  grace  no  better  company  ? 

is^.  The  prince  of  darknefs  is  a  gentleman; 
Alodo  he's  caird,  and  Mahu. 

Glo.  Our  fiefh  and  blood,  my  lord,  is  grown  fo  vile. 
That  it  doth  hate  ^vhat  gets  it. 

Edg,  Poor  Tom's  a-cold. 

Glo,  Go  in  with  me;  my  duty  cannot  fufTer 
To  obey  in  all  your  daughters'  hard  commands : 
Though  their  injandion  be  to  bar  my  doors. 
And  let  this  tyrannous  night  take  hold  upon  you; 
Yet  have  I  ventured  to  come  feek  you  out. 
And  bring  you  where  both  f^re  and  food  is  ready. 

Lear,  Yirl  let  mz  talk  ^^  ith  this  phiiofopher : — 
What  is  the  ciufe  of  thunder  ? 

Kent.  My  good  lord,  take  his  offer  ; 
Go  into  the  a')ufe. 

Lear,  l  ul  talk  a  word  with  this  fame  learned  Theban: 
What  is  your  fludy  ? 

Ecyg.  How  to  prevent  the  fiend,  and  to  kill  vermin, 

Lc2r,  Let  me  afk  you  one  word  in  private. 

Kent,  Importune  him  once  more  to  go,  my  lord. 
His  wits  begm  to  unfertle. 

Glo,  Canlt  thou  blame  him?  \^StormftilL 
His  daughters  feek  his  deatli : — Ah,  that  good  Kent! 
He  faid  it  would  be  thus  : — Poor  baniili'd  man  ! — 
Thou  fay'il,  the  king  grov/s  mad;  I'll  tell  thee  friend, 
I  am  almod  mad  myfelf :  I  had  a  fon. 
Now  out-law'd  from  my  blood;  he  fought  my  life, 
Buc  lately,  very  late  ;  1  lov'd  him,  friend, — 
No  father  his  fon  dearer :  true  to  tell  thee. 
The  grief  hath  craz'd  my  wits.  What  a  night's  this ! 
I  do  befeech  your  grace, — 

Lear,  O,  cry  you  mercy,  fir:  

Noble  phiiofopher,  your  company. 

Edg.  Tom's  a-cold. 

Glo,  In,  fellow,  there,  to  the  hovel :  keep  thee  warm. 
Lear,  Come,  let's  in  all. 
Kent,  This  v/ay,  my  lord. 
I 
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Lear,  With  iilm  ; 
I  will  keep  ftiU  with  my  philofopher. 

Kent,  Good  my  lord,  footh  him;  let  hiiH  take  the 
fellow. 

Vlo,  Take  him  you  on. 

Kent.  Sirrah,  come  on;  go  along  Vv  ith  us» 

Lear.  Come,  good  Athenian. 

"Glo.  No  words,  no  words ;  hufh. 

Ecfg.  Child  RoHAjland  to  the  dark  to^joer  cams, 
ilis  <ix)ord  "jjas fillip — Fie^  fohy  and fum, 

L  fmell  the  blood  of  a  Britijh  7nan.  [Excuni^ 

S    C    E    N    E  V, 

GUjier^ 5  Cajile. 
Enter  Corn-ivall,  and  Ed-miind. 

Corn.  I  will  have  my  re  venge,  ere  I  depart  this  houfe. 

Edm.  How,  my  lord,  I  may  be  cenfur^d,  that  na- 
ture thus  gives  way  to  loyalty,  fome thing  fears  me  to 
think  of. 

Corn.  I  now  perceive,  it  w^as  not  altogether  your 
brother's  evil  difpofition  made  him  feek  his  death ; 
but  a  provoking  merit,  fet  a- work  by  a  reprovable 
badnefs  in  himfelf. 

Edm,  How  malicious  is  my  fortune,  that  I  mufl  re- 
pent to  be  juft  !  This  is  the  letter  which  he  fpoke  of, 
which  approves  him  an  intelligent  party  to  the  advan- 
tages of  France.  O  heavens  1  that  this  treafon  were 
not,  or  not  I  the  detedlor  1 

Corn,  Go  with  me  to  the  duchefs. 

Edm,  If  the  matter  of  this  paper  be  certain,  you 
Jiave  mighty  bufinefs  in  hand. 

Corn,  True,  or  falfe,  it  hath  made  thee  earl  of  Glof- 
ter.  Seek  out  where  thy  father  is,  that  he  may  be 
ready  for  our  apprehenfion. 

Edm,  [J/tde]  If  I  find  him  comforting  the  king» 
it  M  ill  llulF  his  fufpicion  more  fully. — I  will  perfe- 
vere  in  my  courfe  of  loyalty,  thougli  the  conflidl  be 
fore  between  that  and  my  blood. 

Corn.  I  will  lay  trud  upon  thee  ;  and  thou  (halt  find 
a  dearer  father  in  my  love.  \_Exeunl. 

Vol.  VII,  L  1 


KING  LEAR.. 


Aa  III. 


SCENE  VI. 

A  Chamber  in  a  Faun  Hcuje. 
Enter  Glofiery  Lear,  Kent^  Fool,  and  Edgar, 

Clo,  Here  is  better  than  the  open  air  ;  take  it  thank- 
fully:  I  will  piece  out  the  comfort  with  what  addition 
]  can  :  I  will  not  be  long  from  you.  Exit, 

Kent,  All  the  power  of  his  wits  has  given  w^ay  to 
his  impatience. —  J^he  gods  reward  your  kindnefs  ! 

Edg,  Frateretto  calls  me;  and  tells  me,  Nero  is  an 
angler  in  the  lake  of  darknefs.  Pray,  innocent,  and 
beware  the  foul  iiend. 

FooL  Pr'ythce,  nuncle,  tell  me,  >vhether  a  madman 
be  a  gentleman,  or  a  yeoman  ? 

Lear,  A  king,  a  king! 

FooL  No;  he's  a  yeoman,  that  has  a  gentleman  to 
a  fon  :  for  he's  a  mad  yeoman,  that  fees  iiis  fon  a  gen- 
tleman before  him. 

Lear,   Vo  have  a  thoufand  with  red  burning  fpits 
Come  hizzing  in  upon  them  :  

Edg,  The  foul  fend  bites  my  back. 

Foci.  He's  mad,  that  truils  in  the  tamenefs  of  a  wolf, 
a  horfe's  health,  a  boy's  love,  or  a  whore's  oath. . 

Lear.  It  fhali  be  done,  I  will  arraign  them  ilraight: 
42ome,  fit  thou  here,  mofl  learned  julticer  ; — [To  Edgar. 
Thou,  fapientfir,  fit  here,  [^lo  the fooL] — Now,  you 
ilie  foxes !  

Edg,  Look,  where  he  ftands  and  glares ! — 
Wanteil  thou  eyes  at  trial,  madam? 
Come  o'er  the  bourn,  BelTy,  to  me: — 

Foci.  "  Her  boat  hath  a  leak, 
<^  And  fhe  muft  notfpeak 
Why  fne  dares  not  come  over  to  thee." 

Edg,  The  foul  fiend  haunts  poor  Tom  in  the  voice 
of  a  nightingale.  Liopdance  cries  in  Tom's  belly  for 
two  white  herring.  Croak  not,  black  angel;  1  have 
no  food  for  thee. 

Kent.  Hosv  do  you,  fir?  Stand  you  not  fo  amaz'd: 
Will  vou  lie  down  and  reil  upon  the  cufliions  ? 

Lc^r,  ril  fv^e  their  trial  firll :— Bring  in  the  evidence. 


KING  LEAH. 


41  I" 


Thou  robed  man  of  juilice,  take  thy  place  ; —  \To  Edgar, 
And  thou,  his  yoke-fellow  of  equity.        [T 0  the  fooL 
Bench  by  his  Ude  : — You  are  of  the  commiilion. 
Sit  you  too.  \To  Kent. 

Edg.  Let  us  deal  juilly. 

Sleepeil,  or  wakeil  thou,  jolly  fhepherd  ? 
Thy  Iheep  be  in  the  corn; 
*^  And  for  one  blafl:  of  thy  minikin  mouth. 
Thy  flieep iliall  take  no  harm." 
Turret  the  cat  is  grey. 

Lear,  Arraign  herfiril;  'tis  Goneril.  I  Iiere  take 
my  oath  before  this  honourable  airembly,  Ihe  kick'd 
tJie  poor  king  her  father. 

Fool.  Come  hither,  miflrefs;  Is  your  name  Goneril? 
Lear,  She  cannot  deny  it. 

FooL  Cry  you  mercy,  1  took  you  for  a  joint  flool. 

Lear,  And  here's  another,whofe  warpt  looks  proclaim 
What  ftoreher  heart  is  made  on.— -Stop  her  there  ! 
Arms,  arms,  fword,  fire '.—-Corruption  in  the  place! 
Falfe  juilicer,  >^  hy  haft  thou  let  her  'fcape  ? 

Edg,  Blefs  thy  five  wits ! 

Kent,  O  pity  !— Sir,  where  is  the  patience  now. 
That  you  fo  oft  have  boafted  to  retain  ? 

Edg,  My  tears  begin  to  take  his  part  fo  much. 
They'll  mar  my  counterfeiting.  S^AJide^ 

Lear,  The  little  dogs  and  all. 
Tray,  Blanch,  and  Sweet-heart,  fee,  they  bark  at  me.^ 

Edg,  Tom  will  throw  his  head  at  them  :  » 

Avaunt,  you  curs  ! 
Be  thy  mouth  or  black  or  white. 
Tooth  that  poifons  if  it  bite  ; 
MaftifF,  grey-hound,  mungril  grim. 
Hound,  or  fpaniel,  brache,  or  lym  ; 
Or  bobtail  tike,  or  trundle-tail ; 
Tom  will  make  him  weep  and  wail : 
For,  with  throwing  thus  my  head. 
Dogs  leap  the  hatch,  and  all  are  fled, 
Do  de,  de  de.  SefTy,  come,  march  to  wakes  and  fairs* 
And  market  towns :— Poor  Tom,  thy  horn  is  dry, 
Lmr,  Then  let  them  anatomize  Regan,  fee  what 
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breeds  about  her  heart :  Is  there  any  caufe  in  nature, 
that  makes  thefe  hard  hearts?— You,  fir,  I  entertain 
you  for  one  of  my  hundred  ;  only,  I  do  not  like  the 
falhion  of  your  garment:  you  will  fay,  they  are  Per- 
lian  attire;  but  let  them  be  chang'd.  [Tc?  Edgar. 

Kint.  Now,  good  my  lord,  lie  here,  and  reft  a  while. 

Lear,  Makenonoife,makeno  noife;  draw  the  curtains. 
So,  fo,fo:  We'll  go  to fupperi' the  morning :  So, fo,  fo. 

FcoL  And  I'll  go  to  bed  at  noon. 

Re-enter  Glofter. 

Glo.  Come  hither,  friend  :  Where  is  the  king  my 
mafter  ? 

Kent.  Here,  fir;  but  trouhlehimnot,his  vvitsare  gone. 

Glo.  Good  friend,  I  pr'ythec  take  him  in  thy  arms; 
I  have  o'erheard  a  plot  of  death  upon  him  . 
There  is  a  litter  ready  ;  lay  him  in't 
And  drive  toward  Dover,  friend,  v/here  thou  (halt  meet 
Both    elcome  and  protection.    Take  up  thy  mailer  ; 
3f  thou  lliould'll  dally  half  an  hour,  his  life, 
With  thine,  and  all  that  offer  to  defend  him, 
Stand  in  aflured  lofs :    Take  up,  take  up  ; 
And  follow  me,  that  will  to  fome  provilion 
Give  thee  quick  condud. 

Keijf.  OpprefTed  nature  Hceps : — ^ 
This  reft  might  yet  Have  baim'd  thy  broken  fenfes ; 
Which,  if  convenience  will  not  allow. 
Stand  in  hard  cure. — Come,  help  to  bear  thy  mafter; 
Tlioa  muft  not  ftay  behind.  [2o  the  Fool. 

Glo,  Come,  come,  a^^ay. 

[_Exeunty  bearing  off  the  king . 
Manet  Edgar, 

Edg.  When  we  our  betters  fee  bearing  our  vvoes> 
We  fcarcely  think  our  miferics  our  foes. 
Who  alone  fulFers,  fufters  moft  i'  the  mind  ; 
Leaving  free  things,  and  happy  Ihews,  behind  ; 
But  then  the  mind  much  fufterance  doth  o'erfkip. 
When  grief  hath  mates,  and  bearing  fellowftiip. 
How  light  and  portable  my  pain  fsems  now. 
When  that,  which  makes  me  bend,  makes  the  king  bow; 
Hs  chiided,  as  I  fathered!  Tom,  away  : 
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Mark  the  high  noifes  ;  and  thyfelf  bewray. 
When  falfe  opinion,  whofe  ^vrong  thought  defiles  thee. 
In  thy  jull  proof,  repeals  and  reconciles  thee. 
What  will  hap  more  to-night,  fafe  'Icape  the  king ! 
Lurk,  Lurk.   \^xit. 

SCENE  VIL 

Ghfter's  CaftU. 
Enter  CornnxjalU  Regan y  Gonerily  Edmundy  and Ser'v ants. 

Corn.  Poll  fpeedily  to  my  lord  your  huPoand  ;  fhew 
him  this  let  er  : — the  army  of  France  is  landed  : — Seek 
out  the  trait  jr  Glofter.  \^Exeunt fer^uants. 

Reg,  Hang  him  inllantly. 

Gon,  Pluck  out  his  eyes. 

Corn,  Leave  him  to  my  difpleafure. — -Edmund,  keep 
you- our  filler  company  ;  the  revenges  we  are  bound 
to  take  upon  your  traiterous  father,  are  not  fit  for 
your  beholding.  Advife  the  duke,  ^vhen  you  are  go- 
ing, to  a  moil  fellinate  preparation;  we  are  bound  to 
the  like.  Our  polls  fhall  be  fwift,  and  intelligent 
betwixt  us.  Farewell,  dear  filler  fareAvell,  mv 
lord  of  Gloiler,. 

Enter  Steivard,. 
How  now  ?  Where's  the  king  ? 

Ste^,  My  lord  of  Giofler  hath  convey'd  him  hence; 
Some  five  or  fix  and  thirty  of  his  knights. 
Hot  quellrifls  after  him,  met  him  at  gate  ; 
Who,  with  fome  other  of  the  lord's  dependants. 
Are  gone  with  him  towards  Dover;  where  they  boafb.. 
To  have  well-armed  friends. 

Corn.  Get  horfes  for  your  miflrefs. 
Gon,  Farewel,  fweet  lord,  and  filler. 

\_Exeunt  Goner il,  and  Edmund,^ 

Corn,  Edmund,  farewell.  ^Go,  feek  the  traitor 

Gloiler, 

Pinion  him  like  a  thief;  bring  him  before  us :— - 
Though  well  we  may  not  pafs  upon  his  life 
Without  the  fofm  of  juflice,  yet  our  pow  er 
Shall  do  a  courtefy  to  our  wrath,  which  men 
Mayblaine;butzwtcontroal.  Who's ther^?  Thetraitor^ 
LI  2 
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Enter  Glofter,  brought  in  by  fcr^vants, 
Reg.  In  grateful  fox  !  'tis  he. 
Corn,  Bind  fall  his  corky  arms. 

Glo,  What  mean  your  graces?  Good  my  friends, 

confide  r 

You  are  my  guefls  :  do  me  no  foul  play,  friends. 

Corn,  Bind  him,  1  fay.  [They  bind  him, 

Reg,  Hard,  hard:— O  filthy  traitor! 

Gio,  Unmerciful  lady  as  you  are,  I  am  none. 

Corn,  To  this  chair  bind  him  :— Villain,  thou  (lialt: 
find   [Regan  phucks  his  beard, 

Glo,  By  the  kind  gods,  'tis  m.oll  ignobly  done 
To  pluck  me  by  the  beard. 

Reg,  So  white,  and  fuch  a  traitor! 

Glo,  Naughty  lady, 
Thefe  hairs,  which  thou  dofl  ravifh  from  my  chin. 
Will  quiclcen,  and  accufe  thee:  1  am  your  holl; 
With  robbers'  hands,  my  hofpitable  favours 
You  Ihould  not  ruffie  thus.  What  wiflyou  do? 

Corn,  Come, fir, what  letters  had  you  late  from  France? 

Reg,  Be  fimple-anfvver'd,  for  we  know  the  truth. 
'  Corn,  AndwhatccnfeJeracy  have  you  with  the  traitors 
Late  footed  in  the  kingdom  ? 

Reg,  To  vvhofc  hands  have  youfent  the  lunatic  king. 
Speak. 

Glo,  I  have  a  letter  gueffingly  fet  down  , 
Which  came  from  one  that^s  of  a  neutral  heart. 
And  not  from  one  oppos'd. 

Corn,  Cunning. 

Reg,  Andfalle. 

Corn,  Where  haft  thou  fent  the  king  ? 

Glo,  To  Dover. 

Reg,  Wherefore  to  Dover  ? 
Waft  thou  notcharg'd  at  peril  

Corn.  Wherefore  to  Dover  ?  Let  him  firftanfwer  that. 

Glo.  I'm  ty 'd  to  the  ftake,  and  I  muft  ftandthecourfe: 

Reg,  Wherefore  to  Dover  ? 

Glo,  Becaufe  I  v.  ould  not  fee  thy  cruel  nails 
Pluck  out  his  poor  old  eyes ;  nor  thy  fierce  fifter 
\$i  his  anointed  flefh  ftick  booxiih  fangs. 
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The  fea,  with  fuch  a  florm  as  his  bare  head 
In  hell- black  night  endur'd,  would  have  buoy'd  up. 
And  quench'd  the  flelied  fires :  yet,  poor  old  heart. 
He  holp  the  heavens  to  rain. 

If  wolves  had  had  at  thy  gate  howPd  that  ftern  titne^ 
Tliou  fhould'fi:  have  faid.  Good  porter,  turn  the  key  \ 
Ail  crueh  elfe  fubfcribM      Bat  I  (hall  fee 
The  winged  vengeance  overtake  fuch  children. 

Cc;r;?. See  it  Oialt  thou  never.— -Fellows, hold  the  chain 
Upon  thefe  eyes  of  thine  Pil  fet  my  foot. 

\_Glofler  is  held  doixn,  nubile  Cornzvall trsads  out 
one  of  his  eyes, 
Glo,  He,  that  will  think  to  live  'till  he  be  old. 

Give  me  fome  help  :  O  cruel  1  O  ye  gods ! 

Reg,  One  fide  will  mock  another  ;  the  other  too. 
Corn.  If  you  fee  vengeance,-— 
Ser'v.  Hold  your  hand,  my  lord  : 
I  have  ferv'd  }'oa  ever  fmce  I  was  a  child  ; 
But  better  fervifife  have  I  never  done  you,, 
Than  now  to  bid  you  hold. 
Reg,  How  now,  you  dog  ? 
Serv,  If  }  ou  did  wear  a  beard  upon  your  chin, 
I'd  fhake  it  on  this  quarrel ;  What  do  you  mean  ? 
Corn,  My  villain?  [^Draivs,  and  runs  at  him^ 

Ssrv,  Nay,  then,  come  on,  and  take  the  chance  of 
anger.  \  Fight ;  Corn^uoall  is  nx^cunded, 

Reg.  [7 0  another  fer^uant.]  Give  me  thy  fword  

A  peafant  Hand  up  thus  ! 

[Comes  behind y  and  kills  him, 
Serv.  O,  I  am  flain  I — My  lord,  yet  you  have  one 
eye  left 

To  fee  fome  mifchief  on  him  : — O  !  [  Dies, 

Corn.  Left  it  fee  more,  prevent  it : — Out,  vile  jelly  • 

Where  is  thy  luftre  now  ?  [Treads  the  other  out. 

Glo,  All  dark  and  comfortlefs. — Where's  my  fon 
Edmund  ? 

Edmund,  enkindle  all  tlie  fparks  of  nature. 
To  quit  this  horrid  ad. 

Reg,  Out,  treacherous  villain  I 
Thou  call'ft  on  him  th^t  hates  thee ;  it  was  he 
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That  made  the  overture  of  thy  trcafons  ta  us ; 
Who  is  too  good  to  pity  thee. 

Glo.  O  my  follies  ! 
Then  Edgar  was  abus'd.— - 
Kind  gods  forgive  me  that,    and  profper  him  I 

Reg,  Go,  thruH  him  out  at  gates,  and  let  him  fmell 
His  way  to  Dover.-  -How  is*t,my  lord?  How  look  you> 

Corn.  1  have  received  a  hurt :— Follow  me,  lady. — 
Turn  out  that  eyelefs  villain     -Throw  this  (lave 
Upon  the  dunghill.— Regan,  1  bleed  apace  : 
Untimely  comes  this  hu:rt :  Give  me  your  arm. 

[^Exit  Cornzijai!^  led  by  Regan  s-^-Sewants  lead 
Glofter  out, 

\ft  Seru.  ril  never  care  what  wickednefs  1  do. 
If  this  man  come  to  good. 

zd  Ser^v.  If  Ihe  live  long. 
And,  in  the  end,  meet  the  old  courfe  of  death. 
Women  will  all  turn  monikrs. 

ly?  Sdrv.  Let's  follow  the  old  earl,  and  get  the  Bedlam: 
To  lead  him  v,  here  he  would;  his  roguiih  madnefs 
Allows  itfelf  to  any  thing. 

2d  Ser-v.  Go  thou  ;  I'll  fetch  fome  flax,  and  whites 
of  eggs, 

To  apply  to  his  bleeding  face.  Now,  heaven  help  him  ! 

\JExeunt  fe^veraily^ 


ACT    IV.       SCENE  L 

An  open  Country.    Enter  Edgar, 
Edg.  ^\7'ET  better  thus,  and  known  to  be  contemn'd, 
X    Than  ftill  contemnM  and  flatter'd.  To  be 
worft. 

The  loweft,  and  moR  dejeded  thing  of  fortune. 
Stands  Hill  in  efperance,  lives  not  in  fear : 
The  lamentable  change  is  from  the  bell ; 
The  woril  returns  to  laughter.    Welcome  theny 
Thou  unfubftantial  air,  that  1  embrace  I 
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The  wretch,  that  thou  haft  blown  into  the  worft. 
Owes  nothing  to  thy  blafts.— But  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Glofler,  led  by  an  old  man. 
My  father,  poorly  led  ?— World,  world,  O  world  ! 
But  that  thy  ftrange  mutations  make  us  hate  thee. 
Life  would  not  yield  to  age. 

Old  Man,  Omygoodlord,  I  have  been  your  tenant, 
and  your  father's  tenant,  thefe  fourfcore  years. 

Glo,  Away,  get  thee  away  5  good  friend,  be  gone : 
Thy  comforts  can  do  me  no  good  at  all. 
Thee  they  may  hurt. 

Old  Man,  Alack,  fir,  you  cannot  fee  your  v/ay. 

Glo,  I  have  no  way,  and  therefore  want  no  eyes; 
i  ftumbled  when  I  faw  :  Full  oft  'tis  feen. 
Our  mean  fee u res  us :  and  our  mere  defeds 
Prove  our  commodities.— O,  dear  fon  Edgar, 
The  food  of  thy  abufed  father's  wrath! 
Might  I  but  live  to  fee  thee  iu  my  touch, 
I'd  fay,  I  had  eyes  again  1 

Old  Man,  How  now?  Who's  there? 

Edg.  [4/ide.'\  O  gods !  Who  is 't  can  fay,  larn  a/  th 
^crft  P 

I  am  W'Orfe  than  e'er  I  was. 

Old  Man,  'Tis  poor  mad  Tom. 
£dg,  \JJide,  And  worfs  I  ma)'  be  yet:  The  worft  is 
not. 

So  long  as  we  can  fay.  This  is  the^jjorji. 

Old  Man,  Fellow,  where  goefl,^ 

Glo,  Is  it  a  beggar-man? 

Old  Man,  Madman,  and  beggar  too. 

Glo,  He  has  fome  reafon,  die  he  could  not  beg. 
I'  thelaft  night's  llorm  1  fuch  a  fellow  faw  ; 
Which  made  me  think  a  man  a  worm:  My  foi) 
Came  then  into  my  mind  ;  and  yet  m*y  mind 
Was  fcarce  then  friends  with  him :  I  have  heard  more 
fince : 

As  flies  to  wanton  boys,  are  we  to  the  gods; 
They  kill  us  for  their  fport. 

Edg,  How  fhould  this  be  ? — 
Bad  is  the  trade^  that  muft  play  the  fool  to  farrow. 


41$ 


KING  LEAR. 


Ang'ringitfelfandothers.  \4/^Je:] — Blefs thee, mailer ! 
Glo,  Is  that  the  naked  fellow? 
Old  Man.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Glo,  Then,  pr'ythee,  get  thee  gone  :  If,  formyfake^ 
'Thou  wilt  overtake  us,  hence  a  mile  or  tNvain, 
I'  the  Vv  ay  to  Dover,  do  it  for  ancient  love  ; 
And  bring  fome  covering  for  this  naked  foul. 
Whom,  rij  entreat  to  lead  me. 

Old  Man,  Alack,  fir,  he  is  mad. 

Glo,  '1  is  the  time's  plague,  when  madmen  lead 
the  blind ; 

Do  as  T  bid  thee,  or  rather  do  thy  pleafure  ; 
Above  the  reft,  be  gone. 

Old  Man.  1  '11  bring  him  the  bell  'pparel  that  I  have. 
Come  on't  what  will.  [Exit. 

Glo.  Sirrah,  naked  fellow. 

Edg.  Poor  Tom's  a-cold.— I  cannot  dub  it  further. 

Glo.  Come  hither,  fellow. 

Edg.  [4/lde.]  And  yet  I  mud. 
'       Bleis  thy  fweet  eyes,  they  bleed. 

Glo.  Know'il;  thou  the  way  to  Dover  ? 

Edg.  Both  flile  and  gate,  horfe-way  and  foot-path. 
Poor  Tom  hath  been  fcar'd  out  of  his  good  wits  :  Blefs 
thee,  good  man's  fon,  from  the  foul  fiend!  Five 
fiends  have  been  in  poor  Tom  at  once  ;  of  luft,  as 
Qhidicut  ;  Hchbidida?ice ,  prince  of  dumbnefs :  Mahuy  of 
frealing  ;  Modu,  of  murder  ;  and  Flibbertigibbet y  of 
mopping  and  m.ow  ing  ;  who  fince  pofTeiTes  chamber- 
maids and  waiting  women.    So,  blefs  thee,  mafter  I 

Qlo.  Here,  take  this  purfe,  thou  whom  the  heaven's 
plagues 

Have  humbled  to  all  flrokes  :  that  I  am  wretched. 
Makes  thee  the  happier  :— Heavens,  deal  fo  flill  1 
Let  the  fuperfluous  and  luft-dieted  man. 
That  fiaves  your  ordinance,  that  will  not  fee 
Becaufe  he  doth  not  feel,  feel  your  power  quickly  ; 
So  diilribution  fhould  undo  excefs. 
And  each  man  have  enough.— Doft  thou  know  Dover  ? 
Edg.  Ay,  mafter. 
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Glo.  There  is  a  clifF,  whofe  high  and  bending  head 
Looks  fearfully  on  the  confined  deep  : 
Bring  me  but  to  the  very  brim  of  it, 
A\\<i  ni  repair  the  mifery  thou  doll  bear, 
With  fomething  rich  about  me  :  from  tha;  place 
I  fhall  no  leadiiig  need. 

Ertg.  Give  me  thy  arm  ; 
Poor  Tom  lhall  lead  thee.  {^Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

7'ke  Duke  of  Albany's  Palace. 
Enter  Gcieril,  and  Edinti7:d. 

Gon,  Welcome,  my  lord  :  I  marvel,  our  mild  hufhand 
Not  met  us  on  the  way  :— Now,  where's  your  mailer  ? 
Enter  Steujard, 

Stei,v,  Madam,  within ;  but  never  man  fo  chang'd  ; 
I  told  him  of  the  army  that  was  landed  ; 
He  {iiiird  at  it :  1  told  him  you  were  coming  ; 
Flis  anfwer  was,  The  ^vorfe  :  of  Gloller's  treachery. 
And  of  the  loyal  fervice  of  his  Ton, 
When  I  informkj  him,  then  he  cail'd  me  fot ; 
And  told  me,  1  had  turn'd  the  wrong  fide  out:— 
What  mod  he  fhould  dillike,  feems  pleaiant  to  him  ; 
What  like,  offend ve. 

Goj7,  Then  fhall  you  go  no  further.      [To  Edmund. 
It  is  the  cowifh  terror  of  his  fpirit. 
That  dares  not  undertake  :  he'll  not  feel  wrongs. 
Which  tie  him  to  an  anfv^'er :  Our  wiihes  on  the  way. 
May  prove  effedls.    Back,  Edmund  to  my  brother; 
Haflen  his  muflers,  and  condu^l  his  powers  ; 
I  mull  change  arms  at  home,  and  give  the  diilaff 
Into  my  hufband'*  hands.    This  trufty  fervant 
Shall  pafs  between  us :  ere  long  you  are  like  to  hear^ 
If  you  dare  venture  in  your  ow  n  behalf, 
A  miftrefs's  command.  Wear  this  ;  fpare  fpeech  ; 

[^Gh)i?ig  a  favour . 
Decline  your  head  :  this  kifs,  if  it  durll  fpeak. 
Would  ilretch  thy  fpirits  up  into  the  air ;  — 
Conceive,  and  fare  thee  well. 

Edm.  Yours  in  the  ranks  0/  death. 
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Go?i.  My  moft  dear  Gloftcr  !  [Exit  Edmund. 

O,  the  difference  of  man  and  man  ! 
To  thee  a  woman's  fervices  aie  due ; 
Mv  fool  ufurps  my  body. 

Ste^vj,  Madam,  here  comes  my  lord. 

Enter  Albany. 

Gon.  I  have  been  worth  the  whiftle. 

Alfy.  O  Goneril ! 
You  are  not  worth  the  dufl  which  the  rude  wind 
Blov/s  in  your  face.-— I  fear  your  difprfition  : 
That  nature,  which  contemns  its  origin. 
Cannot  be  border'd  certain  in  itfelf ; 
She  that  herfelf  will  fliver  and  dilbranch 
From  her  maternal  fap.  perforce  muft  wither. 
And  come  to  deadly  ufe. 

Gofi,  No  more  ;  the  text  is  foolifh. 

Alh.  Wifdom  and  goodnefs  to  the  vile  Teem  vile: 
Filths  favour  but  themfelves.    What  have  you  done  ? 
Tygers,  not  daughters,  what  have  you  performed  ? 
A  father,  and  a  gracious  aged  man, 
V/hofe  reverence  the  head-lugg'd  bear  would  lick. 
Mo  ft  barbarous,  moll:  degenerate!  have  you  madded. 
Could  my  good  brother  fufFer  you  to  do  it  ? 
A  man,  a  prince,  by  him  fo  benefited? 
If  that  the  heavens  do  not  their  vifiblc  fpirits 
S-nd  quickly  dov/ji  to  tame  thefe  vile  offences, 
'Twill  come,  humanity  mufc  perforce  prey  on 
Itfelf,  like  momlers  of  the  deep. 

Gon.  Milk-liver'd  man  1 
That  bear'fl  a  cheek  for  blows,  a  head  for  wrongs  ; 
Who  haft  not  in  thy  brows  an  eyedifcerning 
Thine  l  onour  from  thy  fuffering;  that  not  know'ft. 
Fools  do  thofe  villains  pity,  who  are  punifh'd 
Ere  they  have  done  their  mifchief.  Where's  thy  drum  f 
France  fpreads  his  banners  in  our  noifelefs  land  ; 
With  plumed  helm  thy  flayer  begins  threats ; 
Whilft  thou,  a  moral  fool,  fitt'ft  ftill,  and  cry 'ft. 

Alack  I  ^vhy  does  he  fo? 

Alh.  See  thyfelf,  devil! 
Proper  deformity  feems  not  In  the  fiend 
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So  horrid  as  in  woman. 
Gon.  O  vain  fool ! 

Alb.Thou  changed  and  felf-cover'd  thing,  for fhame, 
Be-monfter  not  thy  feature.  Were  it  my  fitnefs 
To  let  thefe  hands  obey  my  blood. 
They  are  apt  enough  to  diilocate  and  tear 
Thy  fielh  and  bones :-— Howe'er  thou  art  a  fiend, 
A  woman's  fhape  doth  fhield  thee. 

Gon,  Marry,  your  manhood  now  ! 

Enter  Mejfenger, 

Alb,  What  news  ? 

Mef,  O,  my  good  lord,  the  duke  of  CornwalPs  dead ; 
Slain  by  his  fervant,  going  to  put  out 
The  other  eye  of  Glolter. 

Alb,  Glofcer's  eyes ! 

Mef,  A  fervant  that  he  bred,  thrill'd  Avith  rcmorfe^ 
Oppos'd  againft  tiie  ad,  bending  his  fword 
To  his  great  mafter;  who,  thereat  enrag'd. 
Flew  on  him,  and  amongll  them  feii'd  him  dead: 
But  not  without  that  harmful  ftroke,  w^Mch  fmce 
Hath  pIiTck'd  him  after. 

Alb.   This  lliev.  s  you  are  above. 
You  juflicers,  that  thefe  our  nether  crimes 
So  fpeedily  can  venge ! — But  O  poor  Gloiler  I 
LoR  he  his  other  eye  ? 

Mef,  Both,  both,  my  lord.  

This  letter,  madam,  craves  a  fpeed y  an fwer  ; 
^Tis  from  your  filler. 

Gon,  {^Ajlde'\  One  way  I  like  this  well; 
But  being  widow,  and  my  Glofler  with  her. 
May  all  the  building  in  mv  fancy  pluck 
Upon  my  hateful  life:  Another'vv  ay. 
The  news  is  not  fetart — ^I'll  read,  and  anfwer.  {Exit, 

Aib,  Where  was  his  fon,  when  they  did  take  his  eyes? 

Mef  Come  with  my  lady  hither. 

Alb.  He  is  not  here, 

Mef  No,  my  good  lord  ;  1  met  him  back  again. 
Alb,  Knows  he  the  wickednefs  ? 
Mef  Ay,my  good  lord;  'twas  he  inform'd  again  ft  him; 
And  quit  the  houfe  on  parpofe,  that  their  punifhment 
Vol.  VII.  M  m 
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Might  have  the  freer  courfe. 

Alb.  Glofler,  i  Jive 
To  thank  thee  for  the  love  thci:  <hewcl'{l  the  king, 
And  to  revenge  thine  eyes. —Come  hither,  friend; 
Tell  me  what  more  thou  know'il.  \_Exetmt, 

SCENE  III. 

The  French  camp^  near  Do~oe>\ 
Enter  Kent,  a?td  a  Gentle?nan, 

Kent,  Why  the  king  of  France  is  fofuddenly  gone  back 
Know  you  the  reafon  ? 

Gent,  Something  he  left  imperfect  in  the  Hate, 
Which  fmce  his  coming  forth  is  thought  of;  which 
Imports  to  the  kingdom  fo  much  fear  and  danger. 
That  his  perfonal  return  was  mod  required  and  necelfary. 

Kent.  Who  hath  he  left  behind  him  general  ? 

Gent.  7'he  marefchal  of  France,  Monficur  le  Fer. 

Kent,  Did  your  letters  pierce  the  queen 
To  any  demonftration  of  grief? 

Gent.  Ay, fir;  fhe  took  them, read  them  in  my  prefence; 
And  now  and  then  an  ample  teartrilFd  dovv^n 
Her  delicate  cheek  :  it  feem'd,  flie  was  a  queen 
Over  her  palTion  ;  wlio,  moO-  ^eb-^l-like. 
Sought  to  be  King  o'er  her. 

Kent.  O.  then  it  mov'd  lier. 

Gent.  Not  to  a  rage:  patience  and  forrow  flrove 
Who  {hould  exprefs  her  goodlieft.    You  have  feen 
Sunlliine  and  rain  at  once  :  her  fmiles  and  tears 
Were  like  a  better  day.    Thofe  happy  fmiles. 
That  play'd  on  her  ripe  lip,  feem'd  not  to  know 
V/hat  guefls  v/ere  in  her  eyes  :  which  parted  thence. 
As  pearls  from  diamonds  dropt.    In  brief,  forrow 
Would  be  a  rarity  mofc  belov'd,  if  all 
Could  fo  become  it. 

Kent.  Made  Ihe  no  verbal  queilion  ? 

Gent,  Yes  ;  once,  or  twice,  ihe  heav'd  the  name  of 
'  father' 

Pantingly  forth,  as  if  it  prefs'd  her  heart; 
Cry'd,  '  Sifters!  fillers '.—Shame  of  ladies  !  fillers! 
'  Kent  !  father  !  fillers !    Wliat !  i'  the  tlorm  !  i'  the 
niglit! 
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Let  pity  not  be  believ'd       -There  fhe  Ihook 
The  holy  water  from  her  heavenly  tyes^ 
And  clamour  moiilen'd  her :  then  away  ihe  ilarted 
To  deal  with  grief  alone. 

Kent.  It  is  the  ftars. 
The  ftars  above  us,  govern  our  conditions ; 
Eife  one  felf  mate  and  mate  could  not  beget 
Such  diiierent  ifTues.    You  fpoke  not  with  her  fmce? 

Gent.  No. 

Kent,  Was  this  before  the  king  returned? 
Gent.  No,  fince. 

Kent.  Well,  fir;  the  poor  difirefTed  Lear  is  i'  the  town: 
Who  fometimes,  in  his  better  tune,  remembers 
What  v/e  are  come  about,  and  by  no  means 
Will  yield  to  fee  his  daughter. 

Ge?2t.  Why,  good  fir? 

Kent.  A  fovereign  fliame  fo  elbows  him:  his  own 
unkindnefs. 

That  ftripp'd  her  from  his  benediction,  turn'd  her 
To  foreign  cafualties,  gave  her  dear  rights 
To  his  dog-hearted  daughters, — thefe  things  fting 
His  mind  fo  venomoufly,  that  burning  fliame 
Detains  him  from  Cordelia. 

Gent.  Alack,  poor  Gentleman ! 

Kent.  Of  Albany's  and  Cornwall's  powers  you  heard 
not  ? 

Gent.  'Tis  fo;  they  are  afoot. 

Kent.  Well,  fir,  PU  bring  you  to  our  mafter  Lear, 
And  leave  you  to  attend  him :  fome  dear  caufe 
Will  in  concealment  wrap  me  up  awhile; 
When  I  am  knov/n  aright,  you  fhall  not  grieve 
Lending  me  this  acquaintance.    I  pray  you,  go 
Along  with  me.  "  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  IV. 
A  Tent  in  the  Camp  at  Do^ver, 
Enter  Cor  deli  ay  Phyjician,  and  Soldiers. 
Cor,  Alack,  'tis  he;  why,  he  was  met  even  now 
As  mad  as  the  vex'd  fea  ;  linging  aloud; 
Crowri'd  with  rank  fumiter,  and  furrow  weeds. 
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With  liarlocks,  hemlock,  nettles,  cuckoo-flowers. 

Darnel,  and  all  the  idle  weeds  that  grow 

In  our  fuftaining  corn. — A  century  fend  forth  ; 

Search  every  acre  in  the  high-grown  £eld. 

And  bring  him  to  our  eye. — Whatcan  man's  wifdom  do> 

In  the  relloring  his  bereaved  fenfe  ? 

He,  that  helps  him,  take  all  my  outward  worth. 

Phy,  There  is  means,  madam  : 
Our  foUer  nurfe  of  nature  is  repofe. 
The  which  he  lacks ;  that  to  provoke  in  him, 
Are  many  fimples  operative,  whofe  power 
Will  cloie  the  eye  of  anguifh. 

Cor.  All  blcft  fecrets. 
All  you  unpublifn'd  virtues  of  the  earth. 
Spring  ^vith  my  tears !  be  aidant,  and  remediate. 
In  the  good  man's  difirefs! — Seek,  feek  for  him; 
Left  his  ungovern'd  rage  diffolve  the  lif^ 
That  wants  the  means  to  lead  it. 

Enter  a  M^iffenger, 

Me/.  News,  madam ; 
The  BritiHi  powers  are  marching  hither  ward. 

Cor,  'Tis  known  before  ;  cur  preparation  Hands 
In  expedation  of  them. — O  dear  father. 
It  is  thy  bufmefs  that  I  go  about ; 
Therefore  great  Fran-  e 

My  mourning,  and  important  tears,  hath  pitied. 
No  blown  ambition  doth  our  arms  incite. 
But  love,  dear  iove,  and  our  ag'd  father's  right : 
boon  may  1  hear,  and  fee  him  I  \^Exemt. 

SCENE  V. 

Regan''s  Palace, 
Enter  Regan,  and  Ste--ward. 
Reg.  But  are  ray  brother's  powders  fet  forth? 

Ay,  madam. 
R:g,  HirnlVif  in  perfon  there? 
Ste^.  Midam,  w  ith  much  ado  : 
Yoarfiiler  i  the  better  foldier. 

Reg.  Lf  -r  1  Sdmundfpake  not  with  your  lady  at  horned 
Ste^^,  No,  madam. 
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Reg,  What  might  import  my  lifter's  letter  to  him? 
SteiAj.  I  know  not,  lady. 

Reg.  'Faith,  he  is  polled  hence  on  ferious  matter. 
It  was  great  ignorance,  Glofter's  eyes  being  out. 
To  let  him  live  ;  where  he  arrives,  he  moves 
All  hearts  againll  us :  Edmund,  1  think,  is  gone, 
In  pity  of  his  mifery,  to  difpatch 
His  nighted  life;  moreover,  to  defcry 
The  ftrength  o'  the  enemy. 

Sie-w.  I  mud  needs  after  him,  madam, "w  ith  my  letter. 

Reg.  Our  troops  fet  forth  to-morrow ;  ftay  with  us ; 
The  ways  are  dangerous. 

Ste^.  I  may  not,  madam ; 
My  lady  charg'd  my  duty  in  this  bufmefs. 

Reg,  Why  fhouldlhe  write  to  Edmund?  Mightnotyou 
Tranfport  her  purpofes  by  word  ?  Belike, 
Something — 1  know  not  what — I'll  love  thee  much. 
Let  me  unfeal  the  letter. 

Ste^-w.  Madam,  I  had  rather 

Reg.  I  know  your  lady  does  not  love  her  hufband ; 
I  am  fure  of  that :  and,  at  her  late  being  here. 
She  gave  llrange  ceiliads,  and  moll  fpeaking  looks 
To  noble  Edmund:  I  know,  you  are  of  her  bofom. 

Ste--w.  1,  madam? 

Reg.  I  fpeak  in  undenlanding ;  you  are,  I  know  it:- 
Therefore,  I  do  advife  you,  take  this  note: 
My  lord  is  dead  ;  Edmund  and  I  have  talk'd  ; 
And  more  convenient  is  he  for  my  hand. 
Than  for  your  lady's:-— You  may  gather  more.  ^ 
If  you  do  find  him,  pray  you  give  him  this; 
And  when  your  miftrefs  hears  thus  much  from  you;. 
I  pray,  defire  her  call  her  wifdom  to  her. 
So,  fare  you  well.  - 

If  you  do  chance  to  hear  of  that  blind  traitor. 
Preferment  falls  on  nim  that  cuts  him  oft. 

Ste^w.  'Would  I  could  meet  him,  madam!  I  would 
Ihew 

What  party  I  do  follow. 

Reg.  Fare  thee  well.  iExsunt. 
M  m  z 
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SCENE  VI. 

The  Country  near  Do'ver. 
Enter  Qloftery  and  Edgar  as  apeafant, 
G/i>.  When  ihall  \^  e  come  to  the  top  of  that  fame  hill? 
Edg.  You  do  climb  up  it  now  :  look,  how  we  labour. 
Clo.  Methinks,  the  ground  is  even. 
Edg.  Horrible  fteep  : 
Hark,  do  you  hear  the  fea  ? 
Glo,  No,  truly. 

Edg.  Why,  then  your  other  fenfes  grow  imperfed 
By  your  eyes  anguifh. 

Glo.  So  may  it  be,  indeed  : 
Methinks,  thy  voice  is  alter'd ;  and  thou  fpeak'fl: 
In  better  phrafe,  and  matter,  than  thou  didll. 

Edg.  You  are  much  deceiv'd ;  in  notliing  am  I 
chan<j'd 
But  in  my  garments. 

Glo,  Methinks,  you  are  better  fpoken. 

Edg,  Come  on,  fir  :  here's  the  place: — lland  ilill. — 
How  fearful 
And  dizzy  'tis,  to  caft  one's  eyes  fo  \o^y  ! 
The  crows,  and  choughs,  that  wing  the  midway  air;, 
Shew  fcarce  fo  grofs  as  beetles :  Half  way  down 
Hangs  one  that  gathers  famphire :  dreadful  trade  ! 
Methifiks,  he  feems  no  bigger  tlian  his  head  : 
The  fifliermen,  that  walk  upon  the  beach, 
Appear  like  mice  ;  and  yon'  tall  anchoring  bark, 
Diminifli'd  to  her  cock  :  her  cock,  a  buoy, 
Almoft  too  fmall  for  fight  :  the  murmuring  furge. 
That  on  the  unnumber'd  idle  pebbles  chafes. 
Cannot  be  heard  fo  high. — I'll  look  no  more  ; 
Left  my  brain  turn,  and  the  defxient  fight 
Topple  down  headlong. 

Glo.  Set  me  where  you  frand. 

Edg,  Give  me  your  hand  :  You  are  now  within  a  foou 
Of  the  extreme  verge  :  for  all  beneath  the  moon 
Would  I  not  leap  upright. 

Glo  Let  go  my  hand. 
Here,  friend^  is  another  purfe ;  in  it^  a  jewel 
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Well  worth  a  poor  man's  taking :  Fairies,  and  gods, 
Profper  it  ^vith  thee  !  Go  thou  farther  ofF; 
Bid  me  farewel,  and  let  me  hear  thee  going. 

Edg,  Now  fare  ye  well,  good  fir.        \See?ns  to  go, 

Glo.  With  all  my  heart. 

Edg,  Why  do  I  trifle  thus  with  his  defpair  ?— 
'Tis  done  to  cure  it. 

Glo.  O  you  mighty  gods  ! 
This  world  I  do  renounce  ;  and,  in  your  f  ghts. 
Shake  patiently  my  great  aflliction  oft : 
]f  I  could  bear  it  longer,  and  not  fall 
To  quarrel  with  your  great  oppcfelefs  wills. 
My  fnufF,  and  loathed  part  of  nature,  (hould 
Burn  itfelf  out.    If  Edgar  live,  O,  blefshim? — 
Now,  fellow,  fare  thee  well.     \_He  leaps,  and  falls  along, 

Edg.  Gone,  fir?  farewell. 
And  yet  I  know  not  how  conceit  may  rob 
The  treafury  of  life,  when  life  itfelf 
Yield's  to  the  theft:  Had  he  been  where  he  thought. 
By  this,  had  thought  been  pail.--  Alive,  or  dead? 
Ho,  you,  fir  1  friend— Hear  you,  fir?— {peak! 

Thus  mJght hepafs,  indeed:  Yet  he  revives. 

What  are  you,  fir  ? 

Glo,  Away,  and  let  me  die. 

Edg,  Hadil  thou  been  aught  but  golTomer  feathers,  air. 
So  many  fathom  down  precipitating, 
Thouhad'il  ihiver'd  like  an  egg  :  but  tliou  dcfi  breathe  ; 
Flafl  heavy  fnbfiance;  bleed'ft  not ;  fpeak'il:  ;  artf^und. 
Ten  malts  at  each  make  not  the  altitude. 
Which  thou  haft  perpendicularly  fallen  ; 
Thy  life's  a  miracle  :  Speak  yet  again. 

Glo.  But  have  1  fallen,  or  no  ? 

Edg.  From  the  dread  fummit  of  this  chalky  bourn  : 
Look  up  a-height the  ibrill-gorg'd  lark  lb  far 
Cannot  be  feen  or  heard  :  do  but  lookup. 

Gto.  Alack,  1  have  no  eyes.-— 
Is  w  retchednefs  depriv'd  that  benefit. 
To  end  itfelf  by  death?  'Tvvas  yet  fome  comfort. 
When  mifery  could  beguile  the  tyrant's  rage. 
And  fruftrate  his  proud  will. 
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Edg,  Giv^e  me  your  arm  : 
Up      So      Hovv  is't  ?  Feel  you  your  legs  ?  You  Hand 

Glo,  Too  well,  too  well. 

Edg,  This  is  above  all  llrangenefs. 
Upon  the  crown  o' the  ciifF,  what  thing  was  that 
Whicli  parted  from  yoa  ? 

Glo,  A  poor  unfortunate  beggar. 

Edg.  As  1  ilood  here  below,  methought,  his  eyes 
Were  too  full  moons  ;  he  had  a  tlioafand  nofes. 
Horns  wclk'd,  and  wav'd  like  the  enridged  f:a ; 
It  was  fome  fiend :  Therefore,  thou  happy  father. 
Think  that  the  cleared  gods,  who  make  them  honours 
Of  men's  impoiTibilities,  have  prefv^rv'd  thee. 

Glo.  i  do  remember  now  :  henceforth  I'll  bear 
AfFiidtion,  'till  it  do  cry  out  itfelf. 
Enough^  erioiigh,  and  die.  That  thing  you  fpeak  of, 
I  took  it  for  a  man,  often  'twould  fay, 
'Jl^e  jiend,  the  fend :  lie  led  me  to  tliat  place. 

Edg,  Bear  free  and  patient  thoughts.  But  who 

comes  here  ? 
Enter  Lear ,  faniafiic ally  drefi  up  nviih  jio^i\:er5. 
The  fafcr  fenfe  wili  ne'er  accommodate 
His  maRer  thus. 

Lear.  No,  they  cannot  touch  me  for  coining  ; 
I  am  the  king  himfelf. 

Edg.  O  t  iou  fide-pierci"g  fight ! 

Lear,  Nature's  above  art  in  that  refped. — There's 
your  prefs-money.  That  fellow  handles  his  bow  like 
a  cro>\  -keeper  :  draw  me  a  clothier's  yard. — Look, 
look,  a  moufe  !  Peace,  peace this  piece  of  toaited 
cheefe  \vill  do't.— i'here  s  my  gauntlet ;  I'il  prove  it 
on  a  giant. — Br.ng  up  the  brown  bills. — O,  well  flown, 

bird! — i'  tiie  clout,  i'  the  clout;  hewgh  !  Give. 

the  word. 

Edg.  Sweet  marjoram. 

Lear,  Pals. 

Glo,  1  knO  vV  th.at  voice, 

Lear.  Ha  !  Generii — with  a  w^hite  beard  ! — They 
flatter'd  me  like  a  dog  ;  and  told  me  I  had  white  hairs 
in  my  bcard^  ere  the  black  ones  were  there.    To  fay. 
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ay,  and  no,  to  every  thing  I  faid !— Ay  and  no  too 
was  no  good  divinity.  Wi  Cn  the  rain  came  to  wet 
me  once,  and  the  wind  to  malie  me  chatter ;  when  the 
thunder  would  not  peace  at  my  bidding  ;  there  I  found 
them,  there  I  fmelt  tl  em  out.  Go  to,  they  are  not 
men  o'  their  v/ords :  They  told  me  I  was  every  thing; 
'tis  a  lie  ;  I  am  not  ague-proof. 

Glo,  The  trick  of  that  voice  I  do  well  remember : 
Is't  not  the  king  ? 

Lear,  Ay,  every  inch  a  king  : 
When  I  do  flare,  fee,  how  the  fubjecl  quakes. 
I  pardon  that  man's  life  :  V/hat  was  the  caufe? — 
Adultery,  

Thou  ihalt  not  die  Die  for  adultery  !  No  : 
The  ^^ren  goes  to  it,  and  the  fmall  gilded  fiy 
Does  lecher  in  my  fight. 

Let  copulation  thrive,  for  Glciler's  bailard  fon 

Was  kinder  to  his  father,  than  my  daughters 

Got  'tween  the  lawful  flieets. 

To't,  luxury,  pell-mell,  for  I  lack  foldiers.—— 

Behold  yon'  fmipering  dame, 

Whofe  face  between  her  forVs  prefageth  fnow  \ 

That  minces  virtue,  and  does  Ihakethe  head. 

To  hear  of  pleafure's  name  ; 

The  fitchev/,  nor  the  foylcd  horfe,  goes  to 't 

With  a  more  riotous  appetite. 

Down  from  the  waftc  they  are  centaurs. 

Though  women  all  above  ; 

But  to  the  girdle  do  the  gods  inherit. 

Beneath  is  all  the  fends' ;  there's  hell,  there's  darknefs. 

There  is  the  fulphurous  pit,  burning,  fcalding,  flench, 

confun. prion  ;— Fie,  fie,  fie  1  pah  I  pah  ! 
Give  me  an  ounce  of  civet,  good  apothecary. 
To  fweeten  n  y  imagination!  there's  money  for  thee. 

CjIo,  O,  let  me  kii's  that  hand  ! 

Lear,  Let  me  \vipe  it  nrR  ;  it  fm.ells  of  mortality. 

Glo.  O  ruin'd  piece  of  nature  !  This  great  world 
Shall  fo  wear  out  to  nought. — Dofl  thou  know  me? 

Lear,  I  remember  thine  eyes  ^^  ell  enough.  Dofl 
thou  fquiny  at  me  ?  No,  do  tliy  wcrft,  blind  Cupid  \ 
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rii  nctbve. — Read  thou  this  challenge;  mark  bat 
the  penning  cf  it. 

Glo.  Were  all  the  letters  funs,  I  could  not  fee  cae. 

Edg,  I  would  not  take  this  from  report it  is. 
And  my  heart  breaks  at  it. 

Lear.  Read. 

Gio.  What,  V.  ith  the  cafe  of  eyes  f 

Lear,  O,  ho,  are  you  there  with  me  ?  No  eyes  in 
your  head,  nor  no  money  in  yourpurfe?  Your  eyes 
are  in  a  heavy  cafe,  your  piirfe  in  a  light :  Yet  you 
fee  how  this  world  goes. 

Glo.  I  fee  it  feelingly. 

Lear,  What,  art  mad  ?  A  man  may  fee  how  this 
v/orld  goes,  with  no  eyes.  Lock  with  thine  ears :  fee 
how  yon'  jufdce  rails  upon  yon'  fimple  thief.  Hark, 
in  thine  ear :  Change  places ;  and  handy-dandy,  which 
is  the  juilice,  ^^  nic  h  is  the  thief  ?— Thou  haft  feen  a 
farmer's  dog  bark  at  a  beegar  ? 

Glo,  Ay,  fir. 

Lear,  And  the  creature  run  from  the  cur?  There 
thou  might'lt  behold  the  great  im.age  of  authority:  a 

dog's  obey'd  in  oHice.  

Thou  rafcai  beadle,  hold  thy  bloody  hand  : 
Wliy  doll  thou  hlh  that  whore    Strip  thine  own  back ; 
Thou  hotly  luil  fl  to  ufe  her  in  that  kind 
For  which  thou  whipp'fl  her.    The  ufurer  hangs  the 
cozener. 

Through  tatter'd  cloaths  fmall  vices  do  appear; 
Robes,  and  furr'd  gowns,  hide  all.  Plate  fin  withgoid. 
And  the  Urong  lance  of  juilice  hurtlefs  breaks : 
Arm  it  in  rags,  a  pigmy's  ftraw  doth  pierce  it. 
None  does  oifend,  none,  I  fay,  none  ;  I'll  able  'em  : 
Take  that  of  me,  ip.y  friend,  who  have  the  power 
Tofeal  the  accufer^s  lips.    Get  thee  glafs  eyes  ; 
And,  like  a  fcurw  politician,  feem 
To  fee  the  things  tnou  doll:  not.-  -Now,  now^  now, 
now. 

Pull  off  my  boots  ;--harder,  harder;  fo. 

Edg,  O,  matter  and  impertinency  mixt ! 
Reafon  in  madnefs ! 
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Lear.  If  thou  wilt  weep  my  fortunes,  take  my  eyes. 
I  know  thee  well  enough ;  thy  name  is  Glofler : 
Thou  muf:  be  piitient ;  »^  e  came  crying  hither. 
Thcu  know'fl,  the  hrll  tinie  that  y.  e  inieli  the  air. 
We  wavvlej  anu  cry  :  -  1  v  ill  preach  to  thee  ^  mark  me. 

Glo.  Ahdck,  alack  the  d..ty  ! 

Lear.   When  we   are  born,  we  cry,  that  we  arc 
come 

To  this  great  (lage  of  fools  ;-— This  a  good  block 
It  were  a  delicate  ftratagem,  to  Ihoe 
A  troop  of  horfe     ith  felt :  I'll  put  it  in  proof ; 
And  vviieni  have  fco'en  upon  thefe fons- in-law, 
Tiien  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill  kill,  kill. 

Enter  a  G entleinani  "cvitb  attendants, 

Cejif.  O,  here  he  is  ;  lay  hand  upon  him.— Sir, 
Your  moft  dear  daughter  

Lear,  No  refcue  ?  What,  aprifoner?  I  am  even 
The  natural  fool  of  fortune.— Ufe  me  vvell; 
Y ou  fhall  have  ranforn.  Let  me  have  a  furgeon, 
I  am  cut  to  the  brains. 

Gent.  You  iliall  have  any  thing. 

Lear.  Nofeconds?  All  myfelf ? 
Why,  this  would  make  a  man,  a  man  of  fait. 
To  ufe  his  eyes  for  garden  v/ater-pots. 
Ay,  and  laying  autumn's  duft.-- 

Gent.  Good  iir, — 

Lear.  I  v/ill  die  bravely,  like  a  bridegroom;  what? 
I  v/iil  be  jovial  ;  come,  come,  lam  a  king. 
My  mailers,  know  you  that  ? 

Gent,  You  area  royal  one,  and  we  obey  you. 

Lear,  Then  there '3  life  in  it.    Nay  come,  an  you 
get  it. 

You  fhall  get  it  by  running.  Sa,  fa,  fa,  fa.  [Exit. 

Gent,  A  fight  moil  pitiful  in  the  meaneil  wrench  ; 
Pall  fpeaking  of  in  a  kiiig  ! — Thou  had  one  daughter. 
Who  redeems  nature  from  the  general  curfe 
Which  twain  have  brought  her  to. 

Edg.  Hail,  gentle  fir. 

Gent,  Sir,  fpccd  you  :  What's  your  will  ? 

Edg,  Do  you  hear  aug'u,  fir,  of  a  battle  toward  ? 
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Gent.  Mofl  fure,  and  vulgar i  every  one  hears  that. 
Which  can  diilinguifh  found. 

Ecig,  But.  by  yoar  favour. 
How  near's  the  other  army? 

Gent,  Near,  and  on  fpeedy  foot,  the  main  defcry 
Stands  on  the  hourly  thought. 

Edg.  I  thank  you,  fir:  that's  all. 

Gmt,  Though  that  the  queen  on  Ipecial  caufe  is  here 
Her  army  is  niov'd  on. 

Edg.  { thanlc  you,  fir.  {Exit  Gent, 

Glo,  You  ever>gende  gods,  take  my  breath  from  me; 
Let  not  my  v.  orier  fpirit  teinpt  nie  again 
To  die  before  you  pieafe  ! 

Edg,  Well  pray  vou,  father. 

Glo,  Now,  good  fir,  what  arc  you  ! 

Edg.  A  mod  poor  man,mcide  tametc  fortnne's  blows; 
Who,  by  the  art  of  kiio  vn  and  feeiiU'j  forrovvs. 
Am  pregnant  to  good  piiy.    Give  me  yQur  hand, 
I'll  lead  you  to  ibme  biding. 

Glo.  Hearty  thanks: 
The  bounty  and  the  benizon  of  heaven 
To  boot,  and  boot ! 

Enter  S-te-ward, 

Ste^zfj^  A  proclaim'd  prize  i  Moil  happy  ! 
That  eyelefs  head  of  thine  was  firftfram'd  flefli 
To  raii'e  my  fortunes, — Thou  old  un.iappy  craitor, 
_  Briefly  th^sfelf  remember: — Tiie  Uvcrdiscut 
That  mull  dellroy  thee. 

Glo.  Now  let  thy  friendly  hand 
Put  ftrength  enough  to  it.  [Edgar  oppo/es, 

Steiv.  Wherefore,  bold  peafant, 
Dar^ft  thou  fupport  a  p  iblifh'd  traitor?  Hence; 
Left  that  the  infedlion  of  his  fortune  take 
Like  hold  on  thee.    Let  go  his  arm. 

Edg.  Chili  not  let  go,  zir,  without  vurther 'cafion. 

Stsvj.  Let  go,  Have,  or  thou  dy'ft, 

Edg.  Good  gentleman,  go  your  gait,  and  let  poor 
volk  pafs.  And  ch'od  h:i'  been  zwagger'd  out  of  my 
life,  'twould  not  ha'  been  zo  long  as  'tis  by  a  vort- 
iiight.    Nay,  come  not  near  the  old  mun  j  keep  out, 
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che  vor'ye,  or  ife  try  whether  yovv  coflard  or  Pxiy  bat 
be  the  harder  !  ch'ill  be  plain  with  you. 
Ste^,  Out,  dunghill ! 

E^lg,  Ch'ill  pick  your  teeth,  zir  :  Come;  no  matter 
for  your  foyns,  \E d gar  knocks  hhn  do'-^.vn, 

Stewj,  Slave,  thou  hall  flain  me  : — Villain,  take  my 
purfe  ; 

If  ever  thou  wilt  thrive,  bury  my  body ; 

And  give  the  letters,  which  thou  find' il  about  rne. 

To  Edmund  earl  of  Glofter  ;  feek  him  out 

Upon  the  Engliih  party  :  O,    untimely  death, 

death!   [Dies. 

Ectg.  I  know  thee  well  :  A  ferviceable  villain  1 
As  duteous  to  the  vices  of  thy  millrefs. 
As  badnefs  would  defire. 
Glo,  What,  is  he  dead  ? 
Eclg.  Sit  you  down,  father  ;  refl  you.- — 
Let's  fee  his  pockets  :  thefc  letters  that  he  fpeaks  of. 
May  be  my  friends. — He's  dead  ;  I  am  only  forry 

He  had  no  other  death's-man. — Let  us  fee  :  

Leave,  gentle  wax,  and,  manners,  blarne  us  not : 
To  know  our  enemies' minds,  we'drip  their  hearts; 
Their  papers  are  more  lawful. 

Reads  the  Letter, 
"  Let  our  reciprocal  vows  be  remember'd.  You 
have  many  opportunities  to  cut  him  off:  If  your 
*^  will  want  not,  time  and  place  will  be  fruitfully  of- 
fered.  There  is  nothing  done,  if  he  returns  the 
conqueror:  Then  am  I  the  prifoner,  and  his  bed 
my  gaol ;  from  the  loath'd  warmth  whereof  deliver 
me,  and  fupply  the  place  for  your  labour. 

Your  (wife,  fo  I  would  fay)  aHedionate  fervant, 

GONERIL." 

O  undiftinguifh'd  fpace  of  woman's  will  !  

A  plot  upon  her  virtuous  hufband's  life  ; 
And  the  exchange,  my  brother !  Here,  in  the  fands. 
Thee  I'll  rake  up,  the  raoft  unfandlified 
Of  murderous  lechers:  and,  in  the  mature  time. 
With  this  ungracious  paper  ilrike  the  fight 
Of  the  death-pradis'd  duke  :  For  him  'tis  well, 
VdL  VIL  N  n 
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That  of  thy  death  and  bufinefs  I  can  tell, 

[^Exit  Edgar  removing  the  body. 
Glo,  The  king  is  mad  :  Kow  Rifr  is  my  vile  fenfe. 
That  I  iland  up,  and  have  ingenious  feeling 
Of  my  huge  fcrrows  !  Better  I  were  diftradl : 
So  fliould  my  thoughts  be  fever'd  from  my  griefs ; 
j^nd  woes,  by  wrong  imaginations,  iofe 
"^rhe  knowledge  of  themfeives. 

Re  ■enter  Edgar* 
Edg.  Give  me  your  hand  : 
far  off,  methinks,  I  hear  the  beaten  drum. 
Come,  father,  I'll  bellow  you  with  a  friend.  \Exeunt. 

SCENE  VII. 

A  tent  in  the  French  Camp, 
Enter  Cordelia,  Kent,  and  Phyftcian, 

Ccr,  O  thou  good  Kent,  how  fhall  I  live  and  work. 
To  match  thy  goodnefs  ?  My  life  will  be  too  iliort. 
And  every  meafure  fail  me. 

Kent,  To  be  acknowledged,  madam,  is  o'erpay'd^ 
All  my  reports  go  with  the  modeft  trutli  ; 
Nor  more,  nor  dipt,  but  fo. 

Cor,  Be  better  fuited  : 
Thcfe  weeds  are  memories  of  thofe  worfer  hours ; 
I  pr'ythee,  put  them  oft. 

Kent,  Pardon  me,  dear  madam  ; 
Yet  to  be  known,  fhortens  my  made  intent : 
My  boon  I  make  it,  that  you  know  me  not, 
'Till  time  and  I  thinic  meet. 

Cor,  Then  be  it  fo,  my  good  lord. — 
Hov/  does  the  king  ?  [Ti?  the  Phyficia?;. 

Phyf,  Madam,  fleeps  ft  ill. 

Ccr,  O  you  kind  gods. 
Cure  this  great  breach  in  his  abufed  nature  ! 
The  untun'd  and  jarring  fenfes,  O,  wind  up 
,Of  this  child-chang'd  father ! 

Phyf,  So  pleafeyour  majelly, 
;5rhat  we  may  w^ake  the  king  ?  he  hath  flept  long. 

CDr.  Be  govern'd  by  your  knowledge,  and  proceed 
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I'  thefway  of  your  own^viU.    Is  he  array'd  ! 

Lear  is  brought  in  in  a  chair. 

Gent.  Ay,  madam  ;  in  the  heavinefs  of  his  fieep. 
We  put  frefli  garments  on  him. 

Phyf.  Be  by,  good  madam,  when  we  do  awake  him  ; 
1  doubt  not  of  his  temperance. 

Cor.  Very  welL 

P/^yyiPleafe  you,  drav/ near. — Louder  the mullc  there. 

Ccr.  O  my  dear  father  !  P^eftoration,  hang 
Thy  medicine  on  my  lips ;  and  let  this  kifs 
Repair  thofe  violent  harms,  that  my  two  fillers 
Have  in  thy  reverence  made  ! 

Ke7tt.  Kind  and  dear  princefs  ! 

Cor,  Had  you  not  been  their  father,  thefe  white 
flakes 

Had  challenged  pity  of  them.    Was  this  a  face 

To  be  expos'd  againft  the  warring  winds  ? 

To  ftand  againft  the  deep  dread -bolted  thunder  ? 

In  the  mofl  terrible  and  nimble  ilroke 

Of  quick,  crofs  lightning  !  to  watch  (poor  perdu  !) 

With  this  thin  helm?  Mine  enemy's  dog, 

Though  he  had  bit  me,  fhould  have  flood  that  night 

Againll:  my  fire  ;  And  waft  thou  fain,  poor  Either, 

To  hovel  thee  with  fwine,  and  rogues  forlorn. 

In  fhort  and  mufty  llraw  ?  Alack ,  alack ! 

*Tis  wonder,  that  thy  life  and  wits  at  once 

Had  not  concluded  all. —  He  wakes ;  fpeak  to  him. 

Phyf.  Madam,  do  you;  'tislitteft. 

Cor,  How  does  my  royal  lord  •  How  fares  vour  ma- 
Jefty? 

Lear.  You  do  me  wrong,  to  take  me  out  o'  the  grave : 
Thou  art  a  foul  in  blifs ;  but  I  am  bound 
Upon  awheel  of  fire,  that  mine  own  tears 
Do  fcald  like  molten  lead. 

Cor.  Sir,  do  you  know  me  ? 

Lear.  You  are  a  fpirit,  J  know  :  When  didyou  die.? 
Cor.  Still,  Still,  far  wide! 
Phyf.  He's  fcarce  awake  ;  let  him  alone  awhile. 
Lear.  Where  have  I  been  ?  Where  am  I  ? — Fair  day- 
light  ? — 

I  am  mightily  abufe'd.--- — I  fhould  even  die  witli  pity, 
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To  fee  another  thus.  1  know  not  what  to  fay.  

]     ill  not  Iwear,  thefe  are  my  hands :— let's  fee; 
1  feel  this  pin  prick.    'Would  I  were  affar'd 
Of  rr,y  conditio  a  ! 

Ccr.  O,  look  upon  me,  fir, 
And  hold  your  liands  in  benedidion  o'er  ine  :— 
No,  fir,  you  mull  not  kneel. 

/<fj?r.  Pray  do  not  mock  me  : 
1  am  a  very  fcoHCi  fond  old  man, 
Fourfccre  and  upwards ; 

Not  an  hour  more,  nor  lefs  :  and,  to  deal  plainly, 
I  fear,  I  am  not  in  my  perfed  mind. 
Methinks,  I  friould  know  you,  and  know  this  man  ; 
Yet  1  am  doubtful :  for  I  am  mainly  ignorant. 
What  place  this  is  ;  and  all  the  fkill  i  have 
Remembers  not  thefe  garments  ;  nor  I  know  not 
V/here  I  did  lodge  lalt  night :  Do  not  laugh  at  me  ; 
FoVy  as  I  am  a  man,  I  think  this  lady 
To  be  n)y  child  Cordelia. 
Cor.  And  fo  I  am,  I  am  I 

Z^'^r.  Be  your  tears  wet  ?  Yes, 'faith.  Ipray,weepnot; 
If  you  I'.ave  poifon  for  me,  I  will  drink  it. 
I  know  you  do  not  love  me  ;  for  your  fiiiers 
Have,  as  I  do  remember,  done  me  v/rong  ; 
You  have  fome  caufe,  thsy  have  not. 

Ccr.  No  caufe,  no  caufe. 

L€£':r.  Am  1  in  France  ? 

KeT!f,  In  your  own  kingdom.,  fir. 

Lear,  Do  not  abufe  me. 

F/jy/.  Be  comforted,  good  madam  :  the  great  rage. 
You  fee,  is  cur'd  in  him  :  and  yet  it  is  danger 
To  make  him  even  o'er  the  time  he  has  loft. 
Defire  him  to  go  in  ;  trouble  him  no  more, 
'Till  further  fettling. 

Cor.  Wiirt  pleafe  your  highnefs  walk  ? 

Lear.  You  muH  bear  with  m.e  : 
Pray  you  now  forget  and  forgive  :  I  am  old  and  foolifh. 
[Exeimf  Lear,  Cordelia,  Phyfician^  and  attendants . 

Gent,  Holds  it  true,  fir. 
That  the  duke  of  Cornwall  was  fo  llain  ? 

lient.  Moil  certain,  fir. 
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Gent.  Who  is  conduclor  of  his  people  ? 

Ke?it,  As  it  is  fa  id,  the  bailard  ibn  to  Gloller. 

Gent.  They  fay,  Edgar, 
His  baniHi'd  fon,  is  with  the  earl  of  Kent 
In  Germany. 

Kent.  Report  is  changeable. 
'Tis  time  to  look  about ;  the  powers  o'  the  kingdom 
Approach  apace. 

Gent.  The  arbitrement  is  like  to  be  bloody. 
Fare  you  well,  fir.  [^Exit. 

Kent.  My  point  and  period  will  be  thoroughly 
wrought. 

Or  well,  or  ill,  as  this  day's  battle's  fought.  \^Exit^ 


A  C  T    V.       S  C  E  N  E  1. 

The  Cafnp  of  the  Britijh  Forces ,  near  Dover. 

Enter y  uuith  dru?ns  and  colours,  Edtnund,  Regan,  Gen^ 
tiemen,  and  Soldiers. 

Edm.jr  NOW  oftheduke,  if  his  lail  purpofe  hold; 

j^S^  Or  w  hether  fince  he  is  advis'd  by  aught 
To  change  the  courfe:    He's  full  of  alteration. 
And  felf-reproving  : — bring  his  conflant  pleafure^ 

Reg.  Our  filler's  man  is  certainly  mifcarry'd. 

Edm.  'Tis  to  be  doubted,  madam. 

Reg.  Now,  fweetlord. 
You  know  the  goodnefs  I  intend  upon  you: 
Tell  me,  but  truly, — but  then  fpeak  the  truths 
Do  you  not  love  my  liiler  ? 

Edm.  In  honoured  love. 

Reg.  But  have  you  never  found  my  brother's  way 
To  the  fore-fended  place  ? 

Edm.  That  thought  abufes  you. 

Reg,  I  am  doubtful  that  you  have  been  conjunct 
And  bofom'd  with  her,  as  far  as  we  call  hers. 

Edm,  No,  by  mine  honour,  madam, 
N  n  2. 
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Reg.  I  never  fliall  endure  her  :  Dear  my  lord. 
Be  not  familiar  ^vith  her, 

Ed7n,  Fear  me  not: — 
She,  and  the  duke  her  hufband,  — — 

Efiter  Albany,  Goneril,  a7id  Soldiers, 

Gon.  I  had  rather  lofe  the  battle,  than  that  fifter 
Should  loofen  him  and  me.  [^AJlde, 

Alb,  Our  very  loving  fifter,  well  be  met.  

Sir,  this  I  hear,  the  kirxg  is  come  to  liis  daughter. 

With  others,  m  hom  the  rigour  of  our  llate 

ForcM  to  cry  out.    Where  I  could  not  be  honell, 

I  never  yet  was  valiant:  for  this  bufmefs. 

It  touches  us  as  France  invades  our  land. 

Not  bolds  the  king;  with  others,  whom  I  fear, 

Moft  juit  and  heavy  caufes  make  oppofe. 

Edm.  Sir,  you  fpeak  nobly. 

Reg,  Why  is  this  reafon'd  } 

Gon.  Combine  together  'gainft  the  enemy  : 
I^^or  thefe  domcftic  and  particular  broils 
Are  not  to  queftion  here. 

Alb.  Let  us  then  determine 
With  the  ancient  of  war  on  our  proceedings. 

Edtn.  I  fhall  attend. you  prefently  at  your  tent. 

Reg,  Siiler,  you'll  go  with  us? 

Gm,  No. 

Reg,  'Tis  moft  convenient ;  pray  you,  go  with  us, 

Gon,  [Afidc]  O,  ho,  1  know  the  riddle  :  I  will  go* 
As  ihey  are  gclng  out,  enter  Ed<^ar  difguifed, 

Edg,  I  f  e'er  your  grace  had  fpeech  with  man  fo  poor. 
Hear  me  one  word. 

Alb,  r*li  overtake  you. — Speak. 

\^Exeunt.  Edm.  Reg-  Gon.  and  Attendants, 

Edg.  Bef  Te  you  nght  the  battle,  ope  this  letter. 
If  you  have  vidory,  let  the  trumpet  ibund 
For  him  that  brought  it :  wretched  though  1  feeni, 
\  can  produce  a  champion,  that  will  prove 
What  is  avouch'd  there  :  If  you  mifcarry. 
Your  bufmefs  of  the  world  hath  fo  an  end, 
iind  machination  ceafes.    Fortune  love  you  I 

Alb.  Stay  'till  I  have  read  the  letter. 
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Edg,  I  was  forbid  it. 
When  time  (hall  ferve,  let  but  the  herald  cry. 
And  I'll  appear  again.  {Exit, 

Alb,  Why,  fare  thee  well ;  I  will  overlook  thy  paper. 
Re-enter  Edmund, 

Edm,  The  enemy's  in  view,  draw  up  your  powers. 
Here  is  the  guefs  of  their  true  ilrengthand  forces 
By  diligent  difcovery ;  but  your  halle 
Is  now  urg'd  on  you. 

Alb,  We  will  greet  the  time.  {Exit, 

Edm,  To  both  thefe  filters  have  I  fworn  my  love; 
Each  jealous  of  the  other,  as  the  ftung 
Are  of  the  adder.    Which  of  them  fnall  1  take  ? 
Both?  one?  or  neither?  Neither  can  be  enjoy'd. 
If  both  remain  alive:    To  take  the  widow, 
Exafperates,  makes  mad  her  Mer  Goneril ; 
And  hardly  fhall  I  carry  out  my  fide. 
Her  hulband  being  alive.    Now  then,  we'll  ufe 
His  countenance  for  the  battle;  which  being  done, 
Let  her,  who  ^vou]d  be  rid  of  him,  devife 
His  fpeedy  taking  off.    As  for  the  mercy 
Which  he  intends  to  Lear,  and  to  Cordelia, — - 
The  battle  done,  and  they  within  our  power. 
Shall  never  fee  his  pardon:  for  my  ftate 
Stands  on  me  to  defend,  not  to  debate.  [Exit. 

SCENE  IL 

A  Field  between  the  t^jjo  Camps, 
Alarum  within.    Enter ,  ^ith  drum  and  c clours,  Lear^ 
Cordelia,  and  Soldiers  ouer  the  ft  age ;  and  exeunt. 

Enter  Edgar,  and  Glojhr, 
Edg,  Here,  father,  take  the  fhadow  of  this  tree 
For  your  good  hoft  ;  pray,  that  the  right  may  thrive  : 
If  ever  1  return  to  you  again, 
1*11  bring  you  comfort. 

Glo,  Grace  go  with  you  fir  1  [Exit  Edgar ^ 

[  Alarum,  and  retreat  'within^ 
Re  -enter  Edgar, 
Edg,  Away  old  man,  give  me  thy  hand,  away  j 
King  Lear  hath  loft,  he  and  his  daughter  ta'en: 
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Give  me  thy  hand,  ccme  on. 

Glo.  No  further,  fir;  a  man  may  rot  even  here. 

Edg,  What,  in  ill  thoughts  again  ?  Men  mufl  endure 
Their  going  hence,  even  as  their  caming  hither: 
Ripenefs  is  all:  Come  on. 

Glo,  And  that's  true  too.  [E xeunt^ 

S     C     E     N     E  III. 

Enter y    in  ccnquejl,   nxith  drum  and  colours ^  Edmund ; 
Lear,  and  Cordelia,  as  frifoners ;  Soldiers y  Captain, 

Edm,  Some  oiTicers  take  them  away:  good  guard ; 
Until  their  greater  pleafjres  firil  be  known 
That  are  to  cenfure  them. 

Cor,  We  are  not  the  iirft. 
Who,  vv'ith  belt  meaning,  have  incarr'd  the  worfl:,. 
For  thee,  oppreiTed  king,,  am  I  call:  down ; 
Myfelf  couid  elfe  out- frown  falfe  fortune's  frown. 
Shall  we  not  fee  thefe  daughters,  and  thefe  fillers  ? 

Lear.  No,  no,  no,  no  !  Come,  let's  away  to  prifon: 
We  two  alone  will  fing  like  birds  i'  the  cage  ; 
When  thou  doH  aflc  me  blefTing,  I'll  kneel  down. 
And  alk  of  the^  forgivenefs :  So  we'll  live. 
And  pray,  and  fing,  and  tell  old  tales,  and  laugh 
At  gilded  butterflies,  and  hear  poor  rogues 
Talk  of  court  news  ;  and  we'll  talk  witn  them  too, — 
Who  lofes,  and  who  wins ;  who's  in,  who's  out ; — 
And  take  upon  us  themyfiery  of  things. 
As  if  we  were  God's  fpies :  And  we'll  wear  out. 
In  a  wall'd  prifon,  packs  and  feds  of  great  ones^ 
That  ebb  and  flow  by  the  moon. 

Edm,  Take  them  away. 

Lear,  Upon  fuch  facrifxes,  my  Cordelia, 
The  gods  themfel  ves  throw  incenfe.  Have  I  caught  thee? 
He  taat  parts  us,  fhall  bring  a  brand  from  heaven. 
And  fire  us  hence,  like  foxes.    Wipe  thine  eyes ; 
The  goajeers  fh.Jl  devour  them,  fleih,  and  fell. 
Ere  tiiey  ih^llmake  us  weep  :we'llfee  themllarve  firft. 
Come.  \_Exeunt  Lear,  and  Cordelia,  guarded^ 

Edm.  Come  hither,  captain ;  hark. 
Take  thou  this  note^  go,  follow  them,  to  prifoa: 
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One  ilep  I  have  advanc'd  thee  ;  if  thou  doft 
As  this  inftrucls  thee,  thou  doft^make  thy  way 
To  noble  fortunes :  Know  thou  this, — that  men 
Are  as  the  time  is :  to  be  tender- minded 
Does  not  become  a  fword  : — Thy  great  employment 
Will  not  bear  queilion  ;  either  fay,  thou'lt  do 't. 
Or  thrive  by  other  means. 
C^pf,  I'll  do 't,  my  lord. 

Edm.  About  it;  and  write  happy, when  thou  hail  dene. 
Mark, — 1  fay,  inflantly  ;  and  carry  it  fo. 
As  1  have  fet  it  down. 

Capt,  I  cannot  draw  a  cart,  nor  eat  dry'd  oats ; 
If  it  be  man's  v/ork,  I  will  do  it.  [Exit  Caft. 

Flouri/b,    Kilter  Albany ^  Goneril,,  Regan,  and  Soldiers. 

Alb,  Sir,  you  have  fhewn  to-day  your  valiant  ftrain, 
And  fortune  led  you  well :    You  have  the  captives 
Who  were  the  oppofites  of  this  day's  flrife : 
"W e  do  require  them  of  you  ;  fo  to  ufe  tliem. 
As  we  fhall  find  their  merits  and  our  fafety 
May  equally  determine. 

AV;;/.  Sir,  I  thought  it  fit 
To  fend  the  old  and  miferable  king 
To  fome  retention,  and  appointed  guard  ; 
Whofe  age  has  charms  in  it,  whcfe  title  more. 
To  pluck  the  common  bofom  on  his  fide. 
And  turn  our  impreft  lances  in  our  eyes 
Which  do  command  them.  With  him  I  fent  tl'^  queen; 
My  reafon  all  the  fame  ;  and  they  are  ready 
To-morrow,  or  at  a  further  fpace,  to  appear 
Where  you  lhall  hold  yonr  fellion.    At  this  time. 
We  fweat,  and  bleed  :  the  friend  hath  loil  his  friend  ; 
And  the  bell  quarrels,  in  the  heat,  are  curs'd 

By  thofe  that  feel  their  fharpnefs :  

The  queflion  of  Cordelia,  and  her  father. 
Requires  a  fitter  place. 

Alb,  Sir,  by  your  patience, 
I  hold  you  but  a  fubjed  of  this  ^fvar. 
Not  as  a  brother. 

Reg,  That's  as  we  lifl  to  grace  him. 
Methinks,  our  pleafure  might  liave  been  demanded. 
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Ere  you  had  fpoke  fo  far.    He  led  our  powers ; 
Bore  the  commiiTion  of  my  place  and  perfoH  ; 
The  winch  immediacy  may  well  Hand  up. 
And  C211  itfelf  your  brother. 

Gon.  Not  fo  hot : 
In  his  own  grace  he  doth  exalt  himfelf. 
More  than  in  your  advancement. 

Reg,  In  my  rights. 
By  me  invefted,  he  compeers  the  bell. 

Alb,  That  were  the  moH,  ifhefhould  hulbandyau. 

Reg,  Jefters  do  oft  prove  prophets, 

Gon,  Holla,  holla! 
That  eye,  that  told  you  fo,  look'd  but  a-fquint. 

Reg,  Lady,  I  am  not  well  ;  elfe  I  fhould  anfwer 
From  a  full  flowing  flomach — General, 
Take  thou  my  foldiers,  prifoners,  patrimony; 
Difpofe  of  them,  of  me  ;  the  walls  are  thine  : 
Witnefs  the  world,  that  I  create  thee  here 
My  lord  and  mailer. 

Gon,  Mean  you  to  enjoy  him  ? 

Alb,  The  let  alone  lies  not  in  your  good  will. 

Edm.  Nor  in  thine,  lord. 

Alb.  Half-blooded  fellow,  3'es. 

Reg,  Let  the  drum  ftrike,  and  prove  my  title  thine. 

Alb,  Stay  yet ;  hear  reafon  : — Edmund,  I  arreft  thee. 
On  capital  treafon;  and, in  thy  arrefl,  [ Pointing  to  Goner il. 
This  gilded  ferpent : — for  your  claim,  fair  filler, 
I  bar  it  in  the  intereft  of  my  m  ife  ; 
'Tisfhe  is  fub-contradled  to  this  lord. 
And  I.  her  hufband,  contradict  your  banes> 
If  you  will  marry  make  your  love  to  me. 
My  lady  is  befpoke. 

Gon,  An  interlude  ! 

Alb.  Thou  art  arm'd,  GloHer  :— Let  the  trumpet 

found  :  

If  none  appear  to  prove  upon  thy  perfon 
Thy  heinous,  manifeft,  and  many  treafons. 
There  is  my  pledge  ;  I'll  prove  it  on  thy  heart. 
Ere  1  talle  bread,  thou  art  in  nothing  lefs 
Than  1  have  here  proclaim'd  thee. 
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Reg.  Sick,  O  fick  1 

Gon.  If  not,  ril  ne'er  trull  poifon.  [AJtde. 
Edm,  There's  my  exchange  :  what  in  the  world  he  is 
That  names  me  traitor,  villain-like  he  lies  : 
Call  by  the  trumpet:  he  that  dares  approach. 
On  him,  on  you,  (who  not  ?)  1  will  maintain 
My  truth  and  honour  firmly. 
Alb,  A  herald,  ho  ! 
Edm,  A  herald,  ho,  a  herald ! 

Enter  a  Herald, 
Alb,  Truft  to  thy  iingle  virtue  ;  for  thy  foldiers> 
All  levied  in  my  name,  have  in  my  name 
Took  their  difcharge. 
Reg.  This  ficknefs  grows  upon  me. 

Alb,  She  is  not  well ;  convey  her  to  my  tent. 

[  Exit  Regan y  led. 
Come  hither,  herald, — let  the  trumpet  found, — 
And  read  out  this. 

Capt,  Sound  trumpet*  [Trumpet founds. 

Herald  reads ^ 
If  any  man  of  quality,  or  degree,  within  the 
lifts  of  the  army,  will  maintain  upon  Edmund,  fup- 
pofed  earl  of  Gloiler,  that  he  is  a  manifold  traitor, 
let  him  appear  by  the  third  found  of  the  trumpet : 
He  is  bold  in  his  defence.'' 

Edm,  Sound.  [l  trumpet. 

Her,  Again.  [2  trumpet. 

Her,  Again.  [3  trumpet,- 

[Trumpet  anfwerSy  n,vithin^ 
Enter  Edgar,  armed. 

Alb,  Alk  him  his  purpofes,  why  he  appears 
Upon  this  call  o'  the  trumpet. 

Her,  What  are  you  ? 
Your  name,  your  quality  ?  and  why  you  anfv/er 
This  prefent  fummons  ? 

Edg,  Know,  my  name  is  lofc ; 
By  treafon's  tooth  bare-grar-  n,  and  canker-bit ; 
Yet  am  1  noble,  as  the  adverfary 
I  come  to  cope  withaL 

Alb,  Which  is  that  adverfary  ? 
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Edg,  What's  he,  that  fpeaks  for  Edmund  earl  of 
Glofler  ? 

Edm,  Himfelf ; — What  fay*fl  thou  to  him  ? 

Edg,  Draw  thy  (Vv  ord  ; 
That,  if  my  fpeech  ofFend  a  noble  heart, 
Tliy  arm  may  do  thee  juitice  :  here  is  mine. 
Behold,  it  is  the  privilege  of  mine  honours. 

My  oath,  and  my  profelfion  : — 1  proteil,  

Maugrethy  ilrength,  youth,  place,  and  eminence, 
Defpight  thy  victor  fword,  and  fire-new  fortune. 
Thy  valour  and  thy  heart, — thou  art  a  traitor : 
Falfe  to  thy  gods,  thy  brother,  and  thy  father; 
Confpirant  'gainll  this  high  illuHrious  prince  ; 
And,  from  the  extremeft  upward  of  thy  head. 
To  the  defcent  and  duft  beneath  thy  feet, 
A  mofl:  toad-fpotted  traitor.    Say  thou,  Noy 
This  fword,  this  arm,  and  my  bell  fpirits,  are  bent 
To  prove  upon  thy  heart,  whereto  1  fpeak. 
Thou  lielL 

Edm.  In  wirdom,  I  Ihould  alk  thy  name  ; 
But,  fmce  thy  out-fide  looks  fo  fair  and  warlike. 
And  that  thy  tongue  fome  fay  of  breeding  breathes. 
What  fafe  and  nicely  I  might  well  delay 
By  rul^  of  knighthood,  1  difdain  and  fpurn  : 
Back  do  I  tofs  thefe  treafons  to  thy  head  ; 
Witii  the  hell-hated  lie  o'erwhelm  thy  heart ; 
Which,  (for  they  yet  glance  by,  and  fcarcely  bruife) 
This  fword  of  mine  fhall  give  them  inilant  way. 
Where  they  fhall  rell  for  ever. — Trumpets,  fpeak 

S^Alarum,    Eight,    Ed?nund  falls, 

Alh,  Save  him,  fave  him! 

Gon,  This  is  mere  practice,  Gloller  : 
By  the  law  of  arms,  thou  wail  not  bound  to  anfwer 
An  unknown  oppofite  ;  thou  art  not  vanquilh'd. 
But  cozen'd  and  beguil'd. 

Alb,  Shut  your  mouth,  dame. 
Or  v/ith  thi3  paper  fhall  1  flop  it : — Hold,  fir  : — 
Thou  werfe  than  any  name,  read  thine  own  evil  :— 
No  tearing,  lady  ;  I  perceive,  you  know  it. 

{Qlves  ths  letter  to  Edmund, 
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Gon.  Say,  if  I  do;  the  laws  are  mine,  not  thine: 
Who  lliall  arraign  me  for't  ? 

Alh,  Monfter,  know' ft  thou  this  paper  ? 

Gon,  Afk  me  not  what  1  know.  [_Exit  Gon* 

Alh.  Go  after  her ;  Ihe's  defperate  \  govern  her. 

EdmN^\i2X  y  ouhave  charged  me  with,  that  I  have  done; 
And  more,  much  more  :  the  time  will  bring  it  out ; 
*Tis  paft,  and  fo  am  I  :  But  what  art  thou. 
That  haft  this  fortune  on  me  ?  If  thou  art  noble^ 
I  do  forgive  thee. 

Edg,  Let  us  exchange  charity. 
I  am  no  lefs  in  blood  than  thou  art,  Edmund  ; 
If  more,  the  more  thou  haft  wrong'd  me. 
My  name  is  Edgar,  and  thy  father's  fon. 
The  gods  are  juft,  and  of  our  pleafant  vices 
Make  inftruments  to  fcourge  us  : 
The  dark  and  vicious  place,  where  thee  he  got, 
Coft  him  his  eyes. 

Edm.  Thou  haft  fpoken  right,  'tis  true  ; 
The  wheel  is  come  full  circle  ;  I  am  here. 

Alb,  Methought,  thy  very  gait  did  prophefy 
A  royal  noblenefs : — I  muft  embrace  thee  : 
Let  forrow  fplit  my  heart,  if  ever  I 
Did  hate  thee  or  thy  father  ! 

Edg,  Worthy  prince,  I  know  it. 

Alb,  Where  have  you  hid  yourfelf  ? 
How  have  you  known  the  miferies  of  your  father  ? 

Edg,  By  nurftng  them,  my  lord.  Lift  a  brief  tale; — ■ 
And,  when  'tis  told,  O,  that  my  heart  would  burft  ! — > 
The  bloody  proclamation  to  efcape, 
That  follow'd  me  fo  near,  (O  oar  lives'  fweetnefs ! 
That  we  the  pain  of  death  would  hourly  bear. 
Rather  than  die  at  once!)  taught  me  to  fhift 
Into  a  mad-man's  rags ;  to  aftume  a  femblance 
That  very  dogs  difdain'd  :  and  in  this  habit 
Met  I  my  father  with  his  bleeding  rings. 
Their  precious  ftones  new  loft ;  became  his  guide. 
Led  him,  begg'd  for  him,  fav'd  him  from  defpair  : 
Never  (O  fault!)  reveal'd  myfelf  unto  him. 
Until  fome  half-hour  paft,  when  I  was  arm'd,. 
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Not  fure,  though  hoping,  of  this  good  fuccefs, 
I  afk'd  his  blefling,  and  from  firft  to  laft 
Told  him  my  pilgrimage  :  But  his  flaw'd  heart, 
('Alack,  too  weak  the  conflidl  to  fupport !) 
Twixt  two  extremes  ofpalTion,  joy,  and  grief, 
Burft  fmilingly. 

£dm.  This  fpeech  of  yours  hath  mov'd  me. 
And  fhall,  perchance,  do  good,  but  fpeak  you  on  ; 
You  look  as  you  had  fomething  more  to  fay. 

All^,  If  there  be  more,  more,  woeful,  hold  it  in; 
For  I  am  almofl:  ready  to  difTolve, 
Hearing  of  this. 

E^g,  This  would  have  feem'd  a  period 

To  fuch  as  love  not  forrow  ;  but,  another  ;  

To  amplify  too  much,  would  make  muchmore. 
And  top  extremity  : — 

Whilft  I  was  big  in  clamour,  came  there  in  a  man. 
Who  having  feen  me  in  my  worft  eflate, 
Shunn'd  my  abhorr'd  fociety  ;  but  then,  finding 
Who  'twas  that  fo  endur'd,  with  his  ftrong  arms 
He  faften'd  on  my  neck,  and  bellow'd  out 
As  he'd  burft  heaven  ;  threw  him  on  my  father  : 
Told  the  mod  piteous  tale  of  Lear  and  him. 
That  ever  ear  receiv'd:  which  in  recounting. 
His  grief  grew  puifTant,  and  the  firings  of  life 
Began  to  crack  :  Twice  then  the  trumpet  founded. 
And  there  I  left  him  tranc'd. 
JIL  But  who  was  this  ? 

Edo-.  Kent,  fir,  the  banifh'd  Kent ;  v;ho  in  difguife 
jFoUow'd  his  enemy  king,  and  did  him  fervice 
Improper  for  a  flave. 

Enter  a  Gentleman  hajiilyi  'with  a  bloody  knife, 

Gent,  Help  !  help  !  O  help  ! 

Edg,  What  kind  of  help? 

Alb.  Speak,  man. 

Edg.  Whatmeans this  bloody  knife? 
Gentr'Tis  hot,  it  fmoaks  ; 
It  came  even  from  the  heart  of— O  !  fhe's  dead  ? 
Alb.  Who,  man  ?  fper.k. 

Gent,  Your  lady,  fir,  your  lady  :  and  her  filler 


Aav. 


KING  LSAR. 


447 


By  her  is  poifon'd  ;  (he  hath  confefs'd  it. 

Edm,  I  was  contradled  to  them  both  ;  all  three 
Now  marry  in  an  inflant. 

Enter  Kent, 

Alb,  Produce  the  bodies,  be  they  alive  or  dead  !— - 
\Goneril  and  Regan^s  bodies  brought  out. 
This  judgment  of  the  heavens,  that  makes  us  tremble. 
Touches  us  not  with  pity.— 

Edg,  Here  comes  Kent,  fir. 

Alb,  O  !  is  this  he  ?  The  time  will  not  allow 
The  complement  which  very  manners  urge. 

Kent,  I  am  come 
To  bid  my  king  and  mafteraye  good  night; 
Is  he  not  here  ? 

Alb,    Great  thing  of  us  forgot  !  — 
Speak,  Edmund,  where's  the  king  ?  and  where's  Cor- 
delia ?— - 
See'il  thou  this  objeft,  Kent  ? 

Kent,  Alack,  why  thus  ? 

Ed?n,  Yet  Edmund  v/as  belov'd  ; 
The  one  the  other  poifon'd  for  my  fake. 
And  after  flew  herfelf. 

Alb,  Even  fo. — Cover  their  faces. 

Edm,  I  pant  for  life  : — Some  good  I  mean  to  do> 
Defpight  of  mine  own  nature.    Quickly  fend. 
Be  brief  in  it, — to  the  caftle  ;  for  my  writ 
Is  on  the  life  of  Lear,  and  on  Cordelia: — 
Nay,  fend  in  time. 

Alb.  Run,  run,  O,  run  

Edg.  To  whom,  my  lord  ? — Who  has  the  ofHce  ?  fend 
Thy  token  of  reprieve. 

Edm,  Well  thought  on ;  take  my  fv/ord. 
Give  it  the  captain. 

Edg,  Hafte  thee  for  thy  life.  \_Exit  Mejfenger, 

Edm,  He  hath  commilTion  from  thy  wife  and  me 
To  hang  Cordelia  in  the  prifon,  and 
To  lay  the  blame  upon  her  own  defpair. 
That  Ihe  fordid  herfelf. 

Alb,  The  gods  defend  her  !  Bear  him  hence  awhile. 

\Edmund  is  borne  off^ 
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Enter  Lear,  ivith  Cordelia  dead  in  his  arms» 
Lear,  Howl,  howl,  howl^  howl  : — you  are  men 
of  fiones ; 

Had  I  your  tongues  and  eyes,  Pd  ufe  them  fo 
That  heaven's  vault  fnould  crack  : — O,  fhe  is  gone  for 
ever !  

I  know  when  one  is  dead,  and  when  one  lives ; 
She's  dead  as  earth  : — Lend  me  a  looking  glafs ; 
If  that  her  breath  will  mill  or  ftain  the  ftone^, 
Why,  then  fhe  lives. 

Kent,  Is  this  the  promis'd  end  ? 

Ed^.  Or  image  of  that  horror  ? 

All,  Fall,  and  ceafe ! 

Lear,  This  feather  itirs ;  flic  lives !  if  it  be  fo, 
It  is  a  chance  that  does  redeem  all  forrovvs 
That  ever  I  have  felt. 

Kent,  O  my  good  mafLer!  [Kneeling, 
Lear,  Pr'ythee,  away. 
Edg,  'Tis  noble  Kent,  your  friend. 
Lear,  A  plague  upon  you,  murderers,  traitors  all  ! 
I  might  have  fav'd  her  ;  now  fhe's  gone  for  ever  ! — 
Cordelia,  Cordelia,  ftay  a  little.  Ha? 
What  is  thou  fay'H  ? — Her  voice  was  ever  foft, 
Gencle,  and  low  ;  an  excellent  thing  in  woman  : — 
I  kili'd  the  Have  that  was  a  hanging  thee. 
Kent,  'Tis  true,  my  lords,  he  did. 
Lear.  Did  I  not,  fellow  ? 
I  have  feen  the  day,  with  my  good  biting  faulchion 
1  would  have  made  them  fliip  :  I  am  old  now. 
And  thefe  fame  croffes  fpoil  me. — Who  are  you? 
Mine  eyes  are  none  o'  the  beft  : — I'll  tell  you  ftraight. 

Kent.  If  fortune  brag  of  two  fhe  lov'd  and  hated. 
One  of  them  we  behold. 

Lear,  This  is  a  dull  fight :  Are  you  not  Kent  ? 
Kent,  The  fame  ;  your  fervant,  Kent : 
Where  is  your  fervant  Caius  ? 

Lear.  He's  a  good  fellow.  I  can  tell  you  that : 
He'll  flrike,  and  quickly  too  :  He's  dead  and  rotten. 
Kent,  No,  m  good  lord  ;  I  am  the  very  man  — 
Lear.  I'll  fee  that  ftraight. 
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Kent,  That,  from  your  firft  of  difference  and  decay. 
Have  follow'd  your  fad  Heps. 
Lear,  You  are  v/elcome  hither. 
Kent,  Nor  no  man  elfe  ;  all's  cheerlefs,  dark,  and 
deadly. 

Your  eldefl  daughters  have  fore-doom'd  themfeives. 
And  defperately  are  dead, 
Lear,  Ay,  fo  I  think. 

Alh,  He  knows  not  what  he  fays  5  and  vain  it  h 
Thatwe  prefentus  to  him. 

Edg,  Very  bootlefs. 

Enter  a  MeJJenger, 

Mef.  Edmund  is  dead,  my  lord. 

Alb,  That's  but  a  trifle  here. — 
You  lords,  and  noble  friends,  know  our  intent. 
What  comfort  to  this  great  decay  may  come. 
Shall  be  apply 'd  :  For  us,  v/e  will  refign. 
During  the  life  of  this  old  majefly. 
To  him  our  abfolute  power      You,  to  your  rights; 

[  T'o  Edgar, 

With  boot,  and  fuch  addition  as  your  honours 
Have  more  than  merited:— All  friends  fhall  tafle 
The  wages  of  their  virtue,  and  all  foes 
The  cup  of  their  defervings.-— O,  fee,  fee  1 

Lear,  And  my  poor  fool  is  hang'd  !  No,  no,  no  life. 
Why  fhould  a  dog,  a  horfe,  a  rat  have  life. 
And  thou  no  breath  at  all  ?  O,  thou  v.  ilt  come  no  more. 
Never,  never,  never,  never,  never!— - 
Pray  you,  undo  this  button  :  Thank  you,  fir.— 
Do  you  fee  this  ?  Look  on  her,  look  on  her  lips. 
Look  there,  look  there  !—  \He  dies. 

Edg,  He  faints  !— -My  lord,  my  lord,— 

Kent,  Break  heart ;  I  pr'ythee,  break  ! 

Edg,  Look  up,  my  lord. 

Kent,  Vex  not  his  ghoft  :  O,  let  him  pafs  !  he  hates 
him. 

That  would  upon  the  rack  of  this  tough  world 
Stretch  him  out  longer. 

Edg,  O,  he  is  gone,  indeed. 

Kent,  The  wonder  is,  he  hath  endurM  fo  long: 
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He  but  ufurp'd  his  life. 

Jib.  Bear  them  from  hence.— Our  prefent  bufinefs 
Is  general  woe»    Friends  of  my  foul,  you  twain 

[To  Kent  and  Edgar, 
Rule  in  this  realm,  and  the  gorM  Itate  fuftain. 

Kent.  I  have  a  journey,  fir,  ihortly  to  go  ; 
My  mailer  calls,  and  I  rnuft  not  fay,  no. 

Alb,  The  weight  of  this  fad  time  we  muft  obey  ; 
Speak  what  we  feel,  not  what  we  ought  to  fay. 
The  oldeft  hath  borne  moil :  we  that  are  young, 
Shall  never  fee  fo  much^  nor  live  fo  long. 

\Exewity  ivith  a  dead  ?narclj* 


NOTE. 

The  tragedy  of  Lear  is  defervedly  celebrated  among  the  dramas  of 
Shakefpeare.  There  is  pcrhiips  no  play  which  keeps  the  attention  fo 
flrongly  fixed  :  w.hich  fo  much  agitates  our  pafhons,  and  interefts  our 
curiolity.  The  artful  involutions  of  dirtindt  interefts,  the  ftriking 
oppofition  of  contrary  chara<£lers,  the  fuddcn  changes  of  fortune,  and 
the  quick  fucceflion  of  events,  fill  the  mind  with  a  perpetual  tumult 
of.  indignation,  pity,  and  hope.  There  is  no  fcene  which  does  not 
contribute  to  the  aggravation  of  the  diftrefs  or  condii^l  of  the  a£tion, 
and  fcarce  a  line  which  does  not  conduce  to  the  progrefs  of  the  fcene. 
So  powerful  is  the  current  of  the  pact's  imagination,  that  the  mind, 
which  once  ventures  within  it,  is  hurried  irrefiftibly  along. 

On  the  feeming  improbability  of  Lear's  conduct,  it  may  be  ob- 
fcrved,  that  he  is  reprefented  according  to  hiftories  at  that  time  vul- 
garly received  as  true.  And  perhaps,  if  we  turn  our  thoughts  upon 
the  barbarity  and  ignorance  of  the  age  to  which  this  ftory  is  refer- 
red, it  will  appear  not  fo  unlikely  as  while  wecftimate  Lear's  man- 
ners by  our  own.  Such  preference  of  one  daughter  to  another,  or 
refignation  of  dominion  on  fuch  conditions,  would  be  yet  credible, 
if  told  of  a  petty  prince  of  Guinea  or  Madagafcar.  Shakefpeare, 
indeed,  by  the  mention  of  his  earls  and  dukes,  has  given  us  the  idea 
of  times  more  civilized,  and  of  life  regulated  by  fofter  manners  ;  and 
the  truth  is,  that  though  he  fo  nicely  difcriminates,  and  fo  mi- 
nutely dcfcribes  the  characters  of  men,  he  commonly  negle£ls  and 
confounds  the  characters  of  ages,  by  mingling  cuftoms  ancient  and 
modern,  Englifh  and  foreign. 

My  learned  friend,  Mr.  Warton,  who  has  m  the  Adventurer  very 
minutely  criticifed  this  play,  remarks,  that  the  inftances  of  cruelty 
are  too  favage  and  fhocking,  and  that  the  intervention  of  Edmund 
deftroys  thefimplicity  of  the  ftory.   Thefe  obje<5tions  may,  I  think, 
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be  anfwered,  by  repeating,  that  the  cruelty  of  the  daughters  is  an 
hiftorical  fa<fr,  to  which  the  poet  has  added  little,  having  only  drawn 
it  into  a  feries  by  dialogue  and  aflion.  But  I  am  not  able  to  apolo- 
give  with  equal  plauhbility  for  the  extrufion  of  Glofter's  eyes,  which 
feems  an  a<Si:  too  horrid  to  be  endured  in  dramatist  exhibition,  and 
fuch  as  mufi  always  compel  the  mind  to  relieve  its  dijftrefs  by  incre- 
dulity. Yet  let  it  be  remembered  that  our  author  well  knew  what 
Would  pleafe  the  audience  for  w^hich  he  wrote. 

The  injury  done  by  Edmund  to  the  fimplicity  of  the  adlion  is 
•abundaiitiy  recompenfed  by  the  addition  of  variety:  by  the  art  with 
M'hifh  he  is  made  to  co-operate  with  the  chief  deflgn,  and  the  op- 
portunity  which  he  gives  the  poet  of  combining  perfidy  with  perfidy, 
and  conne<5ling  the  wicked  fon  with  the  wicked  daughters,  to  im- 
prefs  this  important  moral,  that  villainy  is  never  at  a  ftop,  that 
crimes  lead  to  crimes,  and  at  laft  terminate  in  ruin. 

But  though  this  moral  be  incidentally  enforced,  Shakefpeare  has 
fu tiered  the  virtue  of  Cordelia  to  perilh  in  a  juft  caufe,  contrary  to 
the  natural  ideas  of  juftice,  to  the  hope  of  the  reader,  and,  what  is 
yet  more  llrange,  to  the  faith  of  chronicles.  Yet  this  condu(5l  is 
juftified  by  The  Spcdlctor,  who  blames  Tate  for  giving  Cordelia 
fuccefs  and  h^ppinefs  in  his  alteration,  and  declares,  that,  in  his 
opinion,  the  tragedy  has  lofl:  half  its  beauty.  Dennis  has  rem.arked, 
whether  juftly  or  not,  that,  to  fecure  the  favourable  reception  of 
Cato,  the  town  was  poifoned  with  much  falfe  and  abominable  cri- 
ticiim,  and  that  endeavours  had  been  ufcd  to  difcredlt  and  decry 
poetical  juftice.  A  play  in  which  the  wicked  profper,  and  the  vir- 
tuous mifcarry,  may  doubtlefs  be  good,  becaufe  it  is  a  jull  reprefen- 
tation  of  the  common  events  of  human  life:  but  fince  all  reafonable 
beings  naturall)^  love  judice,  I  cannot  eafily  be  perfuaded,  that  the 
obfervation  of  julHce  makes  a  play  worfe  ;  or,  that  if  other  excel- 
lencies are  equal,  the  audience  will  not  always  rife  better  pleafed 
'from  the  fi.nal  triumph  of  persecuted  virtue. 

In  the  prefent  cafe  the  public  has  decided.  Cordelia,  from  the  time 
of  Tate,  has  alwavs  retired  with  vidlory  and  felicity.  And,  if  my 
■fenfations  could  add  any  thing  to  the  general  fuifrage,  I  might  re- 
late, I  was  many  yeai  s  ago  fo  fhockcd  by  Cordelia's  death,  that  I 
knew  not  whether  I  ever  endured  to  read  ae?iin  the  lafl:  fcencs  of  the 
-play  till  I  undertook  to  revile  them  as  an  editor. 

There  is  another  conti-ovcrfy  a;ri';ng  tlxC  criticks  concerning  this 
play.  It  is  difputed  wheth'ir  the  pRdominant  inrage  in  Lear's  dif- 
ordered  mind  be  the  lofs  of  his  kingdom  or  the  ciucUy  of  his  daugh- 
ters. Mr.  Mut'phy,  a  very  judicious  critick,  has  evinced  by  induc- 
tion of  particular  paiTages,  that  the  cruelty  of  his  daughters  is  the 
primary  fource  of  his  dillrefs,  and  that  the  lofs  ot  royalty  aiFe.fl:s  him 
only  as  a  fecondary  arid  fubordinatc  evii.  He  oburves  Vv^ith  great 
jull^nefs,  that  Lear  would  move  cur  compalTion  but  little^  d'd  we 
not  rather  confiderthe  i:-jured  father  than  the  degraded  king. 

The  ftory  of  this  plr.v,  except  the  epifode  of  EdraL^nd,  which  is 
derived,  I  think,  fro'r.  S:d'  -y,  is  taken  originally  fi  m  C  ^  r'^ij  ot 
Monmouth,  whom  Holingfhed  generally  copied;  butb  i;  im- 
mediately from  an  old  hiftonca!  bailed.  My  leafo.  for  believing 
that  the  plav  'Vi^s  poderior  to  the  ballad,  rather  than  the  b  dlad  to' 
;the  play,  is;  that  the  ballad  h:'.s  nothing  of  Shakelpcare's  nodturnai 
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tempeft,  which  is  too  ftriking  to  have  been  omitted,  and  that  it 
follows  the  chronicle;  it  has  the  rudiments  of  the  play,  but  none 
of  its  amplifications :  it  firft  hinted  Lear's  madnefs,  but  did  not 
array  it  in  circumftances.  The  writer  of  the  ballad  added  fomething 
to  the  hiftory,  which  is  a  proof  that  he  would  have  added  more,  if 
more  had  occurred  to  his  mind,  and  mors  muft  h^ve  occurred  if  he 
had  feea  Shakefpeare. 
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